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Chapter 01

Nelson couldn’t believe the doctor’s words. He listened with a blank expression, but as they sunk in, he wanted to shout with joy.

“Are you sure this time, doctor?” he asked, doing his best to stop his urge to smile and not let the excitement show in his voice. There was no way he could bear coming back to the doctor’s office if he wasn’t right, not again.

“I am, Nelson. This time I’m confident. I know you’re trying to restrain yourself, but from my professional point of view, your bones are healed. You can see the swelling is completely gone and the joint doesn’t show any more signs of the accident. The pain you described is normal. You can’t expect to be like you were right away,” the doctor said with a gentle smile. “Today’s the last day we’ll see each other, hopefully for a long time.”

Without realizing, Nelson was holding his breath, but with those words, he let out a sigh of relief. He didn’t try to suppress his smile anymore. “Thank you, doctor. Thank you so much.”

The man let out a hearty laugh. “No need to say thanks, son. Remember you have an MRI exam tomorrow, so no going back to the pool right away. You need to talk to your coach before that,” he said with a concerned face, but then he softened. “I’m sure you’ll soon be back on the water and win us many medals.”

Nelson thanked the doctor once again, shook his hand and left the room as someone knocked on the door. He pulled his phone and flashed a huge smile when he saw texts from his friends and family asking how it went. Before he wrote back, his fingers stopped.

It’s best if I wait. If I tell them I’m cured and find out there’s something else wrong. I can’t see those disappointed faces0. Not again.

Pushing those feelings away, he wrote to his parents first. I just got out of the doctors. I have an MRI exam tomorrow to check if I’m 100% cured. Nelson considered adding the doctor’s opinion but he didn’t.

After writing the same thing to his friends, he put the phone back in his pocket. When it vibrated, a warm smile appeared on his lips, but he didn’t read the messages right away. First, Nelson walked out of the Prado Maranhão club’s medical department, a huge six-story building, and headed to the park inside the sports complex.

He sat on a bench and watched as the club’s athletes relaxed or did some out of water exercises. Nelson recognized most of them and waved back when some noticed him. To his luck, however, no one came to talk to him. He knew the subject of his recovery would come up and he couldn’t deal with that, even if they meant well.

When his phone vibrated again, he checked it. Everything will be fine, son. Your father and I are praying for you, his mother wrote. You’ll be okay. I’ll be seeing you win a gold medal this year, his father replied. Great, as I told you. Now we can finally compete again, his friend replied.

Feeling better, Nelson headed back to the dormitory. Instead of going directly there, he took the long route, walking by the many gyms and different pools. Without realizing, his feet took him to the one he used the most before the accident that almost cost him his life.

To his luck, there was no one using it. He circled the pool, watching the still waters with an empty expression, his diffused reflection looking back. I’ve been in the water since the accident, but it was just for hydrotherapy. Now, it’ll be for real. To train, to compete, he thought, the excitement filling him. After months, I can finally go back to the only place I belong.

After a while, Nelson left the pool and went to the dormitory. Though it was within the club, it took him fifteen minutes to get there. I didn’t think I’d be this out of shape, he thought, catching his breath as he stood before the four buildings that housed over a thousand athletes from many divisions of almost all water sports.

When he stopped panting, he heard faint music from the boy’s side. I can’t believe they’re throwing a party on a Thursday night. They’re just getting away with it ‘cause almost everyone’s in London right now, Nelson thought, pulling his access card.

“There you are, mate,” said a familiar voice. When he turned, he saw his friend, Marcelo, holding three six-pack beers. “I was thinking you wouldn’t come. Help me with this.”

“Come to what?” Nelson held one of the six-packs.

“What do you think? It’s the beginning of the new cycle,” he said as if it was obvious.

“The Olympics isn’t over yet.”

“It is for the swimming delegation. Now let’s go.”

Everyone greeted them when they walked into the common room. There was a huge TV on the back wall showing the highlights of today’s events and Brazil’s performance, but since they weren’t talking about swimming, it was muted.

After greeting his friends and acquaintances, Nelson took out a beer and sat on the couch the instant he could. Marcelo sat by his side right away.

“Tell me, man. How did it go?” he asked.

“Tell you what?”

“I know you’re hiding something,” he said in a low voice. Since everyone was partying, there was no one paying attention to them.

Nelson opened his beer and swirled it to gain some time. “I have an MRI tomorrow to confirm, but the doctor said he’s certain I’m healed.”

Marcelo observed his friend for a moment. He leaned back on the couch and drank the rest of his beer. “You don’t wanna celebrate before knowing for sure.”

“Yeah…”

“Since I’ve known you your whole life, I won’t say ‘don’t worry.’ Instead, I’ll tell you to relax. You can’t do anything about it anyway. Leave tomorrow’s worries to your future self.”

Nelson chuckled and shook his head. “You always say that.”

“Because it always helps,” Marcelo said, clinking his beer to Nelson’s bottle. “I can’t wait for you to get back, man. The pools were getting boring without you.”

“Yeah, right. Without me, you could finally win a few medals.” Nelson smirked and sipped his beer.

Marcelo punched him on the arm. “Your memory is messed up. Even with you, I got more medals.”

“Yeah, so much bronze you haven’t reached the Iron Age yet,” Nelson said louder than before. Some people heard and laughed.

Marcelo flashed a wry smile as he looked around. “You all suck, you know that? Especially you.”

“Thanks.” Nelson smiled, enjoying his beer a little more.

“What time is your exam? Maybe I can come.”

“Nah, you don’t have to. It’s first thing in the morning.”

“Are your parents coming?”

“They have work, and I don’t wanna bother them.”

They stayed in silence for a while. Nelson finished his beer but didn’t get another.

“Don’t worry, man. You have too much luck. Not only did you survive, but you made a miracle recovery that no one expected. That’s why the club hasn’t given up on you.”

“Yeah, I’ll admit that got me worried,” Nelson muttered.

Ever since the accident, he had been away from the pools. Though he believed he would get back one day, that didn’t ease his worries about his career. His contract was until the World Aquatics Championships next year. After the accident in January, the club helped and supported him, but no one said anything about the future.

Nelson was sure the board of directors wouldn’t abandon him. However, if he didn’t produce the same, or at least near results pre-accident, they might not renew his contract for the next Olympic cycle, especially now he wasn’t in the youth division anymore.

“Don’t be like that, man. They have faith in you. That’s why they’re sending you a new manager.”

“Yeah, that was unexpected,” he admitted in a low voice. “Especially after everything.”

“That wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t hers either. It was an accident,” his friend and rival said with a serious expression.

“Because we were late and had to take a cab. If we had gone to the airport with everyone else, it wouldn’t have happened.”

There was another moment of heavy silence.

“What’s the name of your new manager, anyway?” Marcelo asked to change the subject.

“Cris,” Nelson answered. Then he flashed a wry smile. “Cris Prado Maranhão.”

As he expected, his friend was surprised. “Holy shit. For real? Someone from the Family?”

“Yeah, I couldn’t believe it either. I still can’t.”

“Screw you, man. You should be thrilled. Someone from the Family as your manager… I can’t believe it. This means the club’s betting on you. I’m so jealous.” Marcelo’s surprise gave room to a smile full of meaning. “Given your history with managers, maybe they’re planning to bring you into the Family.”

“Shut up, dude. I’m not a kid anymore. I can’t be getting involved with my manager, not for the third time. I need to focus, or I…” he left his sentence in the air. Despite the music and the fun around them, Nelson felt as if he wasn’t a part of it.

“Sure, sure.” Marcelo smiled and nodded. “Just to make sure our bet is still on.”

“What bet?” someone asked.

Nelson and Marcelo looked up at the same time. Standing near them was a girl with shoulder-length black hair, short-shorts, black knee-high socks, a simple top that revealed her belly and a jacket.

“You don’t know this guy’s reputation?” Marcelo smiled and moved over on the couch to make room for the girl.

She sat and smiled too. “Nope.”

“He tends to date his managers. I bet him 50 bucks he’d date the new one too.”

“Managers? In plural?”

“Oh, yeah. He’s known for that.”

“Really?” She turned to Nelson and smiled at him. “I’ve heard a thing or two about it but didn’t think it was true. Maybe it’ll make things more interesting.”

“Don’t get me wrong, he’s not a player that goes around flirting with his managers. No, no, my boy here is one of those hopeless romantic guys who fell in love with those girls.”

“Ah, that’s so cute.”

“I know it may be hard, but could you try to shut up for once?” Nelson said to his friend. He glanced at the girl, who was still smiling at him. “Just ignore this idiot. He won’t rest until he’s ruined my reputation.”

“I’m just telling the truth.” Marcelo shrugged.

“And I told you I don’t have time to get involved with my manager. I need to focus,” he replied, shaking his head.

“You said the exact thing last time.” Marcelo flashed an annoying, smug smile. “But ok, ok. I won’t bring up the past. It doesn’t mean you’re skipping on our bet though.”

“I’m not sure it’ll be easy for you to win those 50 bucks,” the girl said.

“Ah, don’t say that. I was already counting on the money.” Marcelo shook his head in fake disappointment. “Why do you say that? Do you know the girl?”

“Before I answer, can I get in on that bet?”

Marcelo laughed and Nelson scowled. I don’t even know her, and she already thinks I’m that kind of a guy.

“Sure, no problem. The more the merrier.” Marcelo slapped Nelson on the shoulder a little too roughly. “Why do you think our boy here and the new manager won’t fall in love?”

“Because I’m not that easy,” she said with a sly smile. “And I’m a guy.”


Chapter 02

“I’m dead,” Mari said, sitting on the couch next to Cris. She let out a huge sigh and leaned against her cousin.

Cris didn’t pay attention to her. Francis is a jackass. I can’t believe he’s trying to sleep with me after blowing me off, he thought. Then he flashed a wry smile. I’m the idiot who keeps listening to his bullshit.

“Hey, pay attention to me,” Mari complained, nudging him.

“What happened?” he asked without taking his eyes off his phone.

“I just finished a huge job.” Mari rubbed her eyes and yawned. “I thought with the Olympics, I’d have nothing to do until everyone came back.”

Cris snorted and looked away from his phone just to shake his head at his cousin. “If grandma hears that, you’ll get an earful.”

“Shut your mouth. Don’t even joke about that,” she said. “What are you doing here anyway, little cousin?”

“Waiting for dad.”

“Oh yeah, he’s assigning you an athlete. I can’t believe you’re gonna be a manager again after everything.”

“He says it’s either that or find something myself.”

“In other words, he doesn’t want you doing nothing.”

“Pretty much.”

“So, what’s the name of your new athlete?”

“Nelson. I don’t know anything about him, but this is the guy I’ll be managing.” Cris searched the name on the internet and showed an article with a photo.

In what seemed a huge effort, Mari turned her head, grunting at the same time. When she saw the photo, she took the phone from his hands. “Wow, he’s hot!”

“Can’t deny that.” Cris smiled and pulled his phone back. “A great improvement from the last athlete.”

Mari sighed and leaned back on the couch. “It’s not fair. When I was a manager, I was never in charge of a hot guy like that. The most memorable one was that girl who could break me like a twig.” She winced at the memory.

“Oh yeah, I remember her. She was nice, wasn’t she?”

“Yeah, but I prefer a hot jerk.”

Cris laughed and put the phone away, ignoring another text from his ex. “Anyway, from what I heard, he’s a good guy. I deserve someone nice after the last girl, and dad already warned me to not go overboard with this Nelson guy.”

“He’s thinking about that swimmer who almost punched you.”

“He doesn’t want me sleeping with another swimmer.”

Mari sat and looked him in the eyes. “That’s not it, Cris. He was worried about you. We all were, but I’ve never seen uncle so furious. I thought he’d beat the crap out of that guy.”

“Really?” Cris tried to keep his expression neutral, but it was hard to keep his smile under check. I didn’t know dad did that.

“Hey, show me that pic again.” When he showed her the phone, Mari widened her eyes. “Isn’t this Nelson, the one from that accident?” Cris nodded and she whistled. “Assigning you someone who hasn’t been in the pool for so long…”

“Yeah, no pressure at all, forboth of us,” he said with a weak and hollow laugh.

“That has grandma’s fingers all over it. I’ll bet she wants him to inspire you to find your path.”

“You know what? It’s amazing you managed to say that with so much sincerity. For a moment, I almost believed you.”

“You know me, always a sincere, little cousin.” Mari flashed a smile without a shred of shame.

“More like always making people uncomfortable,” Cris muttered.

Mari opened her mouth to reply, but before she could say anything else, a voice echoed through the living room.

“That’s not fair, grandma!” a girl’s voice echoed from the corridor.

“Speaking of the devil,” Mari muttered as their cousin came trailing after their grandma. Cris sniggered and pretended to cough when the old woman glanced at him.

“I won’t change my mind. My decision is final,” she said in a dignified manner.

The girl ran ahead to block her path. “Please, listen to me! It wasn’t my fault, grandma! Can’t you just—”

“No, I will not. I warned you more than once,” she interrupted with an icy tone. She stood to her full height, and on her heels, she towered over her granddaughter. “Your work has been mediocre at best, and you never listened to your superior’s feedback. You were late several times and even chose to ignore when your mother told you to not go to that party yesterday.”

“I was just celebrating after a hard exam!” The girl was almost crying.

“You missed your work because of that. We do not need people with that kind of commitment.”

“Please, grandma! How do you think it’ll look when people see I was fired from an internship at my own family’s clinic?”

“You should’ve thought about that before. You didn’t take college or the internship seriously. You assumed we would do something, but I will not tolerate this.”

“Please, grandma! Can’t you give me a second chance?”

“We already did, and you wasted it. the Prado Maranhão family got where it is because everyone worked hard. Even if it’s family, we won’t tolerate anyone who’s doing a mediocre job and has no intention of improving.” The woman walked away, leaving her granddaughter crying.

She walked to where Cris and Mari were. Without realizing, they both sat straight and waited in silence until she spoke.

“Marina.” Though her tone was completely different from seconds ago, it was still serious. “How did it go?”

“All done, grandma. I’ve done the makeup of the synchronized swimming team and they went to the photo shoot.”

“Excellent. Those girls are talented, but they need more confidence. The photo shoot and the joint training with the American sub-15 team will help,” she said with an approving nod. She turned to her grandson with a serious expression. “Cristiano?”

“Yes?” He gulped when he met her eyes.

“You’ll be managing Nelson Cieller as of tomorrow. There are expectations he’ll get back to the pool soon. That boy has some talent, but we don’t know how he is after the accident. His national score is terrible after almost a year without swimming. There’s a chance he might not go to the World Aquatics Championships next year.”

“But his contract is until—”

“The Championship, yes. But if he doesn’t qualify, the contract will be terminated. I’d like to keep him. He has potential, but that alone isn’t enough. He needs to show he can swim at the same level. I expect you to help with the seriousness of the situation and dignity of your name,” she said before leaving.

The cousins stayed in silence until the head of the Prado Maranhão family was out of earshot.

“Ouch. Always harsh with the words, our grandma,” Mari let out, shaking her head and relaxing.

“I don’t know why they’re making me manage him.” Cris leaned back on the couch. “He should be assigned to a real manager. Someone who can really help him. Maybe the board doesn’t expect anything from him anymore.”

Mari stared at her cousin for a long time before taking a deep breath and standing up. “Then it’s up to him to prove them wrong, and you can help him show everyone he’s still our prodigy boy.”

“Hopefully.” Cris stared at nothing, not noticing his cousin had stood up. “I don’t even know if he hasn’t given up yet. How many times have we had athletes giving up after an injury like that? Actually, it’s a miracle if he can swim again.”

“Come, little cousin,” she gestured, pulling him from the couch by the arm. “Talking about it won’t help. Instead of worrying, how about you meet him and see for yourself?”

“Tonight?”

“Yeah. Don’t tell uncle, but the athletes are having a party today in the boy’s dormitory. I’m pretty sure he’ll be there.”

Cris thought about it for a while. “You might be right. Better to see if he’s gonna give his all to go to the WAC.”

“Then let’s go shopping!” Mari smiled.

“Huh? Shopping? Why?”

“To celebrate your new beginning,” she said. Cris didn’t share her enthusiasm. “You need to give him a good impression!”

Cris looked at her with a blank expression, then he sighed and smiled. “That must be one of the lamest excuses you’ve used to drag me to the mall and make me cross-dress. But I do need a new swimsuit anyway.”

“What? Already? Didn’t you buy one, like, the other day?”

“It was two months ago, and it already needs some patching,” Cris emphasized the last word.

“And how come a new swimsuit already has holes in it?”

“Normal wear and tear.” He shrugged with a sly smile.

“I’m starting to believe you’re the one with the fetish, cousin,” Mari said, as if suddenly realizing something. “It’s hard to believe that every guy you hook up with wants to sleep with you if you wear a girl’s swimsuit.”

“After so many years in this world, I’ve learned that sometimes it’s best to say nothing.” Cris looked at her and they both laughed.

“Before we go, let me do your makeup.”

“Why would I need makeup to go shopping?”

“’Cause I’m still in work mode.” She dragged him to the dressing room.

Cris sighed and didn’t resist. They reached the makeup room and she made him sit on a chair in front of a huge mirror. He leaned back so she could work on him. “I can’t believe I’ve been letting you do this ever since we were kids.”

“Oh, stop it. You don’t hate it.”

“Getting used to it doesn’t mean I like it,” Cris lied.

“So, you’re telling me you don’t like looking cute to meet a new boy?”

“Shut up and finish.”

“Yes, yes. Let me make my little cousin cuter than most girls,” Mari teased, humming as she worked.


Chapter 03

“What? You’re a guy? No way!” Marcelo exclaimed. He covered his mouth to hide his smile and checked the cross-dressing boy from head to toe, shaking his head. “You look so cute.”

“Thanks,” Cris beamed.

Marcelo was still smiling, but when Nelson held his open palm, he stopped at once. Clicking his tongue, he pulled out his wallet. “Damn. I can’t believe I lost 50 bucks. I was so sure that was easy money.” He let out a sigh and dropped his shoulder. “So, you’re Cris Prado Maranhão?”

“Yep. Actually, Cristiano, but you can call me Cris. It’s nice to meet you two, and sorry for the bet.” Despite his words, he was still smiling. He turned to Nelson. “As of tomorrow, I’ll be your personal manager. I hope we get along.”

“Me too.” He flashed a friendly smile. “Pleased to meet you.”

“I’ll leave you two alone to start the swimmer-manager bonding or whatever.” Marcelo walked away mumbling something that sounded a lot like ‘50 bucks.’

“You’re welcome for that money,” Cris said as he moved on the couch to sit right in front of Nelson.

He chuckled before putting the money in his wallet. “Thanks for the easiest money I’ve ever made. I’ll treat you to something.”

“Yay.” Cris smiled again, but then the smile became sly. “But aren’t you too confident?”

“In what?”

“That you won’t fall for me. You’re not the first straight man who’s said that.”

Nelson opened his mouth and then closed it, not sure how to respond. “How did it end?”

“In the best way possible.”

After a moment of silence, Nelson chuckled. “Good for you, I guess. But even with your track record, I’m confident.”

“’Cause you’re not into guys? I’ve heard that before too. More than once. And it ended in the same way.”

“There’s that too. But even if I were gay, or if you were a girl, I wouldn’t fall in love. I don’t have time for that. Right now, I need to give my all to swimming.”

“So, you’re one of those guys who thinks romance gets in the way of swimming?”

“That’s not how I’d say.”

“But that’s what you think, right?” Cris sighed. “I’ve managed people like that. Hope you don’t go blaming me if you don’t get the results you expect, saying I was distracting or something like that.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not one of those crybabies,” Nelson said, snorting. Then his smile vanished, and his expression turned serious. “But I mean it. I can’t lose focus. Not after everything. I don’t have time to waste.”

“Is that how you truly feel?” Cris asked in a low voice.

Despite being surrounded, no one noticed the two men.

“Yes. I need to recover the lost time. If I waste even a second thinking of something else, I might lose this opportunity of a lifetime,” Nelson answered.

“Recover lost time. Waste even a second,” Cris repeated, flashing a sad smile. “I don’t get swimmers. Aren’t you, like, barely 19? You’re the same age as me, but you talk like your life is almost ending. Enjoying being young isn’t wasting your time.”

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. How many times have I heard that?

“I get what you mean, and you’re not wrong. But I don’t think betting my future on the pool is wasting time,” he said. Then he pressed his lips together. “I think… I mean, maybe I can go down in history and leave my name. To me, that’s something worth giving your all.”

Cris stared at the swimmer for a while. “Guess that’s something you’d bet your youth on. Still, I don’t get you guys. I’d rather fall in love than be in a pool for hours and hours every single day.”

This time, Nelson laughed so loudly that it attracted attention. “I can’t believe I’m hearing that coming from a Prado Maranhão.”

“I’m not like them,” Cris said abruptly in a hard and low voice. He stared Nelson in the eyes, all the joy from seconds ago gone. “Just because I’m from that family doesn’t mean I need to love water, or any sport related to it.”

Nelson met his gaze. “I apologize. I never meant to offend you.”

He sighed and looked at the floor as he rubbed his eyes. “Sorry for snapping. You didn’t offend me or anything. I’m tired sick of people looking at me as if I’m a freak just because I don’t wanna work with anything related to my family’s business.”

“If you don’t want to, then why are you a manager?”

“Money,” Cris responded without hesitation. It was so fast that Nelson had no reaction for a second and then laughed. “What’s so funny? Is it not a good reason to work? That’s what most people do.”

“I’m not laughing because of that. You’re the first person who’s been so honest about this,” he said, trying to suppress a smile. “My last managers said they were doing this because they loved swimming and wanted to help Brazil’s next generation of swimmers. I’m sure the money was more important than that.”

Cris opened his mouth and then closed it before speaking again. “I’d rather be honest. If you’re okay with that, then great. I just hope you don’t have a problem with a gay manager.”

“Has it been a problem before?”

“The last person I managed was this religious girl. After she found out we liked the same fruit, she kept giving subtle hints about me joining her church and saving my sinful soul from the eternal flames of hell. It was so fun.” Cris raised both thumbs up with a forced smile. “The guy before said he had no trouble whatsoever since he was 100% straight. He said, and I quote, ‘even if you look like a girl and tried to seduce me, I wouldn’t care. As long as you help me with my swimming.’ I took his word for it and started working in a girl’s swimsuit.”

“What happened?”

“He firmly insisted there was no problem at all, but I caught him stealing some glances at me here and there with a strange bulge between the legs. I was growing suspicious, but when I caught him playing five-on-one to one of my pics, I was really suspicious,” Cris said, narrowing his eyes.

Nelson couldn’t help but laugh. He’d look really good in a girl’s swimsuit. The thought crossed his mind as he pictured Cris in the club’s standard swimsuit. He shook his head to brush off the image. “Sounds like you were affecting his performance. I don’t want and can’t have that.”

“Nah, don’t worry. He was a jerk with an ego much bigger than his talent. It’s a dangerous combination for some athletes, but in his case, it was even worse because he didn’t realize. He missed practices and blamed it on me, saying I was the one who should’ve told him. There was a lot more, but the high point was his performance at the Pan American. It was one of the worst results ever.” Cris shook his head with a disappointed expression.

Nelson noticed the tiny smile on the corner of his small lips. “I think I know who you’re talking about. That guy was a real moron.”

“Yeah, he was. But don’t worry. You don’t seem like one, so I won’t try those things with you.”

“Thanks, I guess. But as I said, if it doesn’t affect me in the pools, I have no trouble. I need all the help I can get right now.”

“You mean your contract?” Cris asked in a low voice.

“Yeah,” Nelson admitted after a while. “I think you already know, but my contract ends after the WAC. It was probably gonna get renewed after London, but the accident… Right now, I need to be in the WCA next year. That’s the first step to be in Rio in four years.”

“That’s a huge goal in your current situation,” Cris pointed out, staring him in the eyes.

“Yes, it is. So, if you’re willing to help me, then I’ll gladly accept it.” Nelson offered his hand.

Cris looked at his hand for a moment and smiled before shaking it. “If you’re okay with me, then I’ll do everything I can to help you reach that goal.”


Chapter 04

What a strange guy, Cris thought, smiling as he remembered their meeting. It wasn’t the first time a swimmer said he didn’t have a problem with me, but Nelson really seemed to mean it. It was more like he’d welcome anyone willing to help him.

Glad he went to meet his new swimmer before becoming his manager officially, Cris entered his room and took off his clothes, getting ready to sleep. However, the moment he laid on the bed, his phone rang. “What?”

“Hey, Cris,” replied a familiar and sluggish voice. “Are you home?”

“Yes. Are you drunk?”

“Nah.” Francis hiccupped and then burped. “A little. Can I come over?”

Cris considered it for a moment. He was tired, but maybe not tired enough for his ex. Then, out of nowhere, a picture of Nelson crossed his mind. “I’m not in the mood for a quickie right now.”

“You’re not in the mood?” Francis sounded more surprised than Cris would have liked. “That’s a first. I’m coming.”

“Don’t. I’m serious. I have work tomorrow morning. I’m managing a new swimmer.”

“Just skip it.”

“I’m not doing that on my first day.”

“Oh, c’mon. I bet it’s just another idiot who’s gonna hurt you. I’d never do that to you.”

“You mean, again?” Cris sighed. Though they still hooked up once in a while, dealing with his ex-boyfriend was tiresome. “I’m going to bed now.”

“Awesome.”

“Not with you.” I can’t believe I was in love with this moron.

“You really are trading a night with me for a random guy. Good luck. That swimmer of yours must be special. Hope he doesn’t hurt you,” Francis said before hanging up.

Cris wasn’t tired anymore. Even if he wanted to ignore them, Francis’ words were stuck in his head. That swimmer must be special. Is that how it looks? I find someone who seems like a good person I’d like to help and suddenly it's weird I wanna work?

As he stared at the ceiling, the phone rang again and brought his mind back to the bedroom. This time, he checked who was calling before picking up.

“Do you have any idea what time it is?” Cris said before his cousin could say anything.

“Since you picked up, it’s not too late for us to have a little chat,” she answered. Her voice also sounded a little slurred.

Why do drunk people keep calling me? “What do you want?”

“You think I could sleep without hearing everything? C’mon, little cousin, tell me. How was your new boy, I mean, swimmer?”

Cris decided to ignore the jest. If I deny or correct her, she’ll focus on that.

“Nelson seems different.” It was the best way he could say it. He put the phone on speaker and buried his face in his pillow.

“Is that it? That’s all you’ve got to say after spending the whole night with him. That he’s different? Wow, that sounds so magical, Cris. It’s every girl’s dream to have a guy who’s different. I’m gonna get all girly here.”

Cris couldn’t help but chuckle. “You know what I mean. And how do you know I spent the night with him?”

“I’ve got my ways, little cousin, so don’t think you can hide anything from me.” Even without seeing her, he could imagine Mari smiling right now.

“Best if I don’t ask,” Cris muttered. “But I mean it. Nelson seems like a good guy, but other than that, he’s aware of his situation. What’s amazing is that he never said anything about giving up or about it being too hard.”

“For you to say that, he must’ve made a great impression on you,” Mari said. For some reason, he had the feeling his cousin wasn’t smiling anymore. “Do you think he’s putting on a face or he’s just a moron who doesn’t know when to give up?”

Cris grew quiet as he thought back on their conversation. “I think he’s ready to face the hard and uncertain path with his head held high. He’s not giving up until he does everything he can.”

“Unlike you.”

“Shut up.” This time, Cris couldn’t ignore the indirect comment.

Mari laughed. “That’s good and all. But that’s not what I wanna hear. Don’t you have anything else? Is he really hot? When do you think you’ll sleep with him?”

“I can say he didn’t seem bothered when I told him I was gay.”

“A great improvement. I still can’t look that girl in the eyes without remembering what she did to you.”

“Thanks.” Cris hesitated for a moment. “To be honest, I wanna work with him. I think it’ll be fun.”

“Wow. For you to say that, he must really be special.”

“Why does everyone keep saying that?” he muttered.

“Who said that?”

“You.”

“Who else said Nelson was special to you?”

Cris stayed silent for a while. She’s gonna take it the wrong way. “Francis.”

“When did you talk to him?”

“Right now.”

“He’s coming?”

“No. I turned him down.”

“Wait a second! Your ex called for a quickie, and you turned him down because of Nelson?” Mari exclaimed.

Cris said nothing. However, it was more than enough for his cousin.

“Ha! I can’t believe my little cousin fell in love with his swimmer. You two aren’t even official yet!”

He let out a heavy sigh. I knew it. “Like I could fall in love that easily. I’m not like you.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” she laughed. “I can’t believe this. You two are bound to hook up.”

“It’s not like I sleep with every guy I meet.”

“That’s not what I’m talking about, little cousin. And by the way, it’s not every guy, but almost,” she joked, and Cris chuckled grudgingly. “I’m talking about Nelson’s track record. From what I heard, his last two girlfriends were his managers. If the pattern follows…”

“I’d rather help him in the pool, not the bed.”

Mari snorted. “Like you couldn’t do both again.”

“I have nothing to say.”

“Are you telling me you didn’t flirt with him at all?”

Cris was silent.

“I knew it!”

“It’s not like that!” Cris added quickly. “It wasn’t anything serious. It’s just how I am.”

“Yeah, yeah. I know you like to flirt. But how do you think Nelson’s gonna react when he sees you in that sexy swimsuit we bought this afternoon?”

“Oh yeah, I forgot about that.” Cris scratched the back of his head. I don’t have a guy’s swimsuit, and I don’t wanna wear the one I bought, not after meeting him. “Can you give me one of your old ones?”

“Huh? Why? Are you gonna save the sexy one for later? And you said you didn’t want to jump into bed with him.”

“Just so you know, I’m gonna ignore your bullshit from now on, okay?” Cris waited until Mari was done laughing. “I don’t plan to use the new swimsuit. I bought that in case he was a jerk, but now I wanna help him.”

“Why don’t you return the one you bought today?”

Cris remained silent.

Mari laughed again. “So, you do plan to save it for later! That certain swimmer is a lucky dude!”

Again, Cris ignored her. “Can you give me one or not?”

“You really don’t plan to use the new one with him?” Mari sounded serious for once.

“I don’t.”

“You really don’t have any plans to sleep with him?”

“I wanna give my all to help him achieve his goal.” Admitting this aloud is more embarrassing than I imagined, he thought, his cheeks a shade of red.

Mari stayed in silence for a while. Cris raised his head to look at his phone.

“If my little cousin has finally found someone he wants to support, then I’ll help you help him,” she said, full of self-importance. “I think I have the perfect swimsuit for you.”


Chapter 05

Nelson woke before the alarm rang. He had no idea what time it was, but he knew it was early. From the window, he could see the dark sky becoming brighter and brighter by the second. Even so, he stayed in bed and closed his eyes, waiting for the alarm.

Though he had barely slept, he wasn’t tired. He simply laid on his bed, staring at the ceiling, his mind empty and wide awake as he waited.

The moment his cellphone rang, his hand flew to turn it off. It was 5:30 in the morning, the time he began each day.

However, today was different. There was no doctor’s appointment, there was no rehabilitation, there was no physiotherapy. He was cured. The exam today was to check his muscles, not his bones, not the fractures.

Even though this should be a special day, it didn’t feel like one. It feels like any other day I’ve had the last months, Nelson thought as he sat up and glanced at his workout clothes that he laid down on the desk the previous night.

Before the accident, I used to wake up at this hour for my morning workout before breakfast. How much did I run back then? Ten kilometers? It was hard for him to remember. After the doctor said he could jog a little, he could barely run two kilometers before becoming exhausted.

Nelson pushed the thoughts out of his head, got out of bed and picked up his shorts, shirt, underwear, socks, and shoes. Though he used them every day for a brief and light workout, the clothes were well conserved. I’ve been using them for a while but compared to my swimming trunks, they look brand new, he thought with a hollow laugh. How long until I can use my trunks again?

Blowing out all the air in his mouth, Nelson changed clothes and looked at his reflection in the mirror. I really prefer the swim trunks, he thought, flashing a thin smile.

There’s almost no pain, he realized as he warmed-up and stretched. In the back of his mind, a searing pain could come up at any time, and everything he had been working hard to recover from would be lost.

Nelson let out a weak and hollow chuckle. Since when have I become this pessimistic? I’m not like that. Yeah, today is different. The exam will show that. Yes, I’m cured. I am cured and there’s nothing wrong with my body, he told himself over and over. I’ll get back into the water soon.

But what if I’m not? A little voice at the back of his head whispered. Last time I heard the same. The X-ray showed my bones were far from healed. This time could be the same. The MRI could show something. He sat on the bed and buried his face in both hands. If I can’t get back to the pools, if I can’t swim, I have nothing, I’m nothing.

A soft knock on the door followed by three more brought Nelson’s mind back. He breathed slowly until his heart had calmed down and cleaned the sweat from his brow.

Who could that be so early? The only one I know who’s stupid enough to knock so early is Marcelo, but there’s no way he’s up this early. Unless he’s still up from yesterday. He looked through the peephole but saw nothing. Wary, he opened the door just a little.

Through the small crack, Nelson found himself facing a yawning Cris who was leaning against the frame. The moment he noticed the swimmer, the yawn turned into a bright, although sleepy, smile.

“Good morning!”

Nelson had no idea how to react. He stood with his mouth opened for a moment, staring at the cute, smiling boy. Before he realized, he too smiled as he opened the door all the way. “Morning. What are you doing here?”

“I don’t like to go around spilling secrets since I had a big one of my own for a while,” Cris said, his smile turning sly for a second. “Someone told me you wake at this hour to jog. And that same someone told me you might overdo it today, so I’m here to keep an eye on you.”

Nelson stared at Cris for a while, then he sighed. “Marcelo. He never knows when to keep his mouth shut.”

“Hmm, that’s unexpected. You seem mad.” Cris closed the distance between them and looked Nelson in the eyes. “I’m here out of the goodness of my heart to make sure you don’t go overboard.”

Despite exaggerating, Nelson could tell the worry was real, so he decided to keep up the pretense.

“Well then. Out of the bottom of my heart, I thank you,” he said, putting his hand across his chest and bowing. He tried to keep a serene face, but when he saw Cris’ smile become bigger than before, he cracked and laughed. “There’s no way I could be mad at someone worrying about me.”

“Yay! Since I’m also here to cheer you up, half my job is done!” he commented, making two V with his fingers.

“Thanks for that. I’ve never had a manager who’d wake at this hour just to cheer me up.”

“I’m a little different from other managers. You’ll find that out eventually.”

“Is that so?”

“Yep. First, I’m a full-time manager.”

“For real? I’ve never heard anyone doing this full time. Isn’t being a manager more like a part-time job to get some experience and references?”

“Yeah.” Cris’ smile grew smaller as he lowered his eyes. “I’m not proud, but I’m kinda like the black sheep of the family. To get them somewhat off my back, being a manager is more like a full-time job for me.”

Nelson stayed in silence for a while. “I don’t know anything about that. All I hear is that I can have you all to myself.”

Cris raised his head, his face beaming. “I’ll be all over you!”

“Then you’ll be jogging with me every morning?”

With his smile growing wry, Cris averted his eyes. “You shouldn’t ask the impossible. Me coming here this early is like a once in a lifetime offer. Since we’re starting today and all, I wanted to make a good impression.”

Nelson laughed as he left the room and locked the door. “Then I’ll take this once in a life-time offer. Let’s go.” As they walked down the hallway side by side, Cris kept circling him. “What?”

“Nothing. It’s just that you look good in those clothes, but you look hotter, I mean, better in swimming trunks. It suits you more.” There was a sly smile on his lips.

Nelson had no reaction for a moment and then laughed. “Now you sound a lot more like my previous managers. And I agree with you. Trunks suit me way more,” he disclosed, smiling.


Chapter 06

I’m so out of shape, Nelson thought as he sat on the bench, panting. Each breath hurt a little. It’s expected, but not this much. I’ve been jogging a little ever since the doctor allowed me, but I haven’t improved anything. To think increasing the pace just a little would tire me so much.

“You’re so out of shape!” Cris exclaimed as he sat next to Nelson, looking at him with a wide grin. “Guess swimmers really are like fish out of water when they’re not in a pool.”

He looked at that grin and chuckled against his will. He ran a hand over his face to hide it, but there was a smile forcing itself on his lips. “That was a terrible joke. So terrible you should be ashamed and hide.”

“And yet you laughed,” Cris pointed out, his grin broadening.

“Because it was so bad, I had to laugh. Thanks,” Nelson said when his manager handed him a bottle of water. He drank half of it in one gulp and cleaned his mouth with the back of his hand. “You should do stuff like this, you know? Be helpful and supportive with the swimmer you’re assisting, instead of, you know, being brutally honest about how out of shape I am.”

Cris placed his hand on his chin and narrowed his eyes, pretending to be in deep thought. “You’re right. I should be helpful,” he stated after a while. Then his serious expression returned to the mocking and cheerful smile. “But it’s more fun to tease you.”

“So, I guess you’ll be making fun of me from now on. Good to know.” Nelson tried to put some annoyance in his voice but knew he had failed.

“I’d rather be honest instead of stroking your ego. His expression became serious. “Besides, you might hear a lot worse when you make your comeback. Isn’t it better to hear this from someone who has your best interest at heart?”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but gave up and drunk the rest of his water instead. After he finished the drink, he peeled the label. “You’re right. I’m too out of shape, even though I’ve been jogging for a few weeks now. I can’t argue against the harsh truth. Especially when told in such way by someone who has my best interest at heart.”

Cris picked up his mocking tone. “Hey, I do have it! Believe me, I’d never wake so early for anyone else. Not even a boyfriend!”

“And I’m grateful for the once in a lifetime offer,” Nelson said, bowing his head. When he raised his eyes, he was smiling again. “But I ask you to be gentler with me. I may look like this, but words can break my frail heart.”

“More like you’re the one who can break hearts,” Cris mumbled. Then he took the empty bottle from Nelson’s hand and replaced it with a sports drink. “Instead of gentler, I’ll help you with stuff like this.”

“Guess I can compromise with this.” Nelson drank a third in one gulp.

“So, athlete Nelson, how do you feel about your comeback?” Cris closed his fist and pretended it was a microphone, bringing it closer to Nelson’s mouth.

He looked between Cris and the hand, speaking to it. “Well, if I’m honest, I feel like crap at rock bottom.”

“Well, that’s an honest and expected answer, I guess,” Cris said, chuckling. “But you know there’s a good thing about that, right?”

“I don’t think so.”

“There is, trust me.” Cris flashed an expression of someone who knew more than others.

Nelson looked at his manager in disbelief. “Honestly, I can’t see anything good coming from this.”

“There’s nowhere to go but up!” he remarked with a huge smile, raising one finger in the air.

Nelson stared at that smile and couldn’t help but chuckle. “You can also help me by being optimistic like that. I need someone like you around,” he admitted in a low voice.

“Sorry, but today’s a special occasion. It’ll be troublesome for me if you think I’m optimistic. You’re gonna have quite a shock when you see my real personality,” he said, his smile becoming sly.

Nelson chuckled, but as he lowered his eyes and stared at the plastic bottle, his smile became smaller. “Even so, I wish I could be optimistic about this like you, even if only for today.”

“Even if I’m not like that, I can still help. I know we just met, but if you wanna talk, I’m here.” Cris stopped smiling and remained silent.

Nelson peeled off the label, not looking at his manager. “I’m afraid. I’m terrified,” he admitted. “I’m praying from the bottom of my heart there’s an up for me. I don’t want to be stuck at the bottom of the well.”

Cris leaned closer and placed one hand on his shoulder.

Nelson looked at the face of the man he had met the previous night, which usually had a smile. However, right now, Cris had a worried expression, ready to listen to whatever he said. Though he hesitated for a moment, the words came out of him before he could stop them.

“I think I’m being too greedy. I should’ve died in that accident…” he trembled as flashes of it came back. “It was a miracle I survived. I should’ve lost my legs, but I didn’t. Then I heard that I shouldn’t have been able to walk, but here I am.”

Nelson buried his face in both hands, holding back the tears as the memories of those days in the hospital being completely immobile filled his mind.

“Swimming at the same level as before should be a miracle too, but I might be running out of miracles. What if the MRI shows I have another injury? I know I’m being greedy, but I can’t help it. I can’t lose the swimming. Without it I’m… I don’t know what I am.”

Nelson couldn’t hold back the tears anymore. Cris waited in silence, rubbing his back.

“You’re not being greedy,” he comforted him after Nelson finished crying.

He raised his head and looked at his manager. “You don’t think?”

“No. Even if you think that, you’re allowed to be in this case. You’re not taking anything from anybody. You just want to get back what you lost. It’s your goal, your dream, so there’s nothing wrong with being greedy.”

“You think so?”

“Yes.” Cris spoke in a low voice and grinned. “And if someone complains, you say I allowed you to be greedy!”

That got a chuckle from Nelson. “What if I can’t get back in the water?”

Cris flashed a gentle smile. “Then you’ll truly feel like crap at rock bottom. Maybe for a long time. But you might find another path. Even if it’s not in the pool, even if it’s not as an athlete, there are other things you can do. You’re more than just a swimmer, Nelson.”

“You’re right.” He cleaned his face and leaned back on the bench, watching the pale morning sky. “Thanks for that. It’s almost like you’ve been in my situation.”

“I have.” Cris was silent as he stared at the ground. “To be honest, I am.”

Nelson looked at him. The gentle smile had vanished, and now Cris’ eyes were out of focus. He understood and didn’t press, waiting for his manager to find the words.

“You probably know my family’s history. Everyone born with the Prado Maranhão surname already comes into this world with great expectations on them.” Cris’ voice was low but it carried all his frustration. “We get in a pool as soon as we can, trying many water sports until we find one that suits us. Even if we don’t have any talents or want to pursue something else, everyone assumes we’ll work with something that can help the family. If someone wants to be a doctor, it’s to become part of the medical staff. If it’s related to business, then they’ll be helping the club’s finance. Even minor things like coordinating the teams, makeup, and designing swimsuits. If you’re born with the Prado Maranhão surname, you’re expected to be near the water for the rest of your life.”

Just like Cris had listened to him in silence, Nelson did the same.

“Do you hate it?”

“More than love or hate, it’s complicated. I told you I’m the black sheep of the family, didn’t I?” He closed his eyes and leaned back on the bench too. “It’s because I’m not looking for anything related to water for my future.”

“What do you mean? Aren’t you managing me right now?”

He let out a hollow chuckle. “Being a manager isn’t enough for a Prado Maranhão, especially a full-time one.”

“Have you tried all the water sports?”

“I have. I swam for a long time but when I realized I had no talent, nor the willpower to overcome that wall, I moved on to other things. Water polo was the worst. I kept getting hit in the face,” Cris said, wincing as he massaged his nose. Then he shook his head to dismiss the memory. “I have no strength for canoeing. Diving was fun, but I liked it more as a hobby. I liked synchronized swimming, but it was more the cute swimsuits than the sport itself. And the others… Let’s say I have no good memory of it.”

“Why do they consider you the black sheep? I mean, from what you said, you tried a lot. No one can say otherwise. If those sports didn’t stir something in you, there’s no reason to keep going. Being a professional athlete isn’t something you can do without the right determination.”

“I couldn’t agree more. My family knows that. However, when I graduated high school two years ago, grandma wanted me to go to business school like my dad and help with the club. Just because I’m kinda good with math doesn’t mean I’m good with money. When I told her that, she asked what I wanted to do and I froze.”

He let out a frustrated groan.

“I’m barely an adult. How the hell can I choose what I wanna be for the rest of my life? I had no idea back then and even now. I don’t know, so I stayed as a manager. No one approved, of course. Everyone just kept pushing me to choose something befitting of a Prado Maranhão.”

When Cris finished, he was a little out of breath and his cheeks were red. He took deep breaths as the silence grew between them.

Nelson looked at his personal manager who gazed at the sky with unfocused eyes.

“So, you’ve been where I am, standing before the void of uncertainty,” he said with a wry smile.

“Maybe that’s why they put us together,” Cris said, mirroring Nelson’s smile. “The black sheep and the former prodigy. That’s a lame superhero name.”

Nelson laughed. “Even though it’s the truth, hearing ‘former prodigy’ hurts more than you think, you know? I was once known as the future of Brazil’s swimming.” He raised his chin and puffed his chest to show how proud he was about that, even if he felt the opposite right now.

“In my duty as your manager, and someone who prefers to be honest, I need to tell you to focus on the future, not the past, former prodigy,” Cris stated with confidence.

“The future, huh?” Nelson dropped his shoulders. “You’re right.”

“Hey, don’t make that face. I’m here for you. Ask me anything.”

“Anything?” he questioned, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes. I won’t go back on my word… most of the time,” Cris muttered the last part, averting his gaze with a mischievous smile.

Nelson looked at that face, at that smile, for a while. “Could you stay with me during my exam?”

The words came out of his mouth before he realized. He looked away, his cheeks a shade of pink. What the hell am I saying?

“You want me to be with you?”

His words had surprised him, but when Nelson thought about them, he knew they were true. I don’t wanna bother mom and dad, but I’m scared. I don’t wanna be alone. Without looking at Cris, he whispered, “yes, please.”

Nelson felt a pair of hands on his cheeks. The next moment, Cris forced the swimmer to look at him.

“With pleasure,” he whispered with a bright smile.


Chapter 07

“That was faster than I expected,” Cris said as he sat next to Nelson in the waiting lounge. “I thought we’d be waiting for hours until they called you.”

“Yeah,” Nelson said, distracted. His eyes were fixed on the double glass door on the other side of the room where the exam was.

“Don’t worry. Everything’s gonna be okay.”

“Yeah.”

“You’ve done this before, right? You know all the procedures?”

“Yeah.”

“Great. It’s my first time, so I’m a little nervous.”

“Yeah.”

“Are you listening?”

“Yeah.”

“I do an amazing oral. Do you want one?” Cris whispered in Nelson’s ear.

“Yeah,” he answered in the same distracted voice. The next moment, he blinked and turned to his manager. “What did you just say?”

“I said you should eat something,” Cris said, pulling a banana from a plastic bag with a serious expression.

“No, no, no. That wasn’t what you said.”

He looked at Nelson with a puzzled expression. “What did I say?”

“You said something about an amazing ora–” He widened his eyes and trailed off, his face a shade of red.

“Finish the sentence,” Cris pressed him, flashing a huge grin.

“Never mind,” Nelson mumbled, looking away, his cheeks still red, getting a laugh from his manager.

He covered his mouth, trying to hide his embarrassed smile. I can’t believe he almost made me say something outrageous in the middle of a waiting lounge.

“That made me feel better,” Cris said with a satisfied expression.

“I’m happy for you,” he said in a dry voice.

“Don’t be mad and eat this.” Still smiling, he pushed the banana to Nelson, who refused to take it.

“I’m not hungry,” he muttered.

“You barely ate breakfast. I heard this exam takes a while, so it’s best if you don’t go in with an empty stomach.” When Nelson still refused to take the fruit, Cris sighed and peeled half the banana. “You’ll eat this one way or the other. But how do you think it’s gonna look when people see me feeding my banana to a man? Normally it’s the other way around.”

Nelson smiled and shook his head. Then, despite his embarrassment, he noticed there were some people giving them second glances, and some stared at them without any discretion. When he met their eyes, they looked away or turned to their phones, pretending they weren’t looking.

“See? I have a reputation. If people see me feeding you my banana, weird rumors will spread. I don’t think you want that,” Cris said with a condescending expression.

Nelson couldn’t help but laugh.

“Ah! You finally laughed!” Cris exclaimed with a cute smile.

“It’s hard to keep sulking if you keep saying weird things.”

“If you want me to stop saying perfectly normal things, eat my banana.” Nelson looked between the fruit and the smiling boy. “You don’t know how to eat it? I can teach you but I better not. I can get pretty graphic with something shaped like this.”

“How do you expect me to eat it now?” Nelson said in a hushed whisper, snatching the banana from his manager’s hand. His face was red again as he stared at the fruit. Under Cris’ grin, he placed the banana sideways and nibbled it. “I never thought I’d find someone bossier than my ex,” he mumbled between bites.

“Thanks.” Cris’ grin widened.

“That wasn’t a compliment. It was the opposite.”

“I’ll take it as one anyway.”

Nelson was about to reply when he gave up halfway and let out a sigh that turned into a smile. Before he realized, he had eaten half the fruit.

“I’m so jealous of that banana,” Cris mumbled.

“You want some?” Nelson offered the last part.

“I was talking about your other banana.” He flashed a sly smile and leaned closer to Nelson’s ear. “The blowjob offer is still standing,” He whispered.

He choked and coughed. Laughing, Cris patted him on the back, pretending he had done nothing.

“There, there.”

“How can you say something like that in public?” Nelson whispered when he recovered, looking around to see if anyone had heard. When he realized there was no one looking at them, he sighed in relief.

“You’re right.” Cris narrowed his eyes and glanced around too. “Something like that is more suited in a bedroom. Or a bathroom stall. Actually, anywhere with four walls and a lock is fine. Though the idea of getting caught turns me on a bit, I don’t want people stealing my techniques. I went through a lot of work, sweat, and scraped knees to reach my level.”

Nelson coughed again. When his breathing was back to normal, he blushed and leaned closer so only his manager could hear. “W-what kind of level is that?”

Cris’ smile became even slyer. “One that can make all straight men forget any woman and beg for my mouth again.”

Nelson shook his head as he went a wild shade of red. “I can’t believe I’m having this kind of conversation.”

“Your banana is interested.”

Cris looked down and he did the same. There was a bulge in his pants. Nelson wanted to cover it up, but the rest of the fruit in his hands didn’t allow him.

“How can you say those things to a guy who hasn’t had sex in months?” Even though he was embarrassed, he didn’t forget to keep his voice down.

“I’m so sorry! How could I be so insensitive?” Cris placed his hands together and bowed his head. “Please forgive me!”

Behind that pose, Nelson could see his smile. “Stop that.”

“If you want, we can go to the bathroom right now and I’ll take care of that,” Cris caressed the bulge, making it even bigger. “It’ll be the best you’ve ever had, I guarantee. No man has ever complained.”

Nelson held his breath, his face even redder. “I-If I say yes, wouldn’t it make things weird between us? There’s no way I could look you in the face after… something like that.”

“There’s no reason to be weird. Unless you make it,” Cris whispered, looking into Nelson’s eyes. “You’ll feel so good, you won’t believe it.”

“Oh, God! What kind of manager are you!?”

“One who’ll do a lot of things to help his swimmer, even with something like this. Actually, I prefer it this way. It’s more fun to me.”

Nelson stared into his eyes, forgetting to breathe as he considered the offer.

“What kind of guy would I be if I accepted… something like that?”

“One who’d get the best blowjob of his life,” Cris answered. “Just say yes, because you can’t do the exam with this armed and ready, can you?” he said, glancing at Nelson’s crotch.

“Exam?” he repeated slowly.

Nelson blinked a couple of times and looked around again. Suddenly he remembered where they were and his face became a bright shade of red as he sunk in his seat. When he turned back to Cris, he couldn’t help but burst into laughter. Though he covered his mouth, it was too late; everyone was looking at him now.

Cris flashed a sad smile as the bulge grew smaller. With a sigh, he leaned back on his seat. “I can’t believe there’s a man who’d laugh at my offer. That’s something that can ruin my confidence, you know?”

“Sorry about that. It’s just thatI suddenly remembered where we are and what we’re waiting for. Last time, I was so nervous I could barely keep my lunch down. Sadly, I couldn’t keep my bowels in check and went to the bathroom like, every five minutes. This time, I can’t believe I’m having this conversation. Thanks to you, I forgot I was even in the hospital. I’m really glad you’re here with me. Thanks.”

Nelson smiled genuinely.

Cris looked away, blushing. Despite his embarrassment, he smiled too as he mumbled, “and I’m the one who says embarrassing things.” He sighed and spoke in a normal voice. “I’m glad you asked me to come.”

The silence stretched between them as Nelson finished the rest of the banana. He threw the peel in the trashcan and sat up again, staring at his fingers.

“I was about to accept,” he said in low voice after a while. “I’ve never had… you know…”

“What?” Cris sounded shocked. “Really? Never?”

“There was this one time, but I’d rather not count it. It was awful. My ex ended up choking even though I warned her I, you know. She ended up… biting my banana.”

“No way! I’ve never done anything like that, even when I was a newbie!” Cris was torn between laughing and pitying. “I can’t believe it. Poor thing. You’ve never had a real one then? Next time, I’ll pick a better place to make the offer, so you won’t have any excuse to refuse.”

“There’s no way I could say no twice.” Nelson mumbled and blushed. Then he shook his head. “Didn’t you say you weren’t gonna do this kind of thing with me? That you’d help me and all? If you keep saying things like that, there’s no way I can focus on swimming!”

“This has nothing to do with my job. It’s just, eh, how can I say it? A guy helping another guy relax in a manly way. Yeah, that’s it. Just me offering a hand, but actually, my mouth. There should be no reason to feel awkward about it.”

“There’s no way I could look you in the face again if we did something like that.”

“You’re exaggerating. I’ve done it before and the only awkward part is the men coming back for more,” Cris said with pride.

“Yeah, well, there’s no way I could look you in the face without remembering. Unfortunately, I’m that kind of guy.”

“Yeah, I know. You’re a genuinely nice guy that anyone would be lucky to be with.”

Nelson blushed and looked away. That genuine smile is not fair. Why does a guy have a cute smile like that?

The silence between them this time was awkward in another way. But before it went on for longer, the receptionist called his name.

He turned to the double glass doors at the back of the waiting lounge but didn’t stand up. He stayed in his seat for a moment, taking deep and slow breaths as the seconds passed. The fun and awkward mood from moments ago was completely gone.

“Nelson…” Cris touched his arm. “I’m here with you.”

He gulped and took his eyes from the double doors, looking at his manager’s reassuring smile.

Cris stood up and offered a hand. Nelson took it and with some difficulty, he stood up and they walked to the reception desk together.


Chapter 08

“Will he be accompanying you?” the receptionist asked when she saw Cris.

Nelson looked at him, and he gave a reassuring smile. “Yes.”

“Then come with me,” instructed a nurse who came through the double doors. “You’ve done this before, right?” she asked as she led them to a cramped room with some lockers and two changing rooms. Nelson nodded and she handed him a little plastic basket and a key. “Then you know what to do. You’re a size small?”

“Ah, yes?” Cris answered, a little confused. The nurse nodded and left the room. “Why did she ask that?”

“For the clothes,” Nelson explained, putting his cellphone, keys, and wallet in the plastic basket.

“I’m gonna need you to elaborate a little more,” he said, making circles with his hands.

“You’ve never had an MRI?” When he shook his head, Nelson chuckled. “How can I say this in the best way? First, we get naked.”

“Loving it already,” Cris interrupted with a smile.

“Then we change into those hospital robes you see on TV all the time,” Nelson went on as if not interrupted, though he smiled as he raised the plastic basket. “After we leave everything with metal here, we can do the exam.”

“Sounds a bit much.” Cris placed his wallet and cellphone in the plastic basket. “Why all this?”

“Metal interferes with the machine or something like that. The patient and those accompanying them can’t enter the exam room with any kind of metal. Even zippers.”

“Again, it sounds a bit much. But I’m not here to complain.” Cris shrugged and then took off his shirt.

“Why are you undressing?” Nelson asked in a hushed whisper, looking at the door, expecting the nurse to come back at any second.

“To change my clothes?” He tilted his head, confused.

“There’s a changing room right there! And you don’t have clothes to change into yet!”

“I know, but this way is more fun, I mean, faster. Besides, why are you getting all worked up? We’re both guys, so there’s no need to get embarrassed, right?” Cris flashed his sly smile. “Or you get nervous seeing a boy’s nipples?”

Before Nelson could answer, the door opened.

“Here are your clothes—” The nurse went quiet when she saw Cris shirtless. After she recovered, she handed them their clothes. “I’m waiting outside,” she said in a courteous tone and left the room, though not before Nelson noticed her reddened cheeks.

Cris laughed and before the swimmer could say anything, he ran into one of the changing rooms.

With a defeated and embarrassed sigh, Nelson went to change his clothes too.

“I gotta say, this feels weird. Too weird,” Cris said in a strange voice.

“I know I’ll regret it, but I’m an idiot,” Nelson mumbled and sighed, both loud enough for his manager to hear. “What’s weird?”

“I wasn’t gonna say anything but since you asked.” Even with the plastic partition between them, he could tell Cris had a deviously sweet smile. “I’ve never taken my clothes off with a naked man inches away from me for an exam. Normally it’s to do something fun, if you know what I mean.”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but gave up midway and laughed instead. “I’m really glad you’re here. By this moment last time, I was about to see my food again.”

“And I’m glad I won’t see that today.”

“Me too. I just hope we get a happy ending today, though in a different way than you’re used to,” Nelson added before Cris could say anything. He walked out of the changing room in the hospital robes.

A second later, Cris pulled the curtain from his own partition.

“How do I look? I feel oddly constrained wearing this,” he said before Nelson answered, turning around, and showing his small, round, and firm butt. “I like that it has quick access. In and out without the hassle of pulling down or taking off your clothes.”

“You say that as if you don’t like taking off your clothes,” Nelson mumbled, blushing and chuckling. “You know you can wear your underwear, right? And those laces aren’t there just for fashion.”

He knew his manager was faking it, but he still couldn’t help but smile when Cris’ face suddenly lit with comprehension.

“Oh! That makes way more sense. It’s less fun though.” He pouted in a cute way before getting back to the changing room. He walked out a few seconds later. “Even more constrained but there’s nothing I can do about it. Well, let’s go.” He offered a hand.

Nelson outlined a smile, but only for a second. With his eyes unfocused, he breathed slowly as he turned to the door.

Cris walked closer and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Everything’s gonna be fine.”

When Nelson looked, those reassuring and firm eyes gave him strength. With a deep breath and his courage renewed, he walked to the door with Cris by his side.

“This way,” said the nurse, leading them through the corridors.

“Hey, Nelson. It’s been a while. How are you?” The technician in charge of the MRI machine was waiting for him outside the exam room. When he saw Cris, he showed an intrigued expression. “You’re not with your parents today?”

“Hey. They couldn’t make it today. This is Cris, my friend, and new manager.”

“You got a new manager? That’s great!”

As Nelson entered the room, he couldn’t help but stare at the machine which would reveal if there was any other injury. While he laid down on the stretcher and the technician fastened his legs, they caught up on their conversation.

After Nelson was secured, he picked up a thin and long button connected to a cable and handed it to the swimmer.

“You still remember, right? If it gets too uncomfortable, press the panic button. I’ll stop the machine right away. Do you want a blanket?”

Nelson nodded to both questions. The technician placed a green sheet over him, covering almost up to his torso, before going into the other room. A calm and soothing music turned on.

“It’s huge. Way bigger than I thought,” Cris said as he looked at the MRI machine.

“It’s loud too. Wait until it’s on.” Nelson’s voice was a little shakier than he wished.

“How many times have you done this?”

“More than I wished.”

“Seems scary.” Cris leaned over Nelson so he could peer inside the machine. “Lucky you’re checking your legs. Imagine putting your head inside this.”

“You’re not helping. And I’ve done that too.”

The long and dark tube seemed even scarier from Nelson’s perspective, but he didn’t say anything. Though he knew his voice was doing that for him, he still tried to hide.

Before Cris could reply, the machine turned on. It was low at first but, little by little, the sound became louder. Then it was so loud it felt as if it was echoing inside them.

Nelson’s breathing became faster as the familiar and unpleasant sensation of ‘about to go down a huge monster’s throat’ filled him. “I can never get used to this,” he almost had to scream above the noise to be heard.

Slowly, the stretcher pulled him down the monster’s throat. Nelson held his breath and closed his eyes.

The humming became even worse as part of him entered the machine. It was so loud the swimmer could barely hear anything else. Even the music seemed muffled and distant. He didn’t even know if Cris was saying something or not.

He was sweating despite the cold room. He felt his body itching all over, but the worse was his legs. The urge to press the panic button and stop the exam filled him. I don’t remember it being this bad, he thought, trying and failing to control his breathing.

The more he breathed, the more out of air he became. He closed his eyes and was about to press the button when he felt something holding his free hand and opened his eyes.

Cris was looking back at him with a firm expression. He nodded slowly, showing the same reassuring expression from before.

Nelson gulped and squeezed the manager’s hand. As Cris squeezed back, he loosened his grip over the panic button and his breathing slowed down.

He had no idea how much time had passed, but after what seemed like an eternity, the machine’s rumbling died down little by little, and the stretcher slid out.

“That wasn’t as bad as I expected,” he lied in a shaky voice.

“Speak for yourself. It kinda hurt,” Cris said, opening and closing his hand to get the blood flowing. Nelson had squeezed it the entire time.

“Sorry about that. I just…” He averted his eyes and blushed. How could I act like that? “Guess I was a little scared.”

“Yeah, let’s call that ‘a little.’” Despite the pain, Cris flashed a mean smile. “Since we’re gonna be spending a lot of time together, I’ll tell you this now. I don’t hate a little roughness. Wait, scratch that. I love when a man gets all rough on me, but I’m not into S&M.”

Nelson opened and closed his mouth a few times, with no idea how to react. In the end, he looked away slightly. “Sorry,” he said again. He placed the panic button on his belly and held Cris’ hand, pressing and massaging his fingers.

“Hey, it’s getting better,” he told him, his expression softening as the pain went away.

“It’s a swimmer’s trick for hand cramps.” Nelson applied more strength. “I have no idea who taught me though.”

“Everything went great,” the technician said when he entered the room again. Nelson finished massaging Cris’ hand as the man released him from the stretcher. “We’ll have the results by the end of the day.”

“So soon?” Nelson had trouble supporting himself on his numb legs and needed Cris’ help. “Last time it took three days.”

“Yeah, well, we received a priority order from the border of directors to speed up the results.”

Nelson looked at the floor, pressing his lips. “I don’t know if I should be happy or worried about that.”

The technician smiled stiffly. “I’ll call you when I have the results. I’ll send it to your doctor too.”

Nelson thanked him, then he and Cris left the exam room. They went to the changing room, changed back into their clothes and got their stuff.

“All day waiting.” Nelson let out a sigh. “Waiting for the results is just as bad as that infernal machine.”

Cris looked at him in silence, then his face lit with a smile. “Instead of worrying all day, how about you come have fun with me?”


Chapter 09

“Holy shit! How can a movie suck so much?” Nelson complained after they left the theater. “I can’t believe I was forced to watch another one of those stupid vampire-werewolf movies. Why the hell make the only good thing in the entire movie a damn vision? Whose brilliant idea was that?”

“I can’t disagree with you. I felt the same.” Cris shook his head. The he was barely unable to contain his smile. “Wait a sec, did you just say you watched the others? Are you a fan who’s trying to hide his love for the franchise?”

“Yeah, how can I say this in the best way?” Nelson pretended to think for a moment. “I can honestly say with confidence that the exam wasn’t the worst part of my day.”

Cris laughed as Nelson pressed both hands on his face, rubbing his eyes.

“Now that I think about it, I have the worst luck with this franchise and managers.”

“What do you mean?”

“My first manager made me watch the first movie,” Nelson explained in a dragged voice, as if remembering something bad. “My last manager made me watch the second and the third so she could drag me to the theater and see the fourth. Now you made me watch the last one.”

Cris tried to keep a straight face, but it only lasted a second. “Isn’t that amazing? Now the circle is complete,” he teased when he stopped laughing, making a circle in the air with his finger. “You began and finished the saga with your managers!”

Nelson looked at him in disbelief, not sharing the laugh. “I can tell why women and gays like this, but I don’t get why my managers seem to have the need to force me to watch it. I’m not a masochist, but it looks like I attract sadistic people.”

Cris made no effort to hide how much he enjoyed the situation.

“I wonder how annoyed you’re gonna be when I say I never liked those movies either, and that I haven’t watched anything besides the first.”

Nelson closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He opened and closed his mouth several times, struggling to find words. In the end, he let out a frustrated sigh and dropped his shoulders.

“If it’s not too much trouble, could you please explain why you made me watch it?” he asked in a low voice that didn’t hide his anger. “How much of a sadist are you? I only watched because you won rock paper scissors. No, wait. I guess that was my mistake. It was my fault for telling a sadist I hated the movie. The moment you heard that, your face lit up like a kid who won a prize.”

Cris listened to Nelson while doing his best to contain his laugh. When the swimmer finished rambling, he was at his limit.

“I have a pretty good reason for choosing that movie. One that has nothing to do with me being the sadist you think I am,” he added quickly when Nelson looked eager to interrupt. “But before I tell you, there’s something I need to say. Something very important.”

He looked Nelson in the eyes.

“What?”

“Just because I like hot guys and get hard when they’re shirtless and want to lick their abs and have them ravish me, doesn’t mean I’ll enjoy everything with them. I mean, I won’t complain or anything, but it’s not like I’ll buy a movie ticket just for that.”

“And yet you made me watch it and I was the one who paid,” Nelson grunted, reminding him.

“I like my entertainment to have some quality,” Cris went on as if not interrupted with a smile on his lips. “Besides, I get my quota of hot shirtless guys every day. Sometimes I see so many that I get tired.”

Cris said nothing else. He simply stood there, smiling at the swimmer who glared at him.

“Fine. You need more than shirtless guys to enjoy a movie. Good for you. That doesn’t explain why you made me suffer through that.”

“Oh, yeah.” Cris’ face lit up as if he suddenly remembered, though Nelson knew he was just pretending. “I almost forgot that. Well, the reason I made you watch this movie is because a crappy movie is better than a good one for what I intended.”

“And what did you intend? If it was to annoy me, let me say, you succeeded.”

“No, no, no. I’d never even dream of something like that.” Cris’ expression was filled with innocence, but the smile forcing itself on his lips didn’t help. He couldn’t contain it anymore and beamed. “All I wanted was to cheer you up!”

Nelson did nothing as he observed that face which truly believed in his own words. He tried, but it was hard to keep being mad at that smile. “Wouldn’t a good movie be better?” he probed in a resigned voice.

“Nope. Think about it. What do you prefer? To talk about something you liked, or complain about something you hated?”

Nelson considered for a moment. Then he let out a sigh followed by a chuckle. “Yeah. I admit you’re right.”

“I know, I know. You can thank me later.” Cris made no effort to hide the pride in his voice. “So, let’s complain until we’re satisfied!”

Nelson stayed in silence for a while, remembering everything he hated about all the movies in the saga. “That scene in the tent. How can any guy say he’s glad there’s a shirtless dude hugging his wife? What the hell? And how could anyone think that a creepy baby would be a good idea? That doll looks like it could’ve auditioned to be Chucky’s baby! I’m gonna have nightmares for weeks!”

“Good, good,” Cris said, grinning. “Let the hate flow through you.”

They spent almost an hour complaining about the franchise.

“I can’t believe I actually feel better.” Nelson leaned back on the bench and stretched his arms.

“You’re welcome.” Cris’ smile was more out of joy than gloating as far as Nelson could tell.

He pulled his phone to check the time. “What else do you have planned for us?”

“Hmm. We still have a lot of time.” Cris pulled Nelson’s hand to check the phone too. He crossed his arms and hummed, then he showed a bright smile. “I know. How about the game center?”

Nelson’s eyes shone with interest. “Oh, man. It’s been ages since I went. I used to go there every year for my cousin’s birthday. It was so much fun,” he said as the memories filled his mind, his smile growing.

“Then let’s go!” Cris stood up and pulled him by the hand.


Chapter 10

Nelson was so concentrated he barely seemed to move or breathe. He was a rock at the bottom of a river. With one eye closed, the other on the plastic scope, and his index finger, he readied to pull the trigger of the toy sniper. All he needed was the right moment.

A drop of sweat came down his forehead but he didn’t clean it. He couldn’t. Not if he wanted to win the bet he and Cris had made.

“Ignore everything around you. Don’t lose your concentration for anything, even me,” whispered a voice in his ear.

Even without looking, he could tell Cris was smiling and ignored him as best as he could. He knew his manager was trying to make him miss the target. It’s not gonna work. I’m already prepared, he thought. However, he wasn’t prepared when Cris gently blew on his ear.

“Stop that!” Nelson twitched his head and almost took his hand off the toy sniper to cover his ear. He managed to control himself and didn’t take his eye off the scope. “Don’t try to cheat! Go stand five meters away from me!”

Despite concentrating on the screen, Nelson kept an eye on Cris through the corner of his eye.

“I’d never do something as low as cheating,” he lied in his fake innocent voice. “I’m just giving you my support so you don’t lose your chance, yeah.”

“The chance to beat your high score,” Nelson mumbled loud enough for him to hear.

“My high score?” Cris placed a finger on his chin and tilted his head. “Hmm. I see that now. I swear I hadn’t noticed. It’s true that you can beat my score, but that’s only if you DON’T MISS THE SHOT!”

With the sudden shout, Nelson pulled the trigger out of reflex. He watched in disbelief as his bullet missed the terrorist and hit the president’s daughter, whom he was supposed to save, right between the eyes. The screen flashed GAME OVER in huge white letters as blood covered it.

He took his eye off the scope and stood up to his full height without saying a word. He turned to Cris, who was trying and failing to hide his smile.

“Are you happy now? Are you satisfied?” he waved his hand over the game for dramatic effect. “Are you proud of a victory tainted with cheats?”

Cris couldn’t hold on anymore and laughed. “Tainted by cheats? Don’t be a sore loser. A victory is a victory.” He made a V of with his fingers, his smile broadening as Nelson narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “I believe we’re tied now. What do you wanna play next?”

“Do you really think I’m gonna let you off the hook?” Nelson said, crossing his arms. He was mad about losing but he was having too much fun and looked around for the next game for them to compete. His eyes shone and his face lit up with a smile as he pointed. “That!”

Cris followed his fingers. “Bumper cars? It’s not even a game. We can’t determine a winner. I get the feeling you’re mad and just want to ram me,” he complained, but still trailed after him, smiling.

“It’s been ages since I rode,” Nelson said as he sat in the car. He opened and closed his hands on the steering wheel, his grin broadening as the memories came back. “Oh, man. I think it’s been over a decade.”

Cris couldn’t take his eyes off Nelson’s smile. “So, how are we gonna decide the winner?”

Nelson narrowed his eyes and was serious for a moment. Then he turned to Cris with a mischievous smile. “The one who can’t keep standing afterward is the loser.”

“If you want that, fine. But there’s no way I can consider that as the loser.” Cris’ smile turned sneaky. “I love a man who can leave me with my legs shaking.”

As the bell rang and the cars moved, they realized their mistake. Though they were focused only on hitting each other, there was a group of kids from a birthday party at the game center who kept smashing against them. Thanks to them, the kids didn’t get to go in the bumper cars in a group and vent their anger at them.

“What a bunch of shitty brats. I don’t remember being like that when I was a kid,” Cris complained as he used Nelson as support. “My head hurts.”

“Mine too. I think I’m seeing double.” Nelson managed to lead him to the nearest bench. They sat side by side and Cris leaned over, resting his head on the swimmer’s shoulder. “I hate to say this, but I really wanted to punch those brats.”

“I’m with you.”

They stayed in silence for a while, resting their eyes until they felt better.

“Does that happen a lot?” Nelson asked. Cris mumbled and forced himself to turn his head.

There was a group of teenagers in the game center. The boys and some of the girls tried and failed to look at Nelson and Cris discreetly. When they realized they were noticed, they stopped staring and walked away, though a few of them still looked over their shoulders.

“Sadly,” Cris answered in a tired voice, leaning on Nelson’s shoulder and closing his eyes again. “Most people think I’m a boyish girl at first sight, but when they realize I’m actually a girlish boy, their attitudes change. Some get uncomfortable, some get annoyed, some get turned on, and some start giving me weird glances, like those teens.”

“That sucks! And you’re okay with that?”

“Of course not. I’d rather live in a society where people didn’t find this strange. But we don’t.” Cris waved his hand as if dismissing the subject.

He knows this more than me. I bet it’s a sensitive topic. One that he probably doesn’t wanna talk about right now, Nelson realized and tried to let go, though he was still angry.

“So, you can’t even hang out with a friend without dealing with stuff like that. It must be way worse when you’re with a boyfriend or a guy you like.”

“Yes and no,” Cris said with a weak smile. “It’s been a long time since I had a boyfriend to worry about such things. But when I had to think about it, I usually dressed as a girl.”

“Why?”

“It was less bothersome that way. People didn’t seem to care as much when they thought we were a straight couple, and since I don’t mind dressing like a girl…” he shrugged.

“You don’t mind dressing like a girl?” Oh yeah. He was wearing a skirt and makeup yesterday when we met. He glanced down at his manager. Though Cris was dressed with a simple T-shirt and skinny jeans, thanks to his long hair and delicate features, he looked like a girl. A cute girl, Nelson thought.

“It’s not like I’m a transsexual or a transvestite. My cousin has used me as a dress-up doll ever since we were kids and I just ended up getting used to it.”

“Is that so?”

“Yeah. But I can’t say I don’t enjoy it. I mean, it’s fun to watch people’s reactions. Most girls get jealous that a boy can be as cute, or even cuter, than them. The guys get mixed feelings because they’re attracted to a guy in a skirt.” Cris let out his mischievous laugh with a matching smile.

“You’re cute dressed either as a boy or a girl,” Nelson mumbled. He blushed the instant he realized what he had just said and made sure he didn’t glance down, though he had the impression his manager was staring at him with a grin. “So even dressed as a boy, people mistake you for a girl, huh? That’s… something.”

“I’ll let that slide this time without teasing you,” Cris said, chuckling. “To answer your question, yeah, almost all the time. People assume I’m a girl, just like you did yesterday.”

“That’s not fair. Not only were you wearing a skirt and makeup, I assumed you were a girl because of your name. The fact I’ve rarely seen a boy manager didn’t help either. But let’s not dwell on the past. We need to settle our bet.”

“Oh, yeah, you’re right. I’m interested in what you’ll ask of me if you win.”

“What if you win?”

“I wanna fulfill my offer from earlier,” Cris said, looking up at Nelson with a sly smile. “What should we play next?”

Nelson looked around. They had spent most of the afternoon playing, and by now there were few games left for them to compete. “How about basketball? I doubt you can find a way to cheat on that.”

“I suck, but okay. One more thing though. Let’s not dwell on whether I may or may not have cheated,” he said with an innocent face, getting a laugh from Nelson.

They had barely begun but soon it was clear who the winner was.

“Wow.” Nelson had no idea what to say as he stared at the scoreboard.

“Don’t say it.” Cris looked everywhere but at him.

Nelson made no effort to hide his smile. “You said you sucked, but I never thought you couldn’t hit a single basket.”

“Shut up!” Cris punched him lightly on the arm. “Just because you’re tall you can score easily! If I had your height, I could do that too!”

“Height has nothing to do with it. Let me show you.” Nelson stood behind him and gently held Cris’ arm and placed them in the right position. “You move your arms and hands like this... Yes, that’s right.”

As Nelson showed him, he didn’t notice Cris blushing.

“Ready to try for real?” He swiped the card on the game and chose the easiest mode.

Giving his best, Cris managed to score five baskets this time.

“Yeah, I did it. I’m awesome!” he exclaimed, raising his arms. “Thanks to you, I scored my first points without relying on luck. I think it’s the first time I’ve seen my score in double digits.”

“The lowest of the double digits, but still, congrats.”

Cris looked at him and beamed.

That expression made Nelson’s cheeks go a shade of pink. I never noticed how cute he can be, he thought, looking away. No wonder straight guys become attracted to him. Though it only lasted a few seconds, as he looked at that smile, time seemed to stretch. He couldn’t take his eyes off Cris.

The sound of his phone ringing broke the moment. As Nelson looked at the screen, his cheeks lost their color.

“What’s wrong?” Cris asked, worried about the change.

“It’s my doctor.”

Cris placed a firm hand on his arm. “Answer.”

He took deep breaths and held it before pressing the button and bringing the phone to his ear. “Yes?”

“Nelson, it’s me,” the doctor said. Nothing in his voice indicated if he had good or bad news.

“Hey, doctor. If you’re calling, it means you got my results, right?”

“Yes. I received them a while ago, but I was checking it just to make sure. I’m—” he coughed a few times.

Nelson’s hand tightened around the phone as the rage, anxiety, and uncertainty filled him. He managed to control himself and not beg for the results.

The doctor cleared his throat before speaking again. “Sorry. As I was saying, I’m happy to say you’re cured.”

“I am?” Nelson didn’t dare to believe him. He stopped breathing as the words sunk in.

“Yes, completely cured. Your bones and muscles are completely recovered. You can go back into the pools and bring us many medals.”

“Yes! Thank you, doctor. Thank you so much!”

The doctor laughed. “Just take it easy at the beginning, okay? I don’t wanna see you here any time soon.”

“Yeah, yeah, of course, doctor.” Nelson hung up and turned to Cris who was already smiling. “I’m cured.”

“I heard. Congratulations.”

Before he realized, he hugged Cris and spun him around a few times, almost jumping with happiness. Right now, he didn’t give a damn if people looked at them or not.

“I can finally get back,” he said, crying.

“Yes, you can.” Cris hugged him back with all his strength. “Let’s aim for the top together.”


Chapter 11

Today was way more fun than I imagined it’d be, Cris thought as he got home. Despite how tired he was, he couldn’t stop smiling. I’m really glad Nelson is cured. Now he can focus on his dream.

Too bad I couldn’t give him the oral. Today might have been my last chance. Since it’ll definitely get in the way of his performance, it’s best if I don’t tempt him. I want him to succeed too. If he had just accepted my offer…

Feeling more joy than sadness, Cris went to his room. After he undressed and got ready to sleep, his phone rang. He let out a heavy sigh the instant he saw who was calling. He knew he wouldn’t like answering. After debating for a second, he put it on vibrate and ignored the call.

Mari’s gonna give me an earful tomorrow, he knew, but he was too tired to talk to his beloved cousin. However, before he laid on the bed, the phone vibrated again, this time with a text.

Pick up, she wrote. Cris winced but ignored the message. Since he had read it through the notification bar, she would never know he had seen it. The phone vibrated again. I know you’re up. Sighing, he pressed the screen and brought the device to his ear.

“Hey, little cousin. Could you please tell me how you dare ignore me?” Mari asked before he could say anything. Her voice was soft and restrained, as if she was holding back her rage. Cris knew it was fake though.

“I wasn’t ignoring you. I just got home and I’m tired.”

“Tired after your date with Nelson?”

Cris gave up finding an excuse even before he started. How did she know? “It wasn’t a date. We just… hung out, that’s all.”

“Sure, sure. Just ‘hung out.’” Mari used the condescending voice that he hated. “Then tell me this, little cousin. If it wasn’t a date, why did you two watch a romantic movie together?”

“I wouldn’t call that movie romantic. At least, not for us,” Cris said, remembering how much fun they had trash-talking the movie. He could tell his cousin was grinning on the other side of the line. “We watched a crappy movie together, so what? Is it wrong for a gay guy to do that with his straight friend?”

“Not at all. Even when the gay guy wants to suck the straight guy’s dick.”

Cris couldn’t help but smile. It’s like she can read my mind. “We’re swimmer and manager. Just friends,” he said in a not-so convincing voice.

“A hot guy who you spent the entire day with is just your friend?”

“Yeah. Just my friend.”

“And after the movie, didn’t you go with this same friend to the game center and then have dinner with him?” Mari didn’t make any effort to hide how much fun she was having. “That sounds like a fun date to me.”

“How do you know all of this?”

“Oh, little cousin. I have my ways. Ways which you shan’t find out,” she said, mysteriously. Then, she couldn’t keep the façade up anymore and laughed. “It was Francis. He was at the mall and took a few pics of you during your date. He was quite jealous, by the way.”

“I had no idea he was there.” Why is he jealous? He was the one who said we shouldn’t be exclusive, but still be friends with benefits. And that was two years ago.

“That’s because you were too busy enjoying the first date with your new boyfriend.”

Cris took a deep breath and sighed as loudly as he could. “I told you, it wasn’t a date. Not the first, nor the second nor any number. And he’s not my boyfriend.”

“Yet, you mean.”

Cris was silent.

“No comment, huh?” Mari laughed. “Then try to explain to me what you call hanging out at the game center after watching a romantic movie and then having dinner? Because it’s a date to me.”

At that point, Cris had given up putting some sense into his cousin. She’ll only tease me more if I keep denying it. I’d rather not give her the satisfaction.

“We hung out because I wanted to keep him busy. He had an MRI today and was anxious about the results. I kept him company until the results came out. That’s all.”

“Sure, sure. Aren’t you a great friend?” She didn’t skimp on the sarcasm.

“Friend and manager. As his manager, that’s part of my job. I’ll help him whenever I can.”

“You say friend, but all I can hear is boyfriend.”

“Then clean your ears.” Cris threw himself on his bed, exhausted. “I give up reasoning with you. You know very well why I don’t want a boyfriend. Especially another swimmer.”

“Yeah, I know.” Mari’s voice lost all the sarcasm and was now genuinely worried. “But didn’t you say Nelson was different?”

Cris grew quiet for a moment.

“I think he is. No, I know he is. I only met him yesterday, but after spending all day with him, I can tell he’s a nice guy who cares about others.” He hadn’t forgotten how Nelson got angry because some teenagers were staring at him. I think it was the first time someone did that for me, he thought, smiling at the memory.

“You’re falling for him.”

This time he stayed in silence for a long time. “He’s straight, Mari.”

“As if that’s ever stopped you.” Mari let out a loud snort. “Even if you don’t wanna get in the way of his goal, remember this. Dating isn’t an obstacle. Just because you had one bad experience with a swimmer doesn’t mean it’ll happen again.”

“I need to get some sleep,” Cris said after a while. “I woke too early today, and I need to prepare his schedule for tomorrow.”

“Right, right. Nice way to dodge me, little cousin. I’ll let you off the hook tonight. Dream of Nelson.”

After she hung up, Cris stared at the ceiling as Mari’s words echoed in his head. I know dating isn’t an obstacle, but that has nothing to do with it. I mean, I just met him, so there’s no way I’m falling for him. He’s hot and nice, but I’m not looking for a relationship, and neither is he.

Besides, I can't go out with another swimmer, even if Nelson is different, even if he got angry at me when I told him I was used to receiving those stares when I’m hanging out with a guy I’m interested in.

Cris blushed, his heart thumped faster, and he shook his head. It’s all Mari’s fault! I shouldn’t be thinking about these things! Even if he’s a nice guy, even if he’d never hit me, right now he needs to focus. I can’t get in the way. I need, no, I want to help him reach his goal.

With that in mind, Cris was no longer tired. He sat up on the bed and got ready to make a lot of calls.


Chapter 12

For the second day in a row, Nelson woke before the alarm. He turned to the side to watch his phone on the nightstand, waiting for the usual sound.

As he waited, he couldn’t help but smile. I’m cured. I am cured, he thought, repeating it over and over. He could never get tired of those words. He placed both hands on his face and laughed. “I’m cured,” he said aloud, his smile growing.

I can finally go back to the pools, to the place where I belong. The idea seemed surreal. After so long, after all the pain, after all those days when I could barely move and wanted to give everything up, when I just wanted it to end it all. Everything is behind me now.

Because I’m cured!

All I need, all I have to rely on, is my own hard work. Nelson opened and closed his hands, imagining the sensation of the water between his fingers.

The moment the alarm rang, his hand flew to turn his phone off in seconds. He got out of bed and changed into his workout clothes. It feels different from yesterday, he thought as he looked at his reflection.

After jogging, I’ll have breakfast and then… And then what? He stopped as he put on his shoes. I don’t have physiotherapy or an exam anymore.

After Nelson took off the cast on both legs and finished his rehabilitation, his days had been pretty much the same. He would wake up, do warm-ups, the exercises the physiotherapist prepared, have breakfast, and physiotherapy all morning. Then he would have lunch and spend the afternoon on a different treatment or an exam, depending on the day.

As he got better and could move without a crutch, the physiotherapist began adding a few more exercises. The morning light jog, a few pushups and crunch ups here and there, and then some time on the bike.

All while taking it easy, as every doctor kept reminding him. It was all to make sure my condition wasn’t completely ruined. I was starting to fatten up. What would Cris say if he saw my photos with a belly?

Nelson laughed for a moment, but he soon stopped, the smile vanishing from his lips. Those days are behind me. Today is different. I don’t have physiotherapy anymore.

Instead of being happy, he had trouble breathing. What should I do then? Of course I’m gonna talk to the coach, but what else? My personal trainer? He’ll need to make a new routine for me, right? I also need to check out the next competitions. Since my national rank is low now, I’ll probably have to compete at state level again. Or maybe at municipal level.

He shook his head. It doesn’t matter. Even if it’s municipal level, as long as I can swim, as long as there’s a way, I’ll reach the top. All I need is time. Yes, with time, I can do it, but do I have time? My contract expires next year. How many tournaments do I have until then? I need to qualify for the World Championship at least.

He tried counting but he couldn’t remember more than two. Damn it. I should’ve done this before. I wasted so much time playing videogames when I could’ve looked at all of this. As Nelson picked up his phone to search, he felt out of breath. His breathing became fast and short, and his heart thumped faster.

As he waited for Brazil’s and Pernambuco’s water sport federations’ pages to load, his phone rang. Who could be calling me at this hour? Despite the cold room, he cleaned the sweat from his face before answering in a dry hoarse of a voice. “Hello?”

“I knew you’d be up. What’s up with that voice? Are you pretending to be Batman? So early?” joked a drowsy and familiar voice before letting out a big yawn. “I had a bad feeling, but now, I’m sure. You really are one of those weird people who actually enjoy waking up early.”

Instead of words, Nelson chuckled and smiled. With a few jokes, he already made all of my anxiety go away.

“Hey, Cris. To what do I owe the pleasure? Are you calling to say you’ll keep me company again? I thought it was a once in a lifetime chance, but I’ll gladly accept.” As he spoke, he realized he meant those words. I just met him the other day but everything’s more fun with him.

“It was. As much as I enjoyed it, there’s no way I can wake up early to watch you sweat twice in a row. Maybe twice in a decade. But even then, I wouldn’t put my money on it,” he said in a serious tone. Then it changed into a playful one. “That’s like winning the Cris lottery twice. You don’t need it since you already have me to yourself all day. But if you wanna be greedy, I don’t mind.”

“That’s too bad.” Nelson laughed. Even without seeing him, I know he has that cute sly smile, he thought, not realizing his own smile. “Then why are you up and calling me at this hour?”

“Let me come up with an excuse,” Cris spoke in a serious tone. He hummed loudly, as if he was truly thinking about it. “Would it be too gay if I said I wanted to hear your voice first thing in the morning?”

“I think it’d be a lie, but I’d be flattered, and my ego would go way up. We have known each other for, like, two days but I can tell you’d never wake so early for something like this.”

“Hmm. You’re more right than wrong, so I’ll give you some points.” He chuckled and yawned. “Before I end up sleeping again, I wanna ask how your schedule is for today.”

Nelson gulped, all the mood gone in an instant. “I’m gonna jog right now but after that I… I’ll free.”

For a moment he was about to say, ‘I have no idea what to do,’ but he managed to control himself mid-sentence. He can help me with this feeling. Actually, he’d help but also make fun of me.

“Wrong answer,” said Cris in the playful tone. “And your punishment is a busy schedule for the rest of the day. You’re no longer free. Wait, that sounds wrong when I say it out loud.”

He mumbled the last part more to himself, but it was enough for Nelson to hear and crack a smile. “Busy schedule?”

“After you fill that delicious six-pack of yours, you have a physical exam. You know, to check if you’re still hot, I mean, in shape,” He pretended to cough. “After that, you have an appointment with a personal trainer and a nutritionist.”

“Nutritionist? I thought all the food in the cafeteria was made for a balanced diet.”

“Yes, but you need a specific diet to get back in shape faster. I set up an appointment with my aunt, just in case. I mean, the board was lenient with you until now because of your situation, but I doubt they’ll let you eat all that junk food anymore. So, better to be safe than sorry.”

“Wait, they knew about that?” Nelson flashed a wry smile. “You’re right, better safe than sorry.”

“But wait, there’s more. Your busy day is far from over,” Cris said as if announcing some big prize. “To close up the morning, you’ll have a little chat with your coach.”

That lit Nelson’s face. “Really? Then I—”

“Before you get your hopes up, I need to say, you’re not getting in a pool today,” he interrupted in a low voice, all the playful tone gone. “The coach wants to talk and check up on you, but he told me he’s not letting you in a pool any time soon because he knows you’ll go overboard.”

Cris kept quiet, waiting for Nelson’s reaction.

He pressed his lips together, letting his manager’s words sink in for a while before speaking. “So, I’m cured, but I still can’t get back into the water?”

“You’re shocked, right?” Cris’ playful tone was back. “I am too. One of the things I’ve been waiting for ever since I was assigned as your manager was to see you shirtless, I mean, swimming after so long. I’ve been denied my reward.”

Nelson laughed despite how he felt. “You never let me feel down. You always know what to say to make me laugh.”

“It’s the mark of a good manager,” he said in a bright voice. “It’s even in our handbook.”

“Is that so?” Nelson tried to sound doubtful but knew he failed.

“Yep. To clear the athlete’s mind so they can focus on their sport.”

“Then let me tell you, you’re doing a great job. Keep this up. Please.”

“Yay. Then I’ll ask for a raise.”

He could imagine Cris smiling and lying on his bed with his eyes closed.

“You should. If anyone asks, I’ll say you’re having a great start,” Nelson said truthfully. Then he decided to follow up on the joke. “By the way, I never heard of a manager’s handbook. What else is in it?”

“Oh, there’s a lot. Maybe I’ll show you. But…” suddenly, Cris lowered his tone. It was the tone that Nelson knew was accompanied by his sly smile. “All the fun stuff is in the secret handbook.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“The kind I offered yesterday.”

“Yesterday?” Nelson thought for a moment. When he remembered, he felt a reaction down there and blushed.

“Did you get hard?” Cris said in the mischievous tone. “My offer is always on. Whenever you ask, I’ll get down on my knees and raise your spirits with my mouth.”

“I… ah…” Nelson gulped as his member got harder and harder with the idea. Cris doing that to me… “You can’t be serious.”

“I am.” There was a moment of silence, then Cris chuckled. “The offer is true, but I’ll stop bringing it up. Though I really want to, I promised myself I wouldn’t tempt you.”

“Is that so?” Nelson didn’t know if he was happy or sad about that.

“Yeah. Besides, I’m already getting hard thinking about it. If I keep talking, I won’t get sleep without relieving myself.”

“Is that so?” Nelson tried, but all he could think about now was his manager relieving himself. What the hell am I thinking?

“Changing the topic…” Cris did the swimmer a favor by taking his mind off the offer. “There’s one more thing.”

“Why do you sound so serious all of a sudden? It’s almost like I’m in trouble,” Nelson joked.

“The club… My dad wants to set up an interview for you.”

“An interview?” He breathed out slowly. That sounds like something from a different life now. “It’s been so long since the last one, I think it was after I started my rehabilitation. They wanted to show how the prodigy was recovering and all, but they lost interest after that.”

“Yeah.” Cris dropped his voice to a serious whisper. “They’ll probably bring up sensitive topics, some that you may not be ready to talk about.”

“I know.”

“If you’re not ready, I’ll talk to dad. I can make him back down,” he added quickly.

“No, I…” Nelson took a deep breath. “Thanks for looking out for me. But I have to deal with that in the future. My goal is to get to the top and get the gold medal in Rio 2016. I need to overcome these things.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yep,” he said in a stronger voice. “Set up the interview.”

“Okay then.” Cris let out another yawn. “I think that’s all for the morning schedule. I’ll join you for breakfast and give you the rest of your schedule for the day, after I get some desperately needed sleep.”

“Ok,” Nelson said. When Cris was about to end the call, the words came out. “Thanks for worrying about me. I know you’re doing your job and all, but your help has been… Thanks for everything.”

“No need for that. I told you I’ll help you reach the top.”

Nelson couldn’t stop smiling even after he had hung up.


Chapter 13

“That was complete discrimination!” Cris exclaimed the moment Nelson left the room, shaking his head slowly with an angry expression.

“Are you still saying that?” He tried to keep a straight face, but it was hard. His manager’s indignation was too funny.

“Yes, I will! I’ll say it until this world is rid of injustice like that! I was kicked out of the room because I’m gay,” Cris said again, emphasizing every word. “You said I could stay during the physical evaluation but then, out of nowhere, my aunt asked me to leave. I repeat, out of nowhere. If I wasn’t ‘asked to leave’ because I’m gay, I don’t know what it was.”

“Are you claiming you did nothing?” Nelson asked, not bothering to hide his smile anymore.

“Yes. I did nothing wrong. I’m innocent!”

“So, you didn’t take photos of me the instant I took my shirt off?” He wasn’t mad about it. In fact, the change from indignation to surprise on Cris’ face right now was too entertaining.

“I, ah…” He opened his mouth but couldn’t form a sentence. He scratched his neck and looked everywhere but at the swimmer. After a while, he spoke in the most dignified voice he had at that moment. “I did not realize you’d noticed that.”

“You forgot the flash.” Nelson tried to suppress his laugh, but it was getting harder and harder with all his manager’s expressions. “You haven’t answered my question. Did you or did you not take photos of me when I took my shirt off?”

“I have the right to remain silent,” Cris said in a serious voice, doing his best to suppress his smile.

“I’ll let you stay and even film all my physical evaluations from now on if you show me your phone right now.”

Cris quickly hid his smartphone behind his back. “As much as I’d like to take that delicious offer, even though I’m interested in seeing you shirtless, showing you my phone would be an invasion of my privacy.”

“Let me see it.”

“No.”

They looked at each other for a while and then Nelson advanced. Cris turned around and tried to put the phone out of his reach, but Nelson was taller. After a quick struggle, the phone was in his hand.

“You don’t wanna see that!”

“Why not?”

“Because… because you’ll regret it for the rest of your life if you see the things on that phone!” Cris almost shouted, still trying to get the phone back.

“Why?”

“’Cause, erh…” He bit his lips and looked around, desperately trying to find any reason.

“You know you’re only making me more curious, right?” Nelson couldn’t stop smiling at Cris’ despair.

“Nudes!” he shouted, his face lighting up. “Yes! There are lots and lots of nudes and so many dick pics, balls and naked dudes, that even I’m embarrassed. So, for your sake, not mine, you better not look at that phone!”

“Is that so?”

“Yes! Trust me! Trust in your cute manager!”

Nelson looked between the smartphone and the desperate face before him. With a sly smile, he unlocked the device and checked the latest photo. “Hmm. Instead of a dick pic, I see a photo of me shirtless.”

“I… ah…” Cris coughed and averted his eyes. “A selfie! Yes! I never meant to take a photo of you shirtless! I wanted to take a selfie, but I guess I didn’t use the front camera and somehow ended up taking your photo. I’m so clumsy.”

“Are you really going with that excuse?”

“You mean the truth? Yes, I’ll stick to the truth!”

Nelson tried, but he couldn’t hold it any longer and burst out laughing.

Their conversation had been attracting some stares, but now the people around them looked bluntly. Cris blushed and tried to stop himself, but even he couldn’t hold his laugh anymore.

“It’s been a while since I laughed like this,” Nelson said, cleaning the tears from the corner of his eyes.

“Glad my shame is amusing.”

“Is that what you said when we met?”

Cris chewed his lip slowly. “Fine, fine. You win this round.”

“Yes.” Nelson closed his fist in victory, getting a chuckle and a head shake from his manager as they left the building. “Where next? The nutritionist?”

“Personal trainer,” Cris said without checking anything.

“Okay.” Nelson glanced at one of the many gymnasiums with indoor pools.

“That’s later.”

“I know, I know.” He tried but he couldn’t take his eyes off the door. “It’s just…”

“When was the last time you went there?” Cris asked in a low voice.

“Not that long ago.”

“How many times per day?” Cris asked with his eyebrow raised.

Nelson flashed a tiny smile. “I have the right to remain silent.”

“That’s annoying, you know. Who’d say something like that to dodge a question?” Cris muttered under his breath, getting a chuckle from his swimmer.

“Yeah, I wonder who?” Nelson stopped smiling as he glanced at the double doors again. “But today’s different.”

“Yeah, I know. It’s kinda like your comeback.”

He nodded and turned to Cris. “Aren’t you gonna tell me something like ‘don’t worry, you’re not swimming today, so don’t fret about that!’ with a smile?”

“It’s no fun if you already know what I’m gonna say,” he mumbled. “And is that how you see me?”

“Kinda,” Nelson answered with a tiny smile.

“I’ll decide later if that’s a good thing.” Cris walked a few paces ahead and turned around, beaming. “You have a lot to do before you talk to your coach, so save that for later.”

Drawing courage from that smile, Nelson followed him.

The personal trainer and the nutritionist were faster than they expected.

“Guess there wasn’t a lot to talk about since they already had your results,” Cris said, checking the program the personal trainer had set for the swimmer. “There’s a lot of strength training.”

“Yeah. I’ve been jogging ever since I was allowed, but it’s not anywhere near what I did before. I lost a lot of muscle.”

“But at least you kept the best part,” Cris said, bending down to look at Nelson’s belly closely. He stared with a serious expression, then he poked a couple times, nodding in approval. “You’ve got a little fat, but the six-pack is still delicious, I mean, firm. Good, good. The world needs more hot guys with six-packs.”

Nelson rubbed his belly. “Thanks so much for the kind words. I needed a pep talk before seeing my coach.”

“That’s what I wanted. Now let’s go.” Cris grabbed his hand and dragged him through the double doors of one of the indoor pools.

“Wait, my heart’s not ready.”

“Nelson! It’s been too long,” the coach said the moment he saw Nelson, giving him a hug. “We lost a lot without you in the pools, son. Our team in London wasn’t the same without your there. Everyone’s saying.”

Nelson let out an awkward laugh. “I don’t know if that’s good or bad.”

“I knew you’d say that. Always humble. I’m not sure it’s good for a professional athlete though.” The coach’s smile broadened. After a few friendly slaps on Nelson’s shoulder, the coach’s smile was replaced by a serious expression when someone in the pool called him. He raised his hand telling the woman to wait and turned to Nelson. “We can catch up later, I still have this class. Show me your physical evaluation and training program.”

“Here.” Cris handed him the papers.

The coach studied it for a while. He nodded and kept quiet, except for a few hums here and there. They said nothing, neither wanting to break his concentration.

Nelson stared at his coach without realizing he was holding his breath.

“For an accident as terrible as yours, your condition is just as you’d expect. But don’t worry, it’s not as bad as I’d feared,” he quickly added when he saw the swimmer’s dejected expression. He wrote something on the papers. “You need a lot of muscle regeneration, but hopefully you can get in the water in a week. Cris?”

“Yes!” the manager took a step forward and fixed his posture as if he was a soldier waiting for his orders.

“Bring this to the MD. I want them to go over a few things,” he said, handing the papers back. Then he turned to Nelson, all signs of friendliness gone. “Nelson, I know you. You’re already thinking about making up by working hard. That will hurt you and won’t help make your comeback faster. I need you to promise you won’t overdo it.”

“Yes, coach, of course,” he said at once, nodding as best he could with his stiffened neck.

After another hug, and a few longing glances at the water from Nelson, they left the indoor pool.

“He didn’t believe you,” Cris said after they were alone.

“What?”

“When you promised you wouldn’t overdo it.” Cris looked into his eyes.

Nelson sustained the stare. “You don’t need to worry about me too. I know my body better than anyone. I only work hard within my limit.”

“For the record, I didn’t believe you either,” Cris said with a serious expression. “That’s why I’ll keep a close eye on you. I’ll feel terrible if you get hurt again.”

“Don’t worry.”

“There’s no way I can do that.” He let out a sigh. “But that’s for later. Right now, you need to focus on the interview.”

“Ah, I’d forgotten about that,” Nelson said, wincing. He pulled his phone to check the time. “There’s still, like, an hour.”

“Yes, but there’s something you need to do before any interview.”

“What?”

“It’s a secret.” Cris’ sly smile broadened as he walked away.

Nelson went after him. “What is it?”

“You’ll see.”


Chapter 14

“So, you’re Nelson, the athlete I’ve been hearing a lot about for the past few days,” the woman remarked, eyeing him from top to bottom as she circled him.

“And you’re Marina, the makeup artist I’ve just heard about in the last few minutes,” he said, greeting her with a kiss on each cheek.

“You can call me Mari,” she introduced herself with a smile, which vanished when she turned to Cris. “So, my little cousin hasn’t said anything about me. I can’t believe the betrayal.”

“Those words coming from a drama queen has little effect on me,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“And that coming from you sounds like sarcasm.” Mari looked at her cousin with a defiant expression.

Cris narrowed his eyes and sustained her gaze, neither making any sound.

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. As the cousins turned to him, he smiled.

They smiled and laughed at the same time.

“You two are just like each other,” Nelson said. “You’re more brother and sister than cousins.”

“We’ve heard that before,” they responded together. The three of them laughed.

“Not to brag, but I was his role model growing up.” Mari placed her hand on her chest and showed a fake humble expression, then she gestured to Cris. “He used to follow me everywhere.

“I didn’t. You dragged me!”

“All of this is thanks to me.”

“So that means I can put all the blame on you, too?”

“Sit here, Nelson,” Mari said, changing the subject.

“Answer me,” Cris demanded.

She ignored her cousin as she turned the chair in front of the mirror around for him to sit. “We don’t have time to be laughing. Though you don’t need a lot of makeup, art still takes time.”

Nelson’s expression soured as he looked between the chair and the makeup on the table. In the end, he turned to Cris. “Is this really necessary?”

“Yes,” the cousins said in unison.

“There’s nothing to worry about,” Mari said.

“Yeah. You need makeup if you’re gonna be on TV. It’s common sense,” Cris retorted, making no effort to hide how much he was enjoying the situation.

“Whose common sense?”

“Everyone’s,” the cousins said in unison.

Despite their smiles, Nelson couldn’t find any lie in their words, especially his manager.

“Even so, isn’t this more your thing?” he said to Cris.

“What?” Mari walked to her cousin’s side and put both hands on his shoulders with a furious face. “Are you saying, just because Cris is gay, makeup is his thing? It’s okay for a gay guy to wear makeup, but not for a straight guy? Is that what you’re saying? Or just because he’s gay, he’s less of a man than you and it’s okay for him to do this kind of thing?”

Nelson looked at her with a blank expression.

“No,” he said in a calm voice. “I said it’s more his thing because he was wearing makeup and dressed as a girl when we met. And he also said you’ve been using him as a dress-up doll ever since you two were kids.”

Mari stared at him for a moment, the silence filling the room. A second later, she clicked her tongue. “Damn it. Cris told me you wouldn’t get all jumpy if I tried this, but I didn’t believe him. No fun.”

Nelson turned to his manager, tilting his head. He chuckled and flashed an embarrassed smile. “My cousin here likes to make people uncomfortable with these kinds of speeches.”

“It’s not my fault that seeing people all nervous is fun,” she said, letting out a mean laugh. “There are people who freeze, and others start spouting apologies, saying they never meant any harm, praying no one thinks they’re bigots. It’s fun.”

“Okay.” Nelson leaned to Cris and whispered, “I know I just met your cousin, but that’s a weird hobby she has.”

“Hey, I heard that. And don’t be like that. You’re making me sound like a bad person. I’m not, right?” When neither of them answered, Mari shook her head and waved her hand to dismiss the topic. “Instead of talking about that, sit here so I can start.”

Nelson winced at the chair again.

“When we say makeup, it’s not like she’s gonna put lipstick on you and make you cross-dress,” Cris said, smiling at the idea. “No one wants to see that.”

“Saying something like that with your expression doesn’t make me feel better.” He looked at the chair again. “Is this really necessary?” When Cris nodded, he sighed and sat on the chair. “Fine, I trust you.”

“Great!” the cousins smiled, speaking in unison again.

Nelson had the impression his manager’s smile was slightly different than Mari’s. As she started, a phone rang. Cris walked away before picking it up.

“Hello? Yes, this is him. Okay, just a moment.” He placed a hand on the phone and said before leaving the room, “I need to answer this.”

“So Nelson, what do you think about my cousin?” Mari asked when they were alone.

“He’s a good friend. Just hanging out with him is fun. But I have to say, he’s too much like you.” Nelson chuckled.

She had a puzzled expression when she met his eyes through the mirror. “What do you mean?”

“He likes to make people uncomfortable but with gay jokes instead.”

Mari’s face lit with comprehension, then she laughed. “That’s good to hear. It’s been too long since I’ve seen my little cousin having fun at work. But when I asked what you think of him, I meant as a manager.”

“Oh.” Nelson thought about Cris as his manager so far. The words ended up escaping him along with a smile. “So far, he’s been excellent. Even though it’s been only two days, he made sure everything went smoothly. If not for him, today would’ve been a disaster. And yesterday… if not for him by my side, I might’ve been a mess.”

“I’m so glad to hear that.” Mari sighed in relief. “I don’t know if he mentioned, but he’s sort of in the middle of a fight with the family.”

“He mentioned something about that. Sounds bigger than he let on.”

Mari kept quiet for a while.

“Being a manager is a temporary job. Many people do it more to get experience, a bit of cash and references from the club. But Cris has been doing it for a long time now. He graduated high school a couple years ago and should be in college, or at least trying to get into one, but since he has no idea what to do, he remained as a manager.”

“He mentioned that too.”

“Yes, but no one wants him to stay a manager. Even without college stuff, being a manager has been troublesome.”

“What do you mean?”

“The last person he managed was this religious girl and she was awful. She was one of those devoted Protestants and whenever she could, she made mean comments and jokes about homosexuals and how they’d end up in hell. Cris did his best to ignore it without saying anything to us. He put up with it without complaining, giving his best to help the girl.” Mari stopped for a moment because her hands trembled slightly. “The worst was when she lied and invited Cris to her church. She said it was to pray to the Lord for her success, but it was actually one of those anti-gay masses.”

“What?” Even if he had just met Cris, Nelson felt angry. “How could she do that to him?”

“Fanatics. That day really hurt him, more than he lets on. Being told he’d go to hell for being who he is, that he was doing something wrong just by existing.”

Nelson thought of all those times Cris smiled at him. “I had no idea.”

“My cousin likes to joke around but he doesn’t want to burden anyone. He’s always worked hard, but after that day, he resigned as manager. Then, when the family started pressuring him about his future, he decided to work as a manager again. I was worried about him.”

Nelson stayed in silence for a while, thinking about everything. Then he looked at Mari through the mirror. “I don’t know about the past, but I promise I won’t do anything to hurt him.”

“Good.” She flashed a bright smile and resumed her makeup. “Then I guess I can leave Cris in your hands.”

Before he could say anything, the door opened, and the manager was back. He looked between the swimmer and the makeup artist. “Sorry it took so long. What were you two talking about?”

“Nothing,” they said at the same time, exchanging looks and laughing together.

“What? Tell me.”

“It was nothing,” Mari lied, suppressing her smile.

“Yeah, nothing,” Nelson agreed, not meeting his eyes.

Cris pressed his lips but then shook his head. “I’m totally asking about this later, but the TV people are here.”

“Perfect, ‘cause I’m done.” Mari put on the finishing touches.

Nelson hesitated to look at his reflection but opened his eyes. “I don’t know what to say. At least it’s not what I imagined when you said I needed makeup.”

“What did you imagine? A drag queen?” Cris asked, smiling.

He shrugged. “I’ll admit that did cross my mind.”

“Then I’ll say you look good. But you look hotter than usual.” His smile turned sly.

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. “Would it be too narcissistic of me if I agreed?”

“Yes, but I’ll allow that,” Cris said. Mari laughed and he turned to her. “What?”

“You two seem more like friends who’ve known each other for years instead of two people who met a couple days ago.”

They looked at her and then at each other, chuckling at the same time.

“Stop flirting you two. You can do that later,” Mari suggested. “They’re waiting for you.”

Nelson stood up with great effort. He turned to the door and then glanced back at his reflection.

“You look good,” Cris complimented. “There’s no reason to worry. It’s just your first major interview after ages, that’s all.”

“That’s what I needed, a bit more pressure.” Despite his words, he let out a nervous laugh.

“It’s my job.” The manager beamed.

Nelson stared at that smile and sighed before smiling too.

Mari watched everything in silence, hiding her own smile.


Chapter 15

Nelson sat on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water, watching the little ripples until they disappeared.

“Hey,” spoke a soft voice.

“Hey,” he replied without turning to his manager.

“How are you feeling?” Cris sat next to him, also putting his legs in the water, adding more ripples.

Nelson thought about it for a moment. “Vulnerable. Do you think that’s a good answer?”

“It’s an honest one,” Cris said in the same soft tone.

He let out a weak chuckle. “Guess that’s the best way to describe me now. An honest and normal guy you can find anywhere.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing. I like that, you know?”

“Glad someone does.”

If you think you can find guys like you anywhere, you’re wrong.”

They both kept quiet, watching the little ripples.

“How did you know I was here?” Nelson asked.

“I could say it’s one of the powers that managers have. Find where our swimmers are and be at their side when they need, but sadly I haven’t unlocked that skill yet,” Cris said in his usual cheerful tone, dropping his shoulders. Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle, making him smile. “You finally laughed.”

“You always know how to make me laugh,” Nelson admitted. “Hope your job isn’t done for today.”

“Not at all. You won’t get rid of me that easily.” Cris’ smile became bigger.

“I’m relieved to know that. I really am.” He stared at the water again, but this time, he had a tiny smile.

Cris’ cheeks became red, and he focused on the water too. “It wasn’t hard to find you,” he said before the silence took over again. “With my connections, it was easy to find out this was the only pool without any practice schedule at the moment.”

“Did you check my room? I could’ve gone there.”

“We haven’t known each other for long but I can tell you wouldn’t go to your room to clear your head. You’d go to a pool, even if you didn’t get in. I bet just being near the water calms you.”

Nelson let out a weak chuckle. “I’m too easy to read.”

“Again, you say that as if it’s something bad.”

“It’s not? I guess we disagree then.”

“It’s not something bad,” Cris repeated in a firm voice. “I like guys who are honest and don’t keep any secrets. It’s a great combination.”

“Glad someone does.” Nelson took a deep breath and looked at the ceiling. “Was the interview as bad as I remember?”

“Not at all. The TV guys were happy. Everyone enjoys a heartfelt interview like yours. I liked it too.”

“That doesn’t make crying on the local news any less embarrassing.” Nelson groaned. When Cris’ lip curled, he noticed. “What?”

“Not that I wanna kick you while you’re down, but it was national TV.”

“Even better.” Nelson rubbed his eyes, letting out a hollow laugh. “I can imagine what everyone’s gonna say when they come back from London and watch that.”

This time, Cris didn’t bother suppressing his smile. “If it helps, they’ll probably see your interview today. I bet everyone’s gonna retweet it.”

“Just what I needed. Are you gonna retweet it too?” Cris averted his eyes, getting a weak chuckle from him. “I thought it was sugar, spice, and everything nice. Not a dash of humiliation.”

“Don’t be like that. Showing emotions doesn’t make you any less of a man.”

“I know, but crying like that…”

“The reporter touched delicate topics about the accident, the coma, all the work you’ve been doing to get back. Crying doesn’t make you weak. It makes you human.”

Nelson turned to look Cris in the eyes. “Thanks. I needed to hear that. I really did.”

“But?”

“But it wasn’t just that. I don’t know how to explain.”

“Try. I’ll listen.” Cris’ voice was barely above a whisper.

“I wanted to be in London with everyone,” Nelson admitted, facing the water again. “Even if I had to trade places with someone, I wanted to be there, giving my all for a gold medal. Don’t get me wrong, I’m rooting for them all, but I envy them because the accident happened to me, because I couldn’t be there.”

Cris put a hand on Nelson’s chin and gently looked in his direction. “I said you’re honest and don’t hide things, but I forgot to say you’re a good guy too.”

“Thanks, I guess.” Nelson tried to turn his head, but Cris didn’t let him.

“There’s nothing wrong with those feelings.” He stopped smiling. Instead, there was a strong determination in his eyes.

Nelson blushed. “How can you say that?”

“We all have dark thoughts here and there. But you didn’t say, nor do, anything wrong or bad. To anyone. Never. You did nothing wrong. You’re a good person, Nelson.”

His eyes watered and he closed them, leaning to rest his head on Cris’ chest. “Thank you for saying that.”

The manager gently wrapped his arms around him. “I’ll be there whenever you need me.”

Nelson didn’t break the hug. He stayed as they were, feeling the warmth coming from his manager. He’s so small but so reliable, he thought, listening to his heartbeat.

“I feel better,” he revealed when he stood up. He ran a hand over his face to clean the tears. Can’t believe I cried again. “Thanks for putting up with me.”

“Anytime.” Cris smiled and stood up too. “If there’s anything else you need, let me know.”

“I’ll hold you to those words.” Nelson wanted to flash a cocky smile, but when he saw what his manager was wearing, he was taken aback. “That jacket…”

Cris wore the Brazil’s Olympic delegation’s jacket. However, with the zipper up to the top and only his bare legs appearing, it looked as if he wore nothing else.

He lowered his eyes to his clothes. When he looked back at Nelson, he had a sly smile. He turned around to show his clothes from every side “It looks good on me, don’t you think?”

“I, ah…” Nelson had no words. He blushed, cleared his throat and averted his eyes a few times. “Are you wearing something under that?

“Are you interested?” Cris’ smile became even more mischievous as he walked closer, leaning his body forward. He placed a hand on the hem of the jacket. “If you are interested in what I’m wearing underneath this, I can show it to you.”

“I, ah…” Nelson blushed. Though he tried, it was hard to take his eyes off his manager.

Cris lifted the hem a little. It wasn’t enough to reveal if he wore something underneath, but it was enough to make Nelson’s breathing deep and his face even redder.

“Or better yet…” He let go of the hem and took Nelson’s hands, bringing it to the zipper near his neck. “If you’re interested, you can check for yourself.”

Nelson’s fingers froze. He looked between the manager and the zipper. Before he could stop himself, his hands moved down. Slowly, and under Cris’ sly smile, he pulled the zipper all the way down.


Chapter 16

Even though he couldn’t pull the zipper down anymore, Nelson didn’t let go of it. After a long time, he looked up at Cris’ teasing smile. With difficulty, he opened his stiff fingers, released the zipper and took a step back.

Before he could find out if his manager wore something underneath the jacket or not, Cris held the top and the bottom, his cheeks red.

“Are you ready?” he asked in a timid voice.

Nelson gulped and remained still. He had no idea what to think, but he couldn’t take his eyes off his manager. He looks so cute! Is he really a guy? How can a guy be so cute!?

Fidgeting, Cris seemed more embarrassed than him. He averted his gaze, looking at Nelson through the corner of his eyes, blushing even more. “Even for me, this is embarrassing.”

Nelson was unable to say a word. He didn’t notice, but he held his breath as he waited for his manager to reveal what was underneath the jacket.

“Here goes…” With his hands trembling, Cris closed his eyes, looked away and opened his jacket in one move.

Nelson had no idea why, but he closed his eyes, taking shallow and fast breaths when he needed air. He didn’t open them, but the curiosity was eating him from the inside. Seconds later, he opened his eyes just enough to sneak a peek at his manager.

Underneath the yellow and green jacket with Brazil’s flag, Cris wore a dark blue female swimsuit. “You thought I was naked but I’m not!”

Cris laughed as Nelson showed many expressions. First, he had no reaction. Then he dropped his jaw. Next, he moved his hand in the air and closed and opened his mouth several times, struggling to find words. Then his lips moved as if he spoke, but nothing came out. In the end, he covered his face with both hands and laughed.

“You tricked me!” His voice echoed over the indoor pool.

“I didn’t. I never said I was naked or anything. You were the one interested in what was underneath my jacket.”

It took a while for them to stop laughing. Nelson bent his body and tried to recover his breath. “Ouch. My belly hurt from laughing so much. Thanks, I needed a good laugh.”

“You’re welcome!” Cris beamed.

After he recovered, Nelson observed his manager from head to toe, and couldn’t help but blush when he noticed the bulge between the legs. He’s really a guy. A cute guy.

“What’s up with that swimsuit?” he asked to break the silence. Cris had noticed his stare, he could tell by the smug smile. “I think I’ve seen it, but I don’t know where. I mean, it’s not for pros.”

“This?” Smiling, Cris spun a few times so Nelson could see both sides. He even lifted the hem of the jacket to make sure he saw his cute and firm butt. “It’s a Japanese school swimsuit. It’s cute, right?”

“A Japanese school swimsuit?” Nelson stared at him for a long time. “Why in the world do you have something like that?”

“Mari gave it to me. I’d bought one to work with you, but that swimsuit was… Let’s just say a little too stimulating for most people,” he answered with a mischievous smile.

I think this one’s stimulating enough, Nelson thought, not looking at him directly. “What kind of swimsuit did you buy?” he voiced what was in his mind before he could stop.

“You seem so interested in me in a swimsuit. That makes me happy,” Cris said, putting his hand behind his back and getting closer to Nelson, who blushed a little more. “The other swimsuit was almost inappropriate for the workplace. Almost. But maybe one day you might see me wearing it. If you’re lucky.”

“I don’t know what to say.” He looked away. It was too hard to look without getting stimulated.

“Seeing your reaction was worth getting this swimsuit,” Cris said, backing away, the smile never leaving his lips. He took off his jacket and stretched his arms. “Give me your phone, wallet, and keys.”

Nelson took everything out of his pocket without a second thought. But he stopped before handing them over, narrowing his eyes. “What for?”

“Do you trust me?” Cris turned his palm. After a second, Nelson handed everything to him. “Thanks for trusting me.”

Cris wrapped the phone, wallet, and keys with his jacket and put it on the floor. Then he turned with a grin, walking around Nelson.

“W-what?” he stuttered under Cris’ grin, never taking his eyes off his manager. He might not have known him for long, but Nelso knew enough to sense that face was planning something.

“Don’t you remember one of my jobs is cheering you up?”

“Yeah…”

Before Nelson could do anything, Cris pushed him with both hands.

Everything moved in slow motion. First, he lost his balance. Then he realized he was falling in the pool. When he turned back and saw his manager’s smug smile, he tried to catch his arm and drag him too.

Cris was too fast. Before Nelson could get ahold of him, he pulled his arm out of reach. Then there was nothing he could do except fall into the pool while staring at the grin of the cute boy dressed in a girl’s swimsuit.

He rose his head above the water, breathing and clearing the water from his eyes. “Why you did th—”

Before he finished, Cris took a few steps back, ran, and jumped in the pool too. Out of reflex, Nelson covered his face when the water splashed.

“Maybe you wanted to make a big deal and all since it’s your first time in the pool after so long, but…” Cris blushed, placed a hand on his cheek and turned his head, pretending to be embarrassed. “I couldn’t wait and decided to steal your first time for me.”

“You’re an idiot, you know that?” Nelson’s lips curled into a smile as he went after Cris, but the manager swam away, their laughter echoing inside the gym.

***

“That was awesome,” Nelson said after they got out of the pool half an hour later.

“You’re welcome!” Cris exclaimed with a bright smile.

“Yes, yes. You do deserve praises.” He couldn’t help but smile as he ran a hand over his hair to take out the excess water. “I miss competing and all but just fooling around in the water like this feels good. I don’t remember the last time I did that. Maybe when I was a kid.”

“I’m an awesome manager, am I right?” Even as he trembled, his grin became wider.

“Yes, you are.” Nelson picked up his jacket. “Let’s get out of these wet clothes before you catch a cold.”

Cris’ smile turned sly at once. “I like where this is going.”

Nelson chuckled and shook his head as he walked towards the locker room. “You’re just like your cousin.”

“Urgh, I don’t know if that’s a compliment or not.”

“I’ll leave that up to you. Do you have the key?” Nelson asked when he tried opening the door.

Cris pulled a key from one of the pockets of his jacket and unlocked the door. He got two towels from the first locker and handed him one.

“Is this okay? I mean, it’s for the staff and all,” Nelson said, looking at the towel without taking it.

“No problem. And we are staff, technically. At least I am. And even if I wasn’t, I do have some connections.”

Nelson accepted the towel with hesitation.

“It’s washed, if that’s what you’re wondering. We make sure all the towels are clean and fresh,” Cris said in a proud voice.

“I wasn’t, but glad to hear that.”

As Nelson dried his hair and body, he couldn’t help but watch Cris dry himself. I didn’t notice before, but that swimsuit is tight. It enhances his slim body too much. And the fabric is digging into his skin.

Cris moved the towel carefully over his long black hair, but there were still some wet spots. A few drops of water fell and slowly traced the outline of his neck.

Nelson couldn’t take his eyes off him as he watched the drops slide down and become absorbed by the swimsuit. His gaze didn’t stop when the water disappeared going down. As Cris dried his legs, he couldn’t take his eyes off them. He has nice legs. I mean, they’re slim and firm… His heart thumped louder.

When he realized what he was thinking and doing, Nelson blushed and turned around, focusing on drying himself. Cris is a guy, he had to remind himself. He’s a guy. No matter how cute and sexy he looks, he still has one down there, just like me.

How can a guy be so cute!? How can a guy make me think he’s sexy!?

Nelson tried to keep his mind empty. Despite his efforts, he couldn’t stop stealing glances at his manager drying his slim body with the tight swimsuit digging in.

To his bad luck, Cris finally noticed. He placed the towel around his neck and walked closer. “Are you, by any chance, watching me dry myself?” he asked in a playful tone.

Nelson became an alarming shade of red. “No. I, I…”

“You’re making this hard,” Cris said, sliding a finger down his naked chest. “I promised myself I wouldn’t tease you, but you’re making it hard. You’re making me hard.”

His hand went further down.

When Nelson looked down, he noticed a bulge in his trunks. He widened his eyes, but before he could hide it with the towel, Cris got there first.

“There’s no need to be embarrassed. It’s a perfectly natural reaction boys have. I have it too,” he said, undoing his belt. “That reminds me, you never said what you want for a reward.”

“R-reward?” Nelson gulped, paralyzed. He didn’t know what to do. Even so, his pants only became tighter. “Reward for what?”

“You won our bet yesterday. Did you forget?” he said, pulling down Nelson’s pants and underwear. “You still haven’t claimed your reward.”

His member was hard and up, inches away from Cris’ hand.

“S-shouldn’t I be the one choosing it?”

“It seems your friend has already chosen.” Cris touched it lightly, smiling when Nelson’s whole body quivered.

He made sure to keep looking into his manager’s eyes. He couldn’t do anything other than that. He couldn’t even talk.

“Last time I couldn’t do anything because we were at the hospital. But there’s no way I can let a delicious boner go by again without taking care of it,” he whispered in a sweet and seductive voice. “If you don’t want me to do it, you can push me away, because I can’t resist a lovely hard dick like this.”

Nelson remained as he was. Cris flashed a sly smile before getting down on his knees.


Chapter 17

I can’t believe I finally sucked Nelson, Cris thought the moment he closed the door of his bedroom.

Up until that moment, he could only smile, his head in complete bliss as he made his way back home. But as the joy faded, the guilt filled him. I shouldn’t have done that. I’d promised myself I’d stop tempting him. But it was so good. I can still taste him.

Argh, damn it! I can’t be thinking of him and his dick or I won’t be able to sleep!

Shaking his head to dismiss the memories, Cris took a cold shower. After he put on his pajamas, he laid on his bed, trying to keep his mind blank and away from what happened in the locker room less than half an hour ago. However, he couldn’t. Instead, he smiled nonstop, rolling around the bed while hugging his pillow.

He looked so cute when he realized I was serious. He couldn’t believe what was happening, even when I got down on my knees. And since he barely managed to form a sentence before, during and after, I know he loved it.

I told him my mouth was unbelievable and unforgettable, but to think he’d feel so good that he’d hold my head without realizing. A guy does that only when he loses himself and can’t resist me. Normally guys come back for more. I hope he’s like the others in this area.

Ah, damn it! Cris shook his head again. Nelson isn’t like the others. It was only this time, he told himself. I can’t tempt him with oral again. It’s gonna get in the way of his practice, of his dream. That’s the last thing I want. From now on, I’ll be his friend and manager and stop with the sex jokes.

But if he asks me for more oral, well, I can’t deny. I mean, if he wants my mouth again, it might even help him relax. Yes, I’ll help him relax whenever he needs. If he wants, I mean.

What kind of face will he make when we see each other tomorrow? I’ll bet he’s gonna get all red and unable to speak properly. If I mention anything about it, he’s gonna get even more embarrassed. He won’t say anything, but in his mind, he’ll be thinking only about me.

The idea put a smile on Cris’ face, but it soon faded. Even though it’s fun to tease him, and I like the idea of him thinking about me, I don’t want to get in the way. He’s just about to make his comeback to the pools. He should be focusing on swimming, not his gay manager.

Cris exhaled and waited four seconds. Then he breathed deep and held it in for another four seconds. He repeated until he had calmed down. Who was the one who taught me this trick? I bet it was a swimmer I hooked up with, he thought, smiling.

Ok! From now on, I’ll be the best manager I can be, like no one ever was! With his determination firm, he picked up his phone. What was that thing dad was talking about the other night? Scrum method or something?

After researching it online, he had some notion of the topic. I wonder if I can apply this for Nelson’s case. Would it help him a little?

Doesn’t hurt to try, Cris told himself before sending a few texts to his family who worked in the medical department. After he was done, he put his phone down, ready to sleep.

However, after tossing around and finding a comfortable position, there was a part of him that couldn’t forget the taste of Nelson in his mouth.

Before he tried the breathing method again, his phone rang and vibrated on the nightstand. Cris knew who was calling even before he picked up. At that time, it could only be one person. With a sigh, he reached out for the device. I knew it.

“Hey, little cousin,” Mari said in her usual energetic tone.

“Hey.” Cris did his best to keep his feelings out of his voice. I already know what she’ll say if she finds out.

“What’s wrong, Cristiano? You sound tired. I wonder what you did after you got my swimsuit and went to cheer Nelson up that made you so tired?” Mari hummed loudly enough for him to hear over the phone.

Calm down. Even though she just called me by my full name, there’s no way she knows I sucked Nelson. He covered the phone and took a deep breath before answering.

“We just swam a little. Even if it wasn’t his comeback, he seemed happy in the water. It was fun.” Cris smiled when he remembered Nelson’s face as he chased him. He belongs in a pool.

“Oh, really? You two only swam a little? So, after an interview that touched sensitive topics which made him cry, you only took him for a little swim to cheer him up?”

“Yes,” he said after a second of silence. His voice was stiffer than he would have liked.

She’s gonna notice something. She always does. If the last thing he wanted was to get in the way of Nelson’s dream, the second thing was for his cousin to find out what had happened between them. I love her, but she’ll only add fuel to the fire.

“Hmm. That’s strange. Very strange indeed.”

Mari’s voice seemed too forced. Like she knows something and is waiting for me to slip. Cris doubled his attention to make sure he didn’t say too much.

“I just saw Nelson a little while back and he looked… Well, I’m no expert, but I swear that was the face of a straight guy who just had sex with another guy. And by the way he was walking, it looked like he just had something he’s not familiar with in his butt. Did you decide to become the top for the first—”

“We didn’t get that far!” Cris couldn’t keep his mouth shut. The next second, he closed his eyes in regret. Shit! I fell for that again.

“Oh? So, you didn’t get that far, huh?” Mari kept her forced voice. He could tell she was too eager for information and barely holding back. “So, what did you do to cheer up your swimmer after such a heartfelt interview that made him walk around with a face like that? Besides swimming a little, I mean.”

I have to tell her, Cris knew at once, rubbing his face. If he didn’t tell her, he knew Mari would persist until he blabbed. If he somehow managed to keep his mouth shut, something he had never been able to do since they were kids, she would become more and more curious. To satisfy that curiosity, she wouldn’t hesitate to go to the only other person who knew what had happened.

I can’t let her bother Nelson. Imagine how he’d react if my cousin, someone he just met, asked about ‘the thing’ that happened between us. Knowing him, he’d cave and tell Mari everything, then he’d die of embarrassment.

With his shoulders dropped and a sigh of defeat, Cris told Mari all that had happened between them after the interview.

“Little cousin, I know you don’t want me saying it again, but I think you’re falling for him,” Mari said, all the excitement gone.

For some reason, Cris thought that was worse than if she had just teased him like usual. “You know that’s not it.”

“I know you like getting on your knees and all, but I know you wouldn’t worry so much if you weren’t falling for him. You always went through a lot to help your swimmers, but this time, you care for him.”

“I…” He tried, but he couldn’t think of anything to say.

“Cris, I’ll say this again. It’s okay for you to fall in love again. Even if it’s another swimmer,” she said in a gentle voice. “There’s nothing wrong. If it doesn’t affect his performance, your dad won’t complain. You know that.”

Even after they had said goodbye, her cousin’s words were stuck in his head. I know it’s okay to fall in love with a swimmer again, but I… Nelson…

He closed his eyes and thought of all the time they had spent together. It was hard to find a memory that didn’t make him smile or his heart thump faster. When Cris realized the meaning, his face became red, and he couldn’t stop smiling.

I’m not falling for Nelson. I already have.


Chapter 18

I can’t believe something like that happened, Nelson thought as he closed the door of his bedroom.

After he parted ways with Cris, he didn’t remember walking from the indoor pool to the boys’ dormitory. Before he knew it, he was in his bedroom. He did his best to keep his head empty, but it was impossible. No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t stop reliving that moment.

Just the memory of Cris’ sly gaze and getting on his knees before putting Nelson’s manhood in his mouth was enough to make him blush and his member rise again. Stop thinking about it! Just because it felt good, so good. It was amazing. It doesn’t even compare to that one time with my ex.

Argh, damn it! How can a guy pleasure another dude so well? Cris wasn’t lying when he said I’d never forget his mouth!

Aaahh! Stop thinking about that! Nelson shook his head and messed his hair at the same time. How the hell can I face him now? How the hell can I look him in the eyes when every time I think of him, I can only see him down on his knees with my dick in his mouth.

Stop remembering, damn it! I’ll get a boner again!

And he’s not here to take care of it again!

Argh, what the hell am I thinking?

With more force than necessary, Nelson went to the bathroom, took off his clothes, threw them in the dirty laundry basket and had a cold shower. Even the water wasn’t enough to make his mind stop picturing his manager in the tight blue swimsuit getting down on his knees. Damn. I can’t stop thinking about it.

However, what bothered him was the fact he wanted it again. The idea put a tiny and reluctant smile on his lips. Like he said, I can’t forget him and his skill.

Rubbing his face, Nelson shook his head and exhaled until there was no air left in his lungs. He held it for four seconds and then breathed deep, holding it in for four more seconds. He repeated the breathing method until his mind was clear.

Even though I want him to do that again, I’m not gay.

But I have to admit, Cris is cute and cool. For a guy, I mean. But tonight, he was sexy. Is it okay for a guy to say that another guy was sexy?

When I watched him dry himself in that tight swimsuit, I lost control. Doesn’t that mean I’m attracted to him?

He did make my heartbeat faster a couple times, but it’s not fair. He’s not fair. I mean, how can a guy be cute like a girl and have a cool guy side at the same time? Isn’t that cheating too much?

But that’s not the only thing. Even though we just met, Cris has been by my side when I needed someone the most. He’s a good manager and an even better friend.

Or maybe he’s more than that. Do I want anything else from him? I just want another… for him to do that again, or I want more?

Do I want to kiss him?

Nelson stopped to consider. After a long time, he still had no answer. I’m still attracted to girls. And I can’t imagine letting any other guy beside Cris do that to me. But even so, when I think about him…

I can’t stop thinking about him bending his knees and… Argh! Stop remembering that!

He laid on his bed, naked. How I feel about him or if I want more doesn’t matter right now. I can’t lose my concentration because of his mouth. Even though it felt too good.

Argh, stop it, Nelson! You just recovered from a major injury no one thought you would. A miracle, damn it! You need to focus on recovering and start practicing again as soon as possible!

No matter how much he wanted to, Nelson couldn’t fall asleep. His mind was too full for that. After tossing around for half an hour, he gave up sleeping, put on his workout clothes, stretched and went for a light jog in the night.

Despite moving his body, helping clear his head, his manager and his smile kept pushing their way into his mind. I have no idea how to face him now, but there’s no way I wanna avoid him.

After a few laps, he headed back. After another cold shower, his phone rang. Is it Cris? Nelson picked it up right away, but when he saw who was calling, his shoulders dropped. “Hey, Marcelo. Do you know what time it is?”

“Is that how you greet your best friend?” The voice on the other side was full of energy, the complete opposite of him.

“Sorry. It’s been a long day.”

“Yeah, I know. Congratulations.”

Nelson widened his eyes and sat up. What’s he talking about? Does he know about me and Cris? There’s no way.

“C-congratulations for what?” He sounded more nervous than he would have liked.

“For what? Your complete recovery, you idiot. We wanted to throw you another party, but the club found out about the last one.”

Oh yeah. So much happened I forgot about that. The thought made him smile. He’s an idiot but a great friend. I wonder what he’d say if I told him about Cris? But even I have no idea how to start explaining what’s happening between us.

“Hey, man, listen. I saw the interview.” Marcelo’s voice dropped all enthusiasm.

Oh, yeah. There was that too, Nelson thought with a bitter smile. After everything, I completely forgot. Guess Cris can say he did his job.

“I can’t say I know what you went through, but I can tell you it’s all in the past now. I can’t imagine how hard it was, but right now, you can stop looking back. You can look forward, to your dream. To our dream of competing together in the next Olympics. We both failed this time, but there’s always next time.”

Nelson felt deeply grateful for his stupid and dear best friend. Before he noticed, he was smiling. “Thanks, man. I needed to hear that.”

“Any time.” Marcelo’s voice was back to its usual enthusiasm. “I just hope you don’t get depressed when I beat you in Rio.”

Nelson let out a snort loud enough for his friend to hear. “I thought the higher-ups forbade the party, and yet you’re so drunk you’re spouting nonsense.”

“At least I see your sense of humor hasn’t been affected. It still sucks,” Marcelo replied before they said goodbye.

After everything, there’re a lot of people supporting me. I won’t let them down, Nelson thought, lying down on the bed again. For them and for me. Even for Cris. He’s been helping me out too much.

Even if he had no idea what kind of face he would make when he saw his manager the next morning, even if he was having strange feelings for that cute and cool boy who looked like a girl, there was one thing Nelson was sure of. The last thing he wanted was to avoid Cris.

No matter what happened, he’s my manager and friend. Even if it’s awkward, I wanna see him again. I wanna talk to him again. Even if that happened.

Wait, tomorrow’s Sunday. There’s no practice, appointment, exam or anything. It means that we won’t see each other.

Nelson covered his face with both hands. I wanna see Cris, he admitted to himself, his heart thumping louder.


Chapter 19

Nelson still had no idea what kind of face he would make when he saw Cris after everything. Even so, despite only knowing each other for a few days, it was strange to not hear his manager’s voice first thing in the morning. Yesterday he called me and before that he came all the way here. And both times, he managed to make everything better.

Damn it. How am I supposed to face him now?

Even though it was Sunday, the alarm woke Nelson at the same time. He went for his morning jog as usual, but he brought his phone with him, checking the screen every few minutes.

It’s not like I’m expecting him to call or anything, he told himself. I mean, even if he’s my manager, while I’m not in any major competition, he doesn’t have to work on weekends. There’s no reason for him to call me. It’s not like we’re more than just friends.

Nelson shook his head to dismiss the idea and picked up his pace a little.

After a few laps, he headed back to the boys’ dormitory, took a shower and went to the cafeteria. Now that he thought about it, he hadn’t eaten anything since the interview yesterday. However, he couldn’t concentrate on the food. He kept looking around, hoping to find the familiar face which helped him so much over the past few days.

“Good morning, Nelson.” A cute voice full of energy called his name.

He smiled and held his breath for a moment. It didn’t matter if it was awkward or not, he wanted to see Cris. He wanted to talk to him, to have fun with him, to work with him. He wanted to aim for the top with his manager by his side. After what felt too long, he turned his head in the voice’s direction.

Cris had a bright smile as he waved with one hand and balanced the tray with his breakfast in the other.

“M-morning.” Nelson stuttered, blushed and waved his hand awkwardly.

Cris laughed as he sat across the table, his smile becoming wider. “If you keep showing me funny expressions like that, there’s no way I can stop making fun of you.”

Nelson gazed at that face for a moment before flashing a tiny smile. Even after… that thing last night, being around him is fun. “You’re right. I’ll give it a try.”

As they focused on their food, neither said anything. Despite the silence, it wasn’t awkward. With the relief of knowing things were okay between them, Nelson realized how starved he was and took generous bites.

“About yesterday…”

The moment Cris spoke, it all happened at once. Nelson blushed, choked on his food, widened his eyes and knocked over his glass, spilling his milk all over the table. The manager didn’t even try to hide his enjoyment, laughing again as he helped clean the drink with the napkins.

“I told you there’s no need to make a big deal. Unless you like making me laugh. In that case, thanks,” he said, his grin bigger.

Cris picked up another paper napkin and reached out to wipe away a bit of food from Nelson’s chin. His cheeks became redder, but he kept quiet and averted his eyes, letting him do as he pleased.

“And when I mentioned yesterday, I wasn’t talking about our little fun inside the locker room. That is, unless you want it again. In that case, just tell me where and when.”

Nelson choked on his food again. After he recovered, he looked around to make sure no one was listening. That attitude only made Cris laugh more. I shouldn’t drop my guard around him. He’s picking the moment I’m eating to mention what happened, he thought, drinking what was left of his milk to clear his throat.

“Glad you’re having fun. Too bad it’s at my expense,” he said in a hoarse voice.

“It’s not my fault,” Cris said, shaking his head. “You’re the one who keeps acting like I did something too lewd to mention.”

“And what would you call that?” Nelson dropped his voice on the last word, his cheeks red again.

“A little fun between guys. All I did was give you a reward for your complete recovery and our bet. That’s all.” He flashed a big smile that was hard for Nelson to continue being mad at, then he changed his expression, as if hurt. “Or are you saying you didn’t like it?”

Nelson looked down at his food at the same time. “I didn’t dislike it. It was amazing,” he mumbled without raising his eyes. But the curiosity was too much, and he sneaked a peek at his manager.

Cris was beaming, then he folded his arms and nodded with a smug. “As expected, of course. There’s no way a guy would say I’m bad at ora—”

“Not so loud!” Nelson whispered in a hushed voice, reaching out his hands to stop his manager.

Under his fingers, he could tell his attitude only made Cris’ smile grow even more. As he looked around again to make sure no one was paying attention to them, his manager licked the hand covering his mouth. He pulled his hands back right away, his face an alarming shade of red.

“Will you stop embarrassing me?” he begged in the same hushed whisper.

“Zero chance,” Cris said with a genuine smile. “You’re the one who should try to stop those adorable funny reactions. But I doubt I’ll stop teasing you, even then.”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but gave up midway under that smile. Instead, he let out a sigh of defeat and shook his head. The morning has barely begun and I’m already exhausted, he thought, trying to focus on the rest of his meal. And I don’t hate the feeling.

“Fine. I’ll try to do that,” he said in a tired voice.

“You know it’s not my fault, right? You should learn to listen until the end, young man.” Nelson looked in disbelief at Cris’ fake innocent expression. “As I was saying about yesterday, the staff has decided to apply something new to your recovery program.”

That piqued Nelson’s interest and pushed the embarrassing mood aside. Suddenly the Cris who enjoyed making fun of him was gone, replaced by Cris, the manager.

“Apply what?”

“Have you heard of Scrum?” The swimmer shook his head. “It’s sort like a system to optimize a team or a project to accomplish more under the same time or even less.”

“Okay, and what’s that got to do with me?” Nelson asked. “I don’t get it.”

“You’re so impatient, young man. I’m getting to that. Yesterday I created a group chat with everyone who’s working with you. Every morning they’ll say what they have planned for you and will inform the other how you reacted to the day’s treatment. This way, they can make a more interactive recovery program.”

“That sounds interesting. There were times when I exercised the same region twice in a day when it wasn’t necessary.”

“I have no idea if it’ll be of any help, but right now, we need to try anything to speed up your recovery. Even if it’s just a day, it can make a difference for you.”

Nelson could only admire him.

Cris, who had a girly face and could be both cool and cute at the same time, who could both show a sly smile and became serious, was thinking of him so much.

Nelson’s heart thumped a little louder. He ignored it.

“I’d have never thought about that scrum thing.”

Cris smiled a genuine, gentle, and full of warmth smile. “It’s my job as your manager and friend.”

Only as friend and manager?

“What do you have planned for today?” he changed the topic suddenly.

Nelson thought about it for a second. “Nothing much. I hadn’t planned anything. Maybe a little workout and then…”

Cris brought a finger to Nelson’s lips, flashing his mischievous smile.

“How about going with me to an interesting place and have some fun?”

Nelson became cautious with those words. Despite that, he was interested. No matter the situation, even if it was something embarrassing, everything was more fun with Cris.

With his finger still on his lips, he nodded.


Chapter 20

“I had no idea,” Nelson said, raising his head to see the tallest attraction.

“No way. How can anyone not know about this park?” Cris smiled at his reaction.

“I knew about it, but I had no idea it belonged to your family. How rich are you?” he asked, lowering his voice.

“I’m not answering that.” Cris laughed. “I think it was my uncle who suggested the park. Something about bringing a different kind of revenue to the family and expanding the business.”

“How would anyone in the sports business think of this?”

“We made a few wave pools to train the open water athletes, but it was open to the public on weekends. People really liked it and one thing led to another and here we are.”

Nelson turned to the water park again. Even from the parking lot, they could see many waterslides, some so tall he had to raise his neck to see the top, others so long they crossed the entire park. That’s an awesome way to go to the other side of the park in one go. Ah, man, it’s been ages since I came here, he thought with a smile. But then he stopped.

“Aren’t the tickets kinda expensive?” I’ve been out of the pools for a long time. I can’t exactly go around spending this kind of money. But we came all the way here and I do wanna have fun with him. He lowered his head, thinking about his financial situation.

Cris walked ahead and stopped before the swimmer, smiling. “I’m the one who invited you today. It’s my treat.”

Nelson was ready to protest but flashed a tiny smile instead. No matter what I say, he won’t listen to me.

“Fine. I’ll allow you to treat me,” he said, raising his chin with a pompous expression. “You better appreciate this.”

“That VIP air doesn’t fit you at all.” Cris laughed and elbowed him on the belly playfully.

Nelson grinned as he stopped his elbow. “But I am a VIP. I’m the future of Brazil’s swimming.”

“You mean former,” he replied with a mischievous smile.

“Ouch. Right where it hurts.” Nelson placed both hands over his heart.

As they bantered each other, they walked to the ticket office.

“It feels like we’re dating.” The instant he realized what he had said, Nelson blushed and averted his eyes. “Eh, I mean, we went to the movies and the game center. Now you take me to the water park and you’re even paying.”

“I don’t see anything wrong with that,” Cris mumbled, his cheeks red as he smiled and twirled a lock of his long black hair with a finger.

That sight made Nelson’s heart thump louder. He’s too cute for a guy, dammit.

“I’m not exactly paying for all this,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

Cris didn’t answer. Instead, he pulled out his wallet and showed his driver’s license to the employee at the ticket office. After the woman saw his name, she checked on the computer. A moment later, she handed two tickets and three keys to him.

“See? Not exactly paying,” he said, showing the tickets.

Nelson accepted his with a smile. “I’ll be honest, that was cool. You’re the VIP here.”

“I guess.” Despite trying to act humble, his smug smile gave him away.

“What’s up with the keys?”

“Another privilege that comes with the name,” he said, his smile saying he wouldn’t spoil the surprise.

Nelson chuckled and followed him. As they passed through the gate, he couldn’t help but look in every direction. The view was different from the parking lot. Besides the water slides, he could see the waterfalls, wave pools, the long pool that circled the park, the soap football field, and many other attractions.

“It’s been ages since I’ve been here.” Nelson grinned like a kid. “It’s completely different from last time.”

“I could’ve sworn most athletes from our club came here once a month.”

“Why?”

“You can use this place for free once a month. It’s in all athletes’ contracts,” Cris said when Nelson tilted his head.

“Is it?” He tried, but he didn’t remember reading anything like that.

“I’m not surprised at how dense you lot can be when it doesn’t involve competitions.” He sighed and shook his head exaggeratedly. When a few people passed by them laughing, he smiled and pulled Nelson by the hand. “Let’s go!”

Instead of going to the men’s side of the huge changing room near the entrance, Cris led him to a smaller structure. Though he hesitated when he saw the authorized personnel only sign on the door, Cris barely batted an eye at it, unlocking the door with one of the keys.

“Is this okay?” Nelson asked, glancing at the sign. “Won’t we get in trouble for this?”

“You worry too much. Just so you know, there’re few people more authorized than me here today.” His expression was like an adult teaching something obvious to a child.

“And you like to show off,” Nelson muttered. Despite that, he smiled.

“Well, I have to use my name sometime, right? What better moment than to cheer you up?”

At the sight of Cris’ genuine smile, Nelson blushed and looked away, thankful his manager hadn’t noticed. They entered, chose two lockers, and began changing into their swimsuits.

“Hey, why couldn’t we use the normal changing room? I don’t see why we had to use this one.”

“There’re two reasons. The main one is that it’d be bothersome wearing this in the men’s changing room,” Cris said casually.

Nelson had finished changing but froze the moment he realized there was something in his manager’s voice. He turned around slowly, widening his eyes when he saw the now familiar blue Japanese school swimsuit.

“Why are you wearing that?” he asked in a hushed whisper, trying to keep his mind empty and stop the memories attached to that swimsuit.

Cris bent over laughing. “‘Cause I like to watch your reaction when they see a cute guy wearing a girl’s swimsuit!”

After what happened yesterday, he wears that in front of me? Now I can’t stop thinking about him and his mouth sucking my… Just the thought was enough to stir him. He shook his head, trying to dismiss the memory. Damn it! He knew I’d react like this! Suddenly, he had a hunch but had to confirm.

“Is the second reason we’re changing here because you wanted to watch my reaction?”

“Yes!” Cris answered with a shameless grin. “It’s so fun, I can’t stop teasing you.”

Blushing, with his heart beating faster, and his trunks tightening, Nelson averted his eyes. “Glad making fun of me entertains you.”

“Oh, c’mon. Don’t be like that.” He got closer, still smiling. “I went through all the trouble of coming up with a way to take your mind off everything. Don’t I deserve a tiny treat here and there?”

“Here and there? You’ve been making fun of me ever since we met,” Nelson complained, his face becoming even redder. He took a deep breath and shook his head. “You know what? Forget it. Let’s go take my mind off everything.” Especially that swimsuit.

With a huge and satisfied smile, Cris followed the swimmer out of the changing room. “What first?”

“How about the wave pool?” Nelson suggested in a casual voice.

“Rejected,” Cris said at once. “You just wanna swim and sneak in some training.”

“You figured that out so fast.” He flashed a wry smile.

“I’d suggest the anaconda, but since I want the couple’s floater, you might not want to.”

“Why?”

“‘Cause I usually have an ulterior motive for that ride. I like to sit on the back and hug a hot guy. But you’d feel me poking you down there, so it might be hard. Literally,” Cris said with a serious expression, as if there was nothing wrong with what he was saying.

“Might be hard? It’s rejected!” Nelson screamed, getting many laughs from his manager. He ignored the stares they were attracting and turned around. “Let’s go to the stream pool first!”

***

After enjoying almost every attraction the park had to offer, they were exhausted. Nelson suggested the wave pool once again.

Cris only accepted after he made him promise he wouldn’t sneak in any practice.

“Today was so fun,” he said as they relaxed in the pool. The manmade waves came and went, making the floater go up and down without leaving its place.

“Yeah, I have to agree,” Nelson said, using his hand to spin the floater around languidly. “Can’t believe I never knew I can come here for free once a month. Whenever I don’t have a competition, I’m coming here for sure.”

“Remember to invite me.”

“It’s a date.”

He closed his eyes and breathed deeply, his mind drifting into sleep.

“Hey,” Cris’ voice came from somewhere far away.

Nelson tried to force himself to open his eyes, but it was too much effort. “What?”

“When we went on the water slide, did you get a boner too? I mean, hugging me from behind and all…”

When Nelson realized what his manager was asking, he opened his eyes and sat up on the floater, completely awake. “Do you really enjoy making fun of me that much?”

“I’m not! I felt something poking my butt at the time, so I was just wondering,” he said, pretending his question was just out of curiosity.

Behind that innocent expression, Nelson knew Cris was suppressing his mischievous smile. He reached out for his floater and turned it over.

Cris sunk into the water, but when he resurfaced, he was grinning.

“Why did you do that? Are you that afraid of finding out if you got a boner while hugging a guy dressed in a girl’s swimsuit? There’s nothing wrong with it. Especially when the guy is someone as cute as me, you know?”

Nelson stared at him for a second. Instead of a reply, he jumped in the water, grabbed Cris’ floater and swum away with both.

“Wait, give it back! I don’t like this pool. It’s too deep and my feet don’t touch the ground!”

Nelson ignored him. Even while holding onto both floaters, Cris didn’t catch up with him, laughing at his manager’s pleas. He only stopped when he heard the sound system.

“Dear guests, the park will be closing in half hour. Please, make sure you do not forget your possessions,” a female voice said twice.

“Guess we should get going.” Nelson pushed the floater to the owner, who looked relieved to have it back.

After he was back on the floater, Cris pointed to himself. “Guess again. I’m not a regular guest.”

Nelson smiled when he understood. “Aren’t you abusing your VIP power too much?”

“You’re loving it. Few people wouldn’t like being a VIP for a day.”

Before Nelson could reply, the waves became weaker and weaker until they stopped completely. If not for the downward slope bottom, the wave pool would be just like any other regular pool.

“Isn’t this like they’re throwing us out?” he said, watching as most people left the pool.

“Yeah. But it must be done.” Cris closed his eyes and enjoyed the last bit of sun still on the horizon. “I’m not in the mood to leave just yet though.”

Nelson looked around. A family left the water, and they were the last people in the pool. “How long is this pool?”

“I have no idea. I remember uncle saying something about wanting to train regular swimmers here, but I think grandma shot down the idea.”

“Hmm, that’s interesting,” he said without paying attention. I think it’s the right size.

“No,” Cris said right away, giving him a stern look. “I know what you’re thinking and no. I won’t allow you.”

“Just one lap, please?” Nelson begged his manager. “Let me swim just once. I’m itching for a good swim. Do you know how many months it’s been? I’m dying here, man. C’mon, just once? I need the water.”

“Why are you talking like a junkie? And didn’t we just spend the entire day in the water? There’s no reason for you to be itching for a good swim.”

“Please?”

“No.”

“Not doing this would be bad for my mental health.”

“Actually, it’s the opposite.” Cris looked him in the eyes, all the usual joy gone from his face. There was only the manager now. “The gap between your current and your former self is too vast. The reality of that will crush you.”

“I’m facing that reality anyway. Why not now, when it's just the two of us? This way no one else besides you gets to see my shocked face.” Nelson swam to his side. “Please?”

Cris blushed and averted his gaze. He moved around the floater to meet his eyes.

“Fine, fine! Damn it, I’m too weak against hot guys with cute eyes,” he mumbled the last part.

“Yes! Thanks, Cris. You’re the best manager ever.” Nelson beamed at his manager, who blushed a little more.

Despite the regret on his face, he followed Nelson to the edge of the pool. He got out of the water, rummaged through their things and found his phone. He turned to the swimmer, biting his lip. After a few seconds, he sighed. “Are you ready?”

Nelson closed his eyes, taking deep breaths. When he opened them, he could only see the other side. Bending his body, he touched the edge of the pool. “I’m ready.”

“Three, two, one… Go!” Cris said and started the timer on his phone.

At the same time, Nelson jumped back in the water, swimming as fast as he could without forcing his muscles. I missed this! Just fooling around in the water is fun, but this is the best!

He went to the other side and came back.

“How was it?” he asked the moment he got his head out of the water. His breathing was irregular, but he couldn’t stop smiling.

Cris, however, didn’t look at him. He kept quiet, his eyes fixed on his cellphone.

At once, Nelson knew there was something wrong. He let out a hollow chuckle, scratching his head. “Was it that bad?”

“Remember, you just got the okay from the doctors and you’re far from your former shape. You haven’t swum in months.” Cris held his phone closer to make sure Nelson didn’t see the screen. That worried expression only made it worse. “And you still need to recover your muscles before you can swim like before.”

“It’s worse than I imagined, huh?” Nelson pretended to be cool, but the mystery was consuming him. “Oh, well. That’s expected. Just let me see.”

With a deep breath, Cris turned the phone to him.

Despite being in the water, Nelson felt his body going cold. His mind went blank as he stared at the screen. He breathed in and out slowly, trying to digest the number.

He wasn’t just slower. He was 10 times worse than his worst lap before the accident.


Chapter 21

Nelson froze when he opened the door of his room. Instead of the usual empty hallway, he saw a familiar face.

“Good morning!” Cris said in a cheerful voice before he could say anything. Despite the dark circles under his eyes, his smile matched his tone.

“Morning,” Nelson replied in a dragged voice, rubbing his face, and suppressing a yawn.

“Did you have a bad night sleep?”

“Yeah, and by the looks of it, so did you.” He locked the door and headed to the elevator with his manager by his side. “What are you doing here so early? I know you’re not jogging with me.”

“I’m here to follow you and make sure you don’t do anything stupid like running too much thinking it’d help after yesterday.” There wasn’t a single hint of shame in Cris’ voice or expression.

“There’s no way I’d do that.”

“Good, good. You were so quiet on the ride back yesterday, I was afraid you’d freak out ‘cause of that silly lap time.”

“I wouldn’t do that.”

“Then there’s no problem with me tagging along to keep an eye on you!” Cris said with another bright smile, despite his exhausted face as they waited for the elevator.

Nelson knew his manager would do something like that. There’s no way he wouldn’t worry after that. But there’s no reason to be so blunt. Despite the turmoil inside his head, the idea of Cris worrying about him made him smile. He brushed those feelings aside though. I can’t afford to waste any time. Not after yesterday.

They said nothing more as they walked out of the boy’s dormitory and headed to the park inside the club. While Cris yawned, rubbed his eyes and stole some glances at him from time to time, Nelson stretched and warmed-up like always. It took longer than it should have. He kept losing count and repeating a few warm-ups he already did over and over without noticing.

Damn it. I need to focus. After breathing deeply a couple times, he cleared his mind and was ready. Only then he realized that Cris, despite wearing workout clothes, was sitting on the bench and hadn’t warmed-up to jog at all.

“Don’t give me that look. I told you, I’m here to watch you,” he said, pointing two fingers to his eyes and then at Nelson.

“You said you came to follow me,” he said, flashing a weak smile. “How can you follow me from that bench?”

“Yes, to follow you with my eyes,” Cris said the last part with a grin. “I like this way much better.”

Nelson let out a weak chuckle and shook his head.

“Always with a quick answer.” And I appreciate that, he thought but kept that to himself. “Then, please, follow me with your eyes. Hope you don’t find it boring just sitting here. Feel free to join me anytime.”

“Thanks, but hell no. I’m not a weirdo like you athletes. Besides, watching a hot guy sweat is much more enjoyable for me.”

Nelson chuckled again. With one last warm-up, he jogged.

This feels weird, he thought after the first lap, glancing at the bench where his manager was sitting. From the moment he started, he could feel Cris’ eyes on him. I don’t know why but it feels weird when he looks at me like that. It’s not like when a friend is worried about you, or like a guy checking on me either. It’s more like… A parent making sure their kid doesn’t screw up, Nelson realized, picking up the pace a little.

Thanks for that, Cris. I appreciate it, I really do, but c’mon, it’s not like I’m a kid. Besides, why would you stop me if I ran a little more than usual? You saw my time yesterday. I didn’t stretch, warm-up or anything, but still, 10 times my worst lap!? Even after the accident, I shouldn’t be that bad. If the higher-ups hear about this, I’m screwed.

Wait. Cris could’ve already told them. He might be my friend, but he’s an employee of the club. Not to mention a member of the Prado Maranhão family. I already have to win the next municipal tournament but now with the extra pressure.

Wait, I’m being stupid. It’s still the same. The only thing that’s changed is now I know I’m much worse than I dreaded. He shook his head and cleaned the sweat off his eyes, picking up the pace a bit more.

The pressure was always there. An Olympic level athlete like me must win any local and minor tournament with ease. Anything other than that is a failure. But with a lap like that, can I win? If I had more time, maybe. But the transition to the pool will take a while. How much time do I have to prepare? Will it be enough?

If my ex and I hadn’t slept in late that day, we wouldn’t have caught that taxi and got into that accident. We had a lot of fun the previous night and because of that, my world changed.

When Nelson came to, Cris was in the middle of the tracks.

He blinked and slowed down a bit to change his direction. He would have avoided the collision if his manager hadn’t jumped and grabbed him. They fell together, rolled out of the tracks and Cris wrapped his arms around him.

“What are you doing?” Nelson complained as he tried to get rid of him.

“Apparently, getting on top. And to be honest, I don’t dislike this position,” he said in his usual carefree tone.

Nelson’s anger didn’t vanish with the joke. “Stop kidding around! You know it’s dangerous to get on the tracks like that. Are you hurt?”

“Oh, please. I’ve had rougher sex than this.” Cris stood up and patted the dust off himself.

“Good for you. But I could’ve gotten hurt,” Nelson complained, not bothering to hide the anger in his voice as he massaged his arm and stood up. “What did you do that for?”

“’Cause you were overthinking things, as usual,” he said bluntly.

“I wasn’t.”

“Stop lying. You were running instead of jogging.” Cris lost all trace of fun and amusement and became serious.

Nelson kept quiet and looked away. It was hard to keep looking at him when he knew his manager was right.

“Do you have any idea how many laps you’ve already done?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know, thirty?”

“Sixty.” Cris put a hand on Nelson’s chin and forced him to look into his eyes.

He got rid of the hand and looked away. “I can still do more.”

“Maybe, maybe not. We’ll never find out.”

“Yeah? And why is that?” Nelson looked at him with a defiant expression.

“‘Cause I won’t let you,” he said in his cheerful tone.

Before he could do anything, Cris grabbed Nelson’s arm, turned around, pressed his hips against him, and threw him over his shoulder.

Without understanding what was happening, Nelson saw the morning sky and then saw himself with his face against the grass. Before he could stand, Cris sat on his back, pressed his legs on his sides and held his arm so it hurt whenever he tried to move.

“Ouch! Stop that!” Despite the pain, he tried to get rid of his grip, but he couldn’t put any strength into his arm. How can someone so small be so strong? “Let me go!”

“Not until you calm down and listen to me,” Cris warned, twisting his arm a little more. Nelson stopped moving, taking deep breaths to withstand the pain. “Good boy.”

“Now will you get off me?” He tried, but he couldn’t keep the anger from his voice.

“No.”

Even pinned on the ground, he saw Cris’ smile. “That’s not what you promised!”

“I said I’ll let you go when you calm down and listen to me. Now, be a good boy.” Cris released some of his strength when Nelson relaxed a little. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“You’re enjoying this way too much!”

“Yeah, can’t deny that,” he chuckled. “Though I prefer the other way, I don’t dislike having a man pinned down between my legs.”

“Good for you!”

“If you want me to get off, just calm down and tell me what’s on your mind,” Cris repeated calmly.

“You already know,” Nelson mumbled, turning his face away.

“I still wanna hear it from you.”

He let out a frustrated grunt and exhaled through his nose a few times.

“Until yesterday, I thought everything would be fine if I work hard, but after yesterday…” Before he realized it, he had lost all strength in his body. “I need to make up for the time I lost whenever I can. Even if it’s only a little.”

“That’s exactly what I thought. Almost word by word.” Cris sighed and showed a gentle smile when Nelson looked at him. “You can’t make up for the time like this. If you don’t take care of yourself, you might end up ruining everything. In the worst case, for good.”

“I know, but I need to do something! I can’t just wait around without doing anything!” He couldn’t stop his tears. He pressed his face against the grass to hide them from Cris.

“Nelson, I have no idea how frustrating it must be for you.” He loosened all his strength on his arm. “Even so, I won’t let you destroy everything you’ve been fighting for,” he said in a firm voice.

With shame filling him, Nelson closed his eyes. He’s right.

“Thanks for stopping me,” he said in a muffled voice after he finished crying.

“Any time you need.” Cris lit up.

Despite his words, he didn’t get off Nelson.

“Okay, now you’ll get off me?”

“In a minute. Being on top is rare for me,” Cris said, adjusting his position. “It’s kinda nice. Gives me a feeling of power. Maybe I should try being on top one of these days.”

“Wait a minute…” When Cris adjusted his position, Nelson felt something. “That thing pressing against my back, is that what I am thinking?”

“It’s not my fault. I’m a healthy boy. Anyone would have the same reaction.” He averted his eyes as if embarrassed.

Nelson tried to move, and the manager let him this time. When he stood, Cris fell on the ground and landed on his butt, laughing.

“It’s my phone, you idiot,” he said, pulling his phone from the pocket of his shorts.

Nelson had no reaction, then he laughed and offered a hand. Cris took it and stood up with a smile.

“Where did you learn how to do that?”

“What?” Cris patted the leaves and grass off his clothes.

“Throwing me like that. Was it Judo?” Nelson cleaned the dirt off his shirt as best he could.

“Yup. Sometimes between two guys,” he bumped his indexes pretending they were swords. “Things can get rough, and a little force is required, especially to bring a guy to bed,” he mumbled the last part loud enough for Nelson to hear.

“I don’t know how to react.”

Cris laughed. “I’m kidding! You know I like it a little rough, but there are a few guys who get too rough. With Judo, I can overpower them.”

“That sounds scary.”

“What’s scary about being cute and strong?” Cris tilted his head, beaming.

“Nothing.” Nelson blushed, and he looked away, scratching his chin. “You know you sound way too narcissistic when you say stuff like that?”

“There’s nothing I can do. I can’t deny the truth.”

Nelson opened his mouth to reply but only a chuckle came out. “Yeah, I can’t either.”

His smile is too cute. Before he realized what he was doing, his hand was on his manager’s cheek.

Cris looked at the hand and then at him, his face a wild shade of red as they gazed into each other’s eyes.

What the hell am I doing? Nelson’s heart thumped louder as he tried to think of an excuse.

“This,” he said, pulling a twig from Cris’ hair.

“Thanks.” He ran his hand through his long black hair to make sure there was nothing else. Even after he finished, his face was still red. “Long hair is a pain to take care of, but I like mine a lot.”

“Yeah. It’s beautiful.”

They kept quiet for a while, both averting their eyes.

“H-hey, it’s almost time for my first session and I need to eat something first,” Nelson said when the silence had gone on for too long.

“Yeah, let’s go,” Cris said in a low voice, still not meeting his eyes.

Nelson turned around but he hadn’t taken three steps when something climbed on his back. Then two arms wrapped around his neck and two legs around his waist.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m tired and sleepy. I woke early again just for you. Carry me to the cafeteria,” Cris said in a spoiled voice, burying his face in the swimmer’s back.

Nelson turned his head in disbelief. “No way. You’re heavy.”

“I’m not! I’m barely over 45 kilos,” he said defensively.

“That’s heavy for me! Especially to carry all the way to the cafeteria. Besides, didn’t you just tell me to not overdo it?”

“You’re an athlete. There’s no way the featherweight me can be considered overdoing it.”

“I’m a swimmer, not a weightlifter.”

“What you are is a really rude swimmer, you know that?” Cris put more strength into his arms. Nelson tapped him trice.

“Fine, fine, you win,” he said, putting his arms under his manager’s legs and adjusting him.

As Nelson walked, he felt a light breathing behind him. Can’t believe he fell asleep. Well, he did say he wasn’t a morning person, and yet he woke up early just for me these past few days. His heart pounded faster, and his cheeks became red again.

“I didn’t tell dad,” Cris said after a while. His voice was so low Nelson was sure he was half-sleeping.

“Tell him what?”

“About yesterday. About your lap time.”

“You didn’t?”

“No.” Cris shifted his head and rested his cheek against Nelson’s back. “I’m here to help you. Telling anyone about that wouldn’t help.”

Nelson blushed as he smiled. Glad he can’t see my face now. “Thanks.”

There was no reply. He fell asleep again.

Though it was faint, Nelson could feel Cris’ heart. Only then he realized how light his manager was. He’s so light and small. Carrying him like this, he seems so frail.

But if not for him, I’d be a mess. If not for him, I would be…

I can carry him, but he’s the one pushing me forward.

Nelson walked to the cafeteria, hearing Cris’ heart.


Chapter 22

“Are you really gonna do that?” Nelson asked, stopping the fork midway to his mouth to look at Cris.

“Yes!” he answered with a bright smile.

“Join me in my session?”

“Yep!”

“Just to keep an eye on me?”

“That’s right!”

“Even though you know a professional, one of your relatives will be there by my side all the time, so there’s no chance of me getting all worked up again?”

“The word you’re looking for is freaking out. And yes!”

“You know it’ll be boring for you?”

“Yes!”

All this time, the smile hadn’t left Cris’ face. Nelson opened his mouth to say something else but he blushed and averted his eyes instead.

“Thanks,” he mumbled, focusing on his breakfast again. Through the corner of his eye, he saw his manager’s smile growing.

“You’re welcome!” Cris exclaimed in an energetic voice, despite how tired he looked.

Those are some dark circles under his eyes, Nelson thought, the guilt stabbing him. If I hadn’t freaked out because of my lap yesterday, he wouldn’t worry and wake early today too. I rely on him too much.

“I mean it. Thanks for everything, and sorry about before,” he mumbled again, doing his best to look only at his food. But his curiosity was too much, and he was soon sneaking a peek at his manager.

Though Nelson could still see, Cris was suppressing his smile and was tilting his head with an intrigued expression.

“You’re sorry for what exactly?”

Damn it. He knows what I’m talking about, but he’s gonna make me say it anyway. “For freaking out on the tracks.”

Cris’ intrigued expression turned into a grin.

“Ah, you were talking about that? No problem at all. Just doing my job. But it’s hard to call it a job when I get to sit on top of a hot guy,” he said, his grin becoming sly.

Nelson couldn’t help but smile. No Cris, you’re not just doing your job. You’re doing much more, he wanted to say but kept quiet.

I’ve never seen a manager care so much for their athlete. It’s rare for a manager to have this much contact with them actually. Normally the relationship is restrained to informing the schedule, answer calls regarding publicity which is passed to the club, organizing the materials during competition and a few other assistant-like things.

But for me, Cris is much more than just my manager. He’s…

What is he to me?

“Yeah, I needed some tough love but there was no need to throw me down like that,” Nelson complained after a while, rubbing his back where Cris had sat. His fingers stopped where he felt a bulge, which turned out to be a smartphone and pulled his hand right away.

“Oh, no, no, no. That’s where you’re wrong, my dear athlete. That was totally necessary, not just fun.” Cris chuckled and smiled with a condescending expression. “Every time you do something stupid or go off the right path, I’ll be there to put you between my legs and be on top of you.”

“Don’t say it in the worst way possible!” Nelson said in a hushed voice, looking around to make sure no one had heard his manager.

That only made Cris laugh.

“You’re still worried about others overhearing us?” he said in the same hushed whisper to mock him. “If it’s because of your reputation, I have something to tell you.”

He leaned closer and gestured Nelson to do the same with a finger. With suspicion and another glance around, he leaned forward over his food.

“If you’re really worried about that, you shouldn’t eat so many bananas. Everyone thinks you like to put a banana in your mouth more than me,” he whispered.

Nelson leaned back in his seat right away, his face red. “This is for my body! Bananas are a great source of potassium and good for your body!”

“I completely agree with you.” Cris looked at him with mischief written all over his face. “I have a lot of bananas myself. But I don’t remember them tasting of potassium. Not even yours.”

Nelson blushed and tried to stop a nervous laugh. He failed and had to cover his mouth to muffle himself.

“You’re really like your cousin. You enjoy making people feel uncomfortable,” he added under Cris’ confused expression. That got rid of the manager’s smile.

“I’m just saying, I like to eat bananas too, just a little different from the ones you’re used to. But I never took a bite of one. Actually, I did, but it was only once. The guy became too arrogant after I started so I got annoyed.” He laughed at Nelson’s expression of disbelief. “Don’t worry. I’d never bite yours. It would be a shame to do that,” he added in a sly whisper and licking his lips.

Nelson widened his eyes and without realizing, he pressed his legs closer.

“When will you stop talking about that?” he asked in a low voice after checking if anyone was listening to their conversation again.

“Maybe when you stop reacting like this,” Cris said, not bothering to hide his grin. “Oh, c’mon. It’s not my fault. If it stops being so much fun to tease you, I might stop.”

“Yeah, well, that wasn’t something that happens every day to me. So, I can’t help but react like this.”

Cris chuckled and smiled. “Well, then there are only two ways to fix that problem, young man. The first is for you to stop thinking of me getting on my knees as something special. Just treat it like a guy helping another with his mouth. Or better yet, treat it like a manager helping his athlete.”

Nelson stared at him with a blank expression. “What’s the other option?”

Cris’ smile became sly so fast he didn’t have time to regret. “So, you’re interested in the fun option, huh? I had a hunch.”

He leaned forward, asking silently for Nelson’s ear. I’m gonna regret this, he knew. Even so, he pressed his lips, looked around and leaned closer.

“The fun option is for me to suck you dry every day until you get used to it. Then you’ll stop reacting like you’re about to do now,” Cris whispered.

Nelson leaned back on his seat so fast he almost fell backwards. He rubbed his ear, still feeling the warmth of Cris’ breath. Before he could stop himself, the memories of that night, of what happened in the locker room, came back. His face became red and the blood flowed to between his legs.

“I take it you’re considering my offer?” Cris asked, trying and failing to suppress his enjoyment. When Nelson opened and closed his mouth several times with no sound coming from him, he burst into laughter. “See? Your reactions are the best.”

Nelson was about to reply, but before he could, his manager yawned and laid on his arms.

“Wake me up when you finish eating,” he said in a sleepy voice. “Don’t try to ditch me here, I know where you live.”

“You’re not eating anything?”

“I don’t usually have breakfast. It’s rare for me to be up so early.” It was the last thing he said before falling asleep.

Nelson’s anger and embarrassment vanished as he watched his manager.

There’s no way I can get mad at him, not when I look at him sleeping so peacefully like that. How can so many lewd things come from such cute face?

When he realized what he was thinking, the swimmer focused on his food. But no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t stop himself from watching Cris’ sleeping face, his heart pounding faster.


Chapter 23

“No… stop that,” Nelson said, shaking his head. He tried to push Cris away from him, but he was out of his reach. “Don’t you dare.”

Cris looked at him with a blank expression. Then, slowly, a mischievous smile appeared on his lips as he raised his left hand. He twisted his fingers in a creepy way and then closed all but the index.

“Poke,” he said, jabbing Nelson’s calf several times. “Poke, poke.”

He gritted his teeth, but it wasn’t enough to stop the grunts of agony. He smashed his fist against the pillow a few times. It made no difference. “Ah, damn it! Stop it! That hurts more than it looks!”

Cris laughed, not bothering to hide how much fun he was having. He spun on the wheeled stool, grinning like a kid.

“You’re enjoying this way too much,” Nelson complained when the pain lessened a little.

“Can’t help it. My aunt ordered me to check where the muscle is more sensitive. Poke,” he said when he stopped spinning, using both index fingers to jab both calves at the same time.

“Ah, shit! That hurts!” Nelson was reaching his limit but did his best to endure it. “There’ll be payback for this, remember!”

“Oh?” Cris jabbed the swimmer with more strength, twisting the finger. “Payback, you say? What are you gonna do? Poke me back?”

“Yeah, I just might!”

His smile became sly at once. He pulled his hand back and came close to Nelson’s ear. “I’d love that. I’ll even mark on my calendar, so I won’t forget. But instead of your fingers, I want you to poke me with your delicious banana,” he whispered.

The reaction was instantaneous. Nelson blushed and buried his head on the pillow to hide his face. He still heard a laugh. A moment later, he was poked again.

“How is it, Cris?” the doctor asked when she walked back to the room with a cup of water.

“Aunt, as you can see, it’s really fun,” he covered his mouth and pretended to cough, poking Nelson with the free hand. “I mean, both legs are still very sensitive, especially the calves.”

She turned to the tablet, nodding, and humming occasionally.

The lack of words only made Nelson more anxious. Please, let the results show more improvement, please, he prayed in his heart. During the past week, he had been working with her to regenerate the muscles.

“Based on the last exams and that high sensitivity, it means the muscles are regenerating faster than we expected,” she said with a smile somewhat similar to Cris gentle one.

Despite the pain, Nelson’s face lit up. He tried to tone down the excitement in his voice, but it was impossible. “Does that mean that I…”

“Yes. It’s sooner than we expected, but you’re officially back. You can get back to the pool tomorrow.”

“Yes!” he beamed, closing his fist and shaking it in triumph. “Finally.”

“Are you sure, aunt? It’s only been a week since he started the muscles regeneration,” Cris said, not joining in the joy. “Wasn’t it at least two weeks? Can he really go back to the pools so soon?”

“I understand your concern, but thanks to that scrum system you set, we could create a more dynamic regime. Thanks to that, we even found out he needed that little spine alignment. I never expected that system would speed up the process this much. I’m actually thinking of updating the entire medical department with the scrum method after a few more tests.”

Cris sighed in relief, his face relaxing. “I’m so glad it somehow helped on this project,” he said, poking Nelson again.

“Hey, don’t treat people like a project,” Nelson complained. Despite the words, his smile still hadn’t left his lips.

Cris looked at him and then closed his eyes, smiling too. “Sorry. You’re right. I’m so glad that system helped on this talking project,” he said to his aunt.

“Hey!”

The doctor laughed and put the tablet on the table, texting someone on her phone. “Instead of complaining, you should be thanking him, Nelson.”

“Yeah. How are you gonna thank me for this?” Cris asked, dragging the stool to her side. He turned to Nelson in a position his aunt couldn’t see his face, nor his sly smile. “Will you poke me someday?”

Before he could reply, the doctor’s phone rang, interrupting their conversation. She read the text.

“As you think of how you’re gonna thank my nephew, I have some orders for you, Nelson. I texted your results to your coach. Even though he’s not here today, he wants you to swim a little. But don’t, and these are his words, not mine, overdo it.”

“The coach’s not here today?” Nelson repeated, ignoring the last part. Like you’d let me overdo it, anyway.

“He went with his wife to the ultrasound. I think they’ll find out the sex of the baby today. He said he’ll send the instructions to you when he can, Cris.”

“Roger that,” he said, bringing his hand to his head as if saluting.

“Please, don’t let him exaggerate his training,” she begged her nephew. “I don’t wanna see him here anytime soon.”

“Why don’t you say that to me? Do I have a reputation for overworking?” Nelson complained. Both members of the Prado Maranhão family turned to him.

“Shh, talking project. The grownups are talking.” Cris said, poking him once more.

“Stop that!” He gritted his teeth, but it still wasn’t enough for him to withstand the pain. “Ah, damn it, doctor! Why did you have to ask a sadist to check my muscles?”

Cris laughed as Nelson suffered. “Complain all you want, but we all know you love having me around. That means you love having a sadist around you. Which means you’re a masochist.”

“Shut up! I am not!”

He laughed again and brought his head close to Nelson’s ear. “We’re a perfect match for each other,” he whispered, his cheeks a shade of red.


Chapter 24

After changing into his swimsuit, Nelson closed his eyes. Breathing deep, he opened them and stared at his reflection.

Yes. This feels right. I look my best in this, he thought, trying to suppress his smile. It was too hard. No matter how much he pressed his lips, the smile simply wanted to come out. How long has it been since I wore this?

“Are you done, or do you still need more time to admire yourself half-naked?” Cris shouted from outside the locker room. “I totally get it. I’d be admiring myself if I had a hot body like yours too. Actually, if I had your body, I’d be using it to hook up with other hot guys.”

“Why are you rambling more than usual?” Nelson laughed as he turned around to admire himself from all sides. The clothes felt tighter in some places.

“Because you’ve been in there forever. C’mon, I wanna check you out too. I mean, we don’t have all day. Let’s go already.”

With one last look at his reflection, Nelson left the locker room, ready for his first training in a pool after long and hard months.

Cris was waiting on the other side of the door. He once again wore the Brazilian delegation jacket that was too big and prevented others from seeing if he was wearing something underneath it or not.

“Finally. I was worried you’d become shy or something,” he said the moment Nelson appeared. He circled him, nodding, and humming in approval. “Nice body. Is showing me this your way of rewarding me?”

“Maybe,” Nelson grinned. “But I remember you saying something about not being satisfied with only hot shirtless guys.”

“You’re damn right about that. It’s not enough just to look.” They both smiled as the silence grew. Then Cris noticed Nelson sneaking glances at his jacket. At once, his embarrassed expression changed into a sly smile. “Are you interested in what’s underneath my jacket?”

Nelson averted his eyes, his cheeks red. “I’m not falling for the trick, not again,” he muttered. “I bet you’re just wearing the same Japanese school swimsuit, aren’t you?”

Those words only made Cris’ sly grin widen. “You say you’re not falling, but all I hear is that you’re interested in what I’m wearing. Good, good. It might lead you to other things.”

“Like what?” he asked before he could stop himself.

“Like becoming interested in taking my clothes off.”

“No comment,” Nelson replied, still not looking at him directly, his cheeks even redder.

Cris chuckled and walked to stand before him, pulling the zipper down and opening his jacket. “Too bad you’re not interested.”

Underneath it, he wore a green polka dot bikini full of frills. On the lower part, there was a mini skirt that hid his manhood, though it was too short on the back and hid nothing of his round and firm cute butt.

Nelson reacted at once. His face flushed and he looked anywhere but at his manager.

“You’re gonna hurt your neck if you keep looking away like that,” Cris said, not bothering to hide his enjoyment.

“Why are you not wearing that Japanese school swimsuit?” Nelson spoke in a fast and high-pitched voice, looking at his manager through the corner of the eye.

Instead of being amused by the question, he sighed and shook his head in disappointment. “Even though I bought this cute bikini because it shows more skin, you prefer the school swimsuit. I can’t believe you’re more of a pervert than I thought. I don’t mind at all though. Just so you know, lots of straight guys prefer me wearing something like this.”

“I never said that,” Nelson said in a hurry. “I’m not interested in your swimsuit at all!”

“So, you prefer me naked?”

“I didn’t say that! I’m not interested in whatever swimsuit you wear!”

“Is that so?” Cris came even closer, standing inches away from the swimmer. “Then why won’t you look me in the eyes and say that?”

With his face still red, Nelson couldn’t look away anymore and faced his manager. The frills on the skirt managed to hide the bulge on his crotch, and on the top, it created the illusion of a small breast. If he didn’t know Cris was a guy, he would certainly think he was a girl. And a really cute one! And lewd!

“So? What do you think?” he asked, taking a step back to twirl around. “Which do you prefer?”

“I-I don’t have a preference,” Nelson mumbled, averting his eyes again.

“Is that so?” Cris pouted. “Then I prefer to not tell you what the coach planned for you.”

“What? That’s not fair!”

“I guess so. But I hold all the power, so tell me which you prefer. The bikini or the Japanese swimsuit?” he asked with a triumphant smile.

Nelson bit his lip. I really can’t resist him at all. “Didn’t you promise you wouldn’t tease me?”

“I’m not teasing. We’ve spent so much time together the past week, I’m curious which you prefer. Me wearing this bikini, or the Japanese school swimsuit. That’s all.”

Cris was so close he could feel the warmth emanating from him. That smile, which could either be gentle or sly, was too eager waiting for an answer from the blushing athlete.

Nelson gulped and took a step back, but his manager closed the distance at once. His cheeks became even warmer. He sweated a little as he became cornered between Cris and a wall of the indoor pool.

“I just need one word,” he whispered, taking another step. He pressed his slim body against the swimmer, running a finger down the abs he liked to mention whenever he could. “Don’t make me beg.”

Nelson felt a jolt the instant he was touched. It made him tickle and his heart thumped faster. But it was nothing compared to what that touch did to his blood, making it rush where it shouldn’t. So close to each other, Cris would notice any reaction down there right away.

“The Japanese school swimsuit!” he shouted before that happened.

“Good boy.” Cris took a step back and grinned, reaching out to pat him on the head.

Nelson couldn’t tell if that was the gentle or the sly smile. Probably both, he thought, his heart still beating faster. To his luck, the blood was coming back to the right place. Thank goodness he didn’t notice my boner. If he did that again, there’s no way I could concentrate today. Or tomorrow.

Before everything settled for good, Cris pulled him by the shoulder to whisper in his ear. “I’ll keep your preferences in mind whenever I wanna cheer you up.”

Nelson’s face became an alarming shade of red again, his heart pounding louder. He placed a hand on his ear and looked at his manager, trying to say something, but no words came from him.

“Why are you teasing me like this?” he managed to ask.

“To help take your mind off the fact that today’s your first real training after so long,” Cris answered with a huge smile.

“Thanks. But that’s not an excuse,” Nelson mumbled, trying to suppress his smile as he looked away.

Cris chuckled and led him to the edge of the pool by the hand. “Did it work?”

Nelson focused on that smile for a while and closed his eye before turning to the pool. With a deep breath, he opened them and looked at the blue and still waters. At once he realized he should be overwhelmed by finally getting back, or at least something similar. But now, as it happened many times in the past week he spent with his manager, all he could think about was Cris by his side.

“Well?” he asked in an eager voice.

“A little,” Nelson muttered. Before Cris could say anything, he jumped into the water.

Nelson swam a little in a straight line, feeling the weight of the water whenever he swung his arms. The familiar sensation was wonderful. I missed this.

“I hate to stop you when you’re having so much fun, but how about we start the real training?” Cris shouted from the other edge of the pool. “Or do you just wanna fool around?”

“Can’t I do this a little more?” he asked, swimming back to him.

Cris showed a gentle smile. “You’ve been doing it for fifteen minutes.”

Nelson blinked and cleaned the water off his face.

“I have? I didn’t even notice the time.”

“If you wanna keep swimming like this, I can make sure the coach never finds out.”

“Is that something my manager should be saying?” Nelson asked with a wry smile.

“It’ll be our little secret.” Cris showed another smile. A different one, one that made Nelson’s heart skip a beat.


Chapter 25

“You really enjoy tempting me, don’t you?” Nelson said to take the attention away from him, waiting for his heart to go back to normal. “To stray me away from the path of righteousness.”

“I’m not gonna lie, that is fun,” Cris said. “But you’re the one who gets tempted by another boy. What does that say about you?”

Nelson closed his eyes, took a deep breath and got out of the pool. “Thanks for the offer but I think it’s best if I train. It’s been so long, and the next competition is in a month.”

Cris sighed and dropped his shoulders. “I can’t believe this. I could’ve sworn you’d get tempted, since you’re a masochist and all.”

“I’m not. I’m as far from a masochist as a person can be,” Nelson said defensively. “And if I were one, and again, I’m not, wouldn’t it mean you’re a sadist?”

Cris considered that for a moment. A second later, his smile was back, and his cheeks became a shade of red. “All I’m hearing is that we’re a perfect match for each other.”

“So, what has the coach prepared for me today?” Nelson asked, blushing, trying to change the subject as fast as he could.

Cris checked his phone for a few seconds, humming.

“It’s a lot for your first day back. What’s the coach thinking?” he mumbled to himself. He shook his head and showed Nelson the phone. “This is what the coach set up for you today. Apparently, it’s just a light routine to warm you up, though I can’t see anything ‘light’ in all this.”

Nelson blinked a couple of times and read it again just to make sure he hadn’t misread.

“This can’t be. It’s pretty much what I was doing before the accident. I want to get back as soon as possible, but there’s no way I can do that on the first day back!” He couldn’t hide the panic in his voice. Cris didn’t report my lap time to anyone, but there’s no way he can do it again. The coach will wanna see.

“Oh, wait. You’re right, this is the wrong one. Silly me,” Cris said, widening his eyes as he looked at his phone again. When Nelson calmed down, he saw the smile behind his lips. “I must’ve downloaded it and somehow I mixed them up. So sorry.”

Nelson stared at him with a blank face, feeling his panic leaving him. “You did it on purpose just to see me get nervous.”

“I’d never do that.” Despite hiding his face behind the phone, his fake innocent voice gave it all away.

“Acting isn’t one of your skills. Thank God for that,” Nelson mumbled the last part loud enough for Cris to hear.

“That’s your opinion. And it’s wrong.”

“How can an opinion be wrong?”

They looked at each other in silence for a moment, then laughed at the same time.

“Here’s the real routine.” Cris showed him his phone again.

Nelson stared at his manager before looking at the screen. “A little hard for someone who’s literally getting back today. But I liked it. I wouldn’t want anything easy. The coach knows me.”

He was already turning to the pool when Cris placed a hand on his stomach.

“Wow, so firm,” he said, staring at his belly, his mouth slightly open. He was lost for words until he shook his head. “Damn, you’re so hot. Before you get your hopes up, you’re not supposed to swim at full speed. Coach’s direct orders.”

“Huh? That doesn’t make any sense. Why make me do all this then?”

“He said he wants to check if you have a specialty.”

“Huh?” The confusion was plain on Nelson’s face.

“Since you don’t have much time left until the end of your contract, the coach said it’s best for you to focus on only one style. This way it will improve your chances of getting to the World Championship.”

“Ah.” Nelson felt his enthusiasm leaving him. “Now I get it.”

Before the accident, he trained every style without focusing on any in particular. Thanks to his efforts, he was a well-rounded swimmer who could compete in anything. However, his coach didn’t like that.

A jack of all trades, master of none, the coach used to say. I was good enough to get in the Olympics in most modality, but perhaps not enough to win a gold medal in any.

“Oh, knowing that makes you sad?” Cris asked, more curious than sympathetic.

Nelson sighed as he looked at that cute face. “If it did, shouldn’t you be a little more sensitive to your swimmer? I’m frailer than you think.”

“Sorry, but it’s not my style,” he said, grinning.

“I know. And I like that a lot about you.”

Cris blushed and kept quiet. When Nelson realized what he had said, he walked to the starting block, his face a wild shade of red. He stood on the cement block, taking deep breaths, focusing on the water before him to ignore the gaze coming from his manager.

“I’m ready!” he shouted louder than he wanted.

“Okay… Go!” Cris screamed, pressing the screen of the phone the moment he jumped into the water.

Nelson felt the familiar impact of his whole weight against the water. He smiled for a second before moving his legs and arms to push himself to the other side of the pool.

At that moment, he couldn’t think of anything else but his joy for finally getting back. His anxiety because he might not recover his past form was gone. His fears of the club not renewing his contract vanished. The way Cris made him feel from time to time and all the pain and bad thoughts during his rehabilitation, everything was gone.

Right now, there was only him and the water.

When Nelson was about to reach the other side, he did a flip turn. I’m not supposed to give my all. He pulled back his strength a little when he pushed the wall with his feet. The moment the push was about to disappear, he swung his arms, dislocating the water, getting faster and faster. He reached the other side, touched the wall, stopped and rose his head out of the water.

Cris was there, waiting for him with a smile. “Do you wanna see your time?”

Nelson looked between him and the phone. For a second, the memory of when they went to the water park a week ago, when he saw his time and felt a punch in his gut. He shook his head to both answer and dismiss the memories.

“Later,” he said, getting out of the water to stand on the starting block again.

“Ok,” Cris said with a gentle smile. “Get ready… Go!”

Nelson pushed his legs the moment he heard the scream. This time, he went to the other side and back four times, panting as he got out of the water. “How was it?” he asked through pattered breaths.

The moment he saw Cris’ worried face, he knew he wouldn’t like the answer.

“Wait!” He raised his hand. “If I hear that, will it affect my training?”

“Yes,” Cris answered in a low voice.

“Then leave it for later.”

His worries seemed to vanish. “Don’t be so determined. It’s manly so I might fall in love with you,” he said, averting his eyes as if embarrassed. Then he shook his head. “It’s not the time to tease you. Next is backstroke.”

“Got it.” Nelson got out of the pool to stand on the starting block for the third time.

Cris shouted and timed whenever he went to the other side of the pool and back. After he was done with the backstrokes, it was butterfly. Then breaststroke.

By the time Nelson began the last lap of the schedule the coach had set, he was exhausted. Before, this wasn’t anywhere near enough to tire him. Even so, he forced himself to finish. Even if the time sucks, I’ll finish this! He screamed to himself, drawing forces from where he didn’t know.

The moment he touched the wall, he opened his eyes to see a pair of legs right before him. He raised his head above the surface and found himself looking at Cris’ crotch. Nelson blushed and looked up right away, so fast it hurt his neck a little.

“What are…” He trailed off after seeing his manager’s serious expression. “Is it that bad?”

Cris stared at the screen in silence for a long time, pressing his lips. Then he sighed and showed the phone to Nelson. “See it for yourself.”

The app he used gave the best time, the worst, the average and a few other bits of information. All of which made Nelson drop his shoulders.

“It is that bad.” He showed a wry smile. He took a deep breath and exhaled through his mouth slowly, throwing water on his face. “It’s nothing to get upset about. It’s expected. All I can do is work harder.”

“Nelson…”

“Ah, damn. I can’t fight math. Guess that’s why I was always bad at it,” he said with a meager smile.

Cris chuckled. “I’m surprised you’re not freaking out about it. Guess I was worrying for nothing.”

“You almost sound disappointed I’m not freaking out,” Nelson joked again. “For your information, I don’t want you twisting my arm and sitting on me again. It really hurt.”

“Too bad. I was hoping to go beyond that someday soon,” Cris murmured, blushing. “There’s still the matter of my reward.”

“I’m afraid to ask what you want.” Nelson averted his eyes but was soon looking at his manager again. How can a guy look so cute dressed as a girl?

“You’re right. Best if you don’t know. You’d be shocked.” Cris let out a mischievous laugh. “To be honest, I thought you’d get all nervous and dejected after seeing your timing. But, to your luck, there was no need to do what I’d planned.”

“I’m slightly curious but my fear of the answer is bigger…” Nelson trailed off, making sure he kept his head raised. His neck was starting to hurt, but he didn’t lower it. If he did, he would look right where Cris’ bulge was. Why does it feel like it’s calling me?

“Do you know why I’m sitting here like this?” Cris asked, his voice playful.

“Again, I’m afraid to ask.” Nelson wanted to avert his eyes, but there was nowhere safe he could look. He’s got slender legs and thick thighs. They look so smooth. How would it feel if those thighs were pressed against my head?

As the thought crossed his mind, he felt the blood flowing somewhere it shouldn’t.

Cris flashed a sly smile. “In case you freaked out, I’d lock your head between my legs.”

Nelson did his best to ignore the image forming in his head. “Ah, well. Good thing I didn’t freak out, right?”

“I guess.” Cris put the phone down. “Ah, screw it. I wanna do it.”

The next second, he wrapped his legs around Nelson’s neck, pulling him closer before he could even think about reacting.

Nelson touched Cris’ crotch for a second. When he breathed, he smelled his manager’s scent. He smells nice, he thought, his face a wild shade of red.

When he finally caught up to what was happening, Nelson placed his hands on the edge of the pool and pushed. Despite the warm and thick thighs pressed against his ears, he still heard Cris laughing as they dove into the water.

When he broke himself free, he raised his head above the surface again. “Why did you do that?”

“Just to break that heavy mood a bit,” Cris said, still laughing.

Under that laugh, he couldn’t stay mad and smiled against his will. “Why you little…” Nelson swam after him.

Since Nelson was exhausted, he couldn’t catch his manager. When he stopped chasing him, he floated around. “Hey, Cris?”

He swam closer and floated next to him, their heads almost touching. “What?”

“Do you think I can get back to my previous form?” he asked in a low voice, but in the silent indoor pool, his words echoed as if he had screamed.

Cris stayed in silence for a while. “I think it’s best if you stop thinking about recovering your past form. You should strive further. Aim for the future, not the past.”

Nelson couldn’t help but smile with those words. What I needed to hear. I’m lucky to have him, he thought, still floating around. “Thanks.”

Cris pulled him underwater. With a huge grin, he moved his mouth saying, ‘You’re welcome.’

Even under the slightly cold water, Nelson felt a warmth spreading inside him and smiled too. I’m too lucky to have him.


Chapter 26

“You’re raising your head too much when you breathe,” the coach said. “You lose valuable seconds doing that. And remember to exhale through your nose constantly. Don’t use your mouth. I saw you doing it a few times.”

“Got it, coach,” Nelson said, getting out of the water. He cleared the water from his face and stood on the starting block again.

As the swimmer got ready, the coach turned to Cris, who was sitting on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water. He nodded and grabbed the chronometer around his neck. With the device in one hand and a tablet in the other, he timed every lap.

“Okay… Go!” the coach’s voice echoed inside the warm indoor pool.

Nelson leapt forward the same instant. He felt his body slamming against the surface of the water and then he was already swinging his arms and legs, pushing himself to the other side. The swimmer had lost count of how many times he had done that today.

As he got closer to the wall, he prepared the flip-turn, bending his knees. With a push, he managed to gain a little more speed on the way back.

So, this is what the coach was talking about, Nelson realized when he caught himself ready to breathe. Whenever he raised his head above water, there was a little delay because he did it more than necessary. It’s like the blink of the eye but the drag would make me a bit slower every time I breathe. But if I do it like this…

Nelson raised his head enough to breathe through only his nose. I don’t know if it’s making any difference. I’ll have to ask Cris if my time changes at all.

“Okay. That’s all for today,” the coached announced when Nelson touched the wall. “I gotta go now. I’m meeting my in-laws and I’m already late. Apparently, we have to prepare the baby room now, or we won’t have time when she comes. Sorry I can’t stay and talk through it all, but I wrote down some notes. Ask Cris about it.”

His phone rang. After waving goodbye to them, he answered as he headed to the door.

“Good work,” Cris said, handing Nelson a towel.

He took it but didn’t dry himself. Instead, he glanced at the water. Cris stood on his tiptoes, put the towel on his head and forced the swimmer to look at him.

“I’m not letting you back in the water today. Even if you beg me with those puppy eyes. It’s been almost a month. I developed some resistance to that,” he said, shaking his head without blinking once. “The coach specifically said to not let you practice anymore today, or you’ll be exhausted for tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow…” Nelson took the towel and dried his hair, taking extra time to avoid Cris’ eyes. “The day has finally come.”

“Don’t make a big deal out of it. It’s just a local tournament, not ‘the day’ or anything close to that,” Cris said in a casual tone, waving his hand. “From the participants’ list, there’s no one who can beat you.”

“That’s what every athlete wants to hear. Win because the competition is weak.” He let out a hollow laugh.

“That’s literally the first time I’ve heard someone complain that they should have an easy win.” Cris smiled and rolled his eyes exaggeratedly. Then he sighed and dropped his shoulders. “I never get you athletes. A victory is a victory to me. And an easy one? Even better. But I guess I’m just a simple manager who can’t understand the complex mind of a professional swimmer.”

Nelson stared at his condescending expression with a blank face, then threw the towel at his manager. “You know what I’m talking about,” he said, walking towards the changing room. “How did it go with your dad yesterday?”

Cris’ smile faded as he took the towel from his head. He picked up the bag with the tablet and the other materials and went after Nelson.

“The same. ‘Did you find anything to do? Being a manager forever isn’t something worthy of a Prado Maranhão. You must find a way to contribute to the family, son,’” he said in a forced deeper voice to sound like his father. “At least there was one difference.”

“What?” Nelson asked as he changed into his regular clothes.

“He complimented my work with you.” Cris’ smile was somewhat back, his cheeks a shade of red.

“Huh? Me?” Nelson stopped changing. “Did you say anything weird about me, or did he find out about what you, I mean, what we…” He lost his voice as he blushed. He looked everywhere but at his manager.

Cris stared at him with a blank face, then he laughed.

“I don’t tell my dad about that kind of stuff. I’m a gentleman. I don’t suck and tell,” he said, his grin widening as Nelson became more and more embarrassed. “And no, I didn’t say anything weird. For my standards, anyway.”

Nelson pressed his lips and swallowed his immediate words. Nothing good will happen if I take this bait, he repeated to himself a couple times. Even so, the curiosity was eating him from the inside. He had to press his lips to stop him from asking what those standards were.

“Oh? You’re not gonna ask?” Cris showed a mix of sadness and surprise. The next second, he recovered and smiled as he patted Nelson on the head. “You’ve grown so much since we met. Before, you couldn’t stop yourself from asking. I’m so happy, but that makes me a little sad too.”

“After all the teasing I’ve suffered over the past month, I’ve learnt,” he said, trying to keep some of his embarrassment out of his voice. “I’m a slow learner but I’ll catch up one day.”

Cris sniffled and pretended to wipe nonexistent tears. “I’m so proud. I feel like a parent watching his kid grow up.”

“Shut up. I’m older than you.” Nelson said, pushing Cris on the arm in a friendly manner. “You should talk with more respect towards your elders.”

He stopped pretending to be moved and pressed his lips. It wasn’t enough to hide his huge grin.

“What?”

“Guess again.”

“Don’t tell me that you’re older than me?”

Now grinning openly, Cris pulled his driver’s license from his wallet and showed it to Nelson. “I agree with talking with more respect towards your elders. So, you better start now, young man.”

“You’re like a month older than me!”

“Yes. A whole month more mature than you.” He put on an air of all-knowing and reached out to pat Nelson on the head. “So, if there’s anything troubling you, don’t hesitate to ask, young man.”

“All you have is one extra month of filling diapers and drooling,” Nelson mumbled, averting his eyes.

Cris nodded with a condescending expression. “For young people, it may seem only that. But it’s hard to explain how a whole month of maturity feels.”

They stared at each other in silence, then they laughed at the same time.

“How did our conversation end up like this?” Nelson asked.

“I have no idea. Young people’s conversations are hard to keep up with.”

They said nothing else as they left the locker room. They were almost at the boys’ dormitory when Cris broke the silence.

“My dad said he has expectations of you,” he said, his eyes fixed on the floor.

Though his voice was barely above a whisper, Nelson heard it. There was a strange numbing sensation filling him, but he made sure to keep looking forward.

“That’s expected. Even I want great results tomorrow. Did your dad say anything else?”

Cris bit his lip for a moment.

“Some of the board members are doubting you’ll get the same results from before…” He hesitated, clutching the strap of his bag harder. “Some are considering ending your contract right away if you can’t qualify for the World Championship.”

“That’s expected too,” Nelson managed to say despite his dried throat.

I thought everything would wait until the WAC. I mean, if I managed to get qualified. Maybe I won’t even have the chance. He knew that was a possibility from the start, but hearing it made it seem a lot worse.

“Your history of overdoing things also came up,” Cris hesitated, as if forcing himself. “They said someone swimming under the Prado Maranhão name shouldn’t behave like that.”

“So that’s why you’ve been with me practically every day the past month?” Nelson joked to lighten the mood. “You were protecting the Prado Maranhão’s name and assets.”

“That has nothing to do with it!” Cris said suddenly. He halted and grabbed Nelson’s sleeve, looking him in the eyes. “I spent time with you because I care about you, and I don’t wanna see you hurting yourself or destroying your dream!”

Nelson’s heart thumped faster. He blushed and averted his gaze. Some people coming in and out of the dormitory stared at them, but he didn’t care.

“I know that. I’ve known for a long time you care about me,” he mumbled. “I’m sorry for saying that. It was just a joke to lighten the mood.”

Cris blushed and lowered his eyes. They said nothing else as they walked into the dormitory. Before they realized, they were standing before Nelson’s door.

“Well then. I guess this is where we part ways,” Cris said, letting out a forced chuckle. “Don’t try to sneak any workout or practice during the night. And don’t sleep late. And don’t eat too much.”

Nelson smiled and chuckled. “I know, mom. Thanks.”

“Well then, bye. I’ll see you the first thing in the morning.”

After a few moments of silence, Cris turned around. Before he took a step, Nelson grabbed his hand.

“Wait!” he said in an urgent voice, staring into Cris’ eyes. “Don’t go. I don’t wanna be alone tonight. Could you spend the night with me?”


Chapter 27

“You know, this wasn’t what I had in mind. In fact, it’s the opposite of what I expect when a guy asks me to spend the night with him,” Cris said as he laid on the bed and stared at the TV with a blank expression.

Nelson and Marcelo didn’t answer. They were sitting on the floor with their backs against the bed, too focused on the video game to even take their eyes off the screen.

“Are you listening?” he asked, touching Nelson with his foot to get his attention. The swimmer didn’t react.

“Sorry to ruin your plans, Cris,” Marcelo said, his eyes wide and unblinking. He was so immersed in the game that he tilted according to his players on the screen. “When this idiot called, I knew he was on the verge of a panic attack. As his best friend, I had to come.”

“I wasn’t on the verge of anything,” Nelson complained, almost standing on his seat as he smashed the buttons of the controller. “And if I was, not that I am, I mean, was, you should let your best friend win this damn match!”

“I would if I could. But I can’t make the impossible possible,” he said, smiling. “You suck so much you wouldn’t win even if I played blindfolded and without touching the controller.”

“If you didn’t cheat, you mean.”

“So now you’re calling my skills cheating?” Marcelo shook his head. Even as he did, he never took his eyes off the screen. “I knew you were a bad winner, but to think that you’re an even worse loser.”

“I’m not!”

“Then why did you give up the game?”

“I’m still playing!”

“All you’ve been doing is tackling my players and trying to get them out of the game.”

Nelson didn’t answer as he tried to tackle Marcelo’s player from behind. His friend saw the attempt and dribbled him with ease. Before he could try again, the referee blew his whistle and the match ended.

Marcelo won by an amazing 7 to 1. Nelson’s lonely goal was because he kept passing the ball to his goalkeeper and messed up once. It didn’t help Nelson’s mood and his best friend only grinned.

“Shut up. Just shut up, okay?”

“Now, now. Don’t talk like that to the winner. Instead, get me a beer.” Marcelo said in a commanding voice.

Nelson stared at his best friend before getting up, mumbling.

“Get me one too,” Cris requested, sitting where Nelson was and picking up the controller. “And remember, no alcohol for you tonight.”

“I know, I know,” he mumbled, dragging his feet to the mini-fridge in his room. “I invited you two to keep me company. Why am I your waiter now?”

“Because you’re a loser. I thought that was obvious.”

“A bad one, at that,” Cris added, laughing.

“I’m sorry for getting in your way,” Marcelo said in a low voice. “But when that idiot called…”

“I know, I know. You don’t need to apologize. I mean, I do have some expectations when a guy invites me to stay over for the night, but Nelson might be too dense to realize that,” he said, shrugging. Despite his words, he couldn’t hide his meager smile.

“Oh, yes, my friend. I’m really sorry for you, but he’s as dense as a protagonist.” Marcelo sighed and dropped his shoulders. “He’s a slow, sloooooow learner. It’s hard for something to get through that thick head of his. I’ve found that out through personal experience.”

“Sounds, interesting. Please, tell me.” Cris’ eyes shone with curiosity.

“Well, let’s see. Like with his last manager. I’d lost count of how many times I told our mutual friend she was interested in him. But did he believe me?” He shook his head as he looked at Nelson’s back. “It got to the point where I almost had to smack some sense into him.”

“What made him finally believe you?” Cris asked, trying to keep his voice casual.

“When she kissed him after a tournament, he was starting to get suspicious.”

They laughed at the same time.

“That sounds like him.”

“Yes, it does. So, take note, Cris. If you want something from that idiot who I call my best friend, you have to be bold and take the initiative.”

A naughty smile crossed his lips. “I just might.”

“Shut up, you two. You know I can hear, right? Talking behind my back, in my bedroom, no less.” Nelson handed them each a beer and sat on the bed.

“Thanks.” Cris opened the bottle and took a generous gulp. “Would you prefer if we talked about you in front of your face?”

“I rather you didn’t talk about me at all.”

“Sorry, my dear swimmer. That’s not possible. It’s hard to get you off my mouth,” he said, his cheeks slightly reddening.

Nelson blushed and turned to the TV. “How’s the game?”

“About to begin,” Marcelo said, pressing the button after they had chosen their teams. When the players were on their respective sides of the field, a light rain began to fall. “Ah, great, I have to play in the damn rain.”

“We haven’t started and you’re already looking for an excuse when you lose?” Cris said, raising his eyebrow and sipping his beer.

Marcelo closed his eyes and shook his index finger. “You got it all wrong, my friend. I don’t like playing in the rain. I never said I was bad.”

“Sure, sure. If you say so.” He smiled as he turned to the screen and put the beer down.

Unlike the match against Nelson, Marcelo had no time to fool around. Cris wasn’t just talking, he was good and forced him to concentrate the entire time. After fifteen minutes or so, the referee blew the whistle for the last time.

Cris grinned and raised both arms, waving as if to calm down an invisible crowd. “There’s no need to shout. There’s autographs for everyone.”

Marcelo, on the other hand, stared at the screen, which was showing the highlights of the game at that moment, as if he couldn’t believe in the score. He dropped his shoulders and rested the controller on the floor. “I lost. How could I have lost?”

“He seems more shocked than I’d imagined,” Cris whispered to Nelson. “Guess athletes are too competitive in everything.”

“Please, don’t lump me on the same level as that idiot.” He couldn’t stop smiling as he drank his water. “He keeps blabbing to everyone he’s gonna be a pro gamer after he retires from swimming. When he’s not practicing, eating or getting rejected by a girl, he’s playing. In fact, I’ve never seen him travel without the video game.”

“That’s… wow.” Cris turned to Marcelo, who still seemed shocked, with a curious expression. “Hearing this only makes my victory even sweeter. Does that make me a bad person?” he asked Nelson.

“Not at all. But it does reinforce the fact that you’re a sadist,” he said, laughing. He slid down from the bed to the floor to sit next to Cris. “So, you’re a bad winner, huh? That’s interesting to know.”

“Yeah, I can’t help it.” He flashed his sly smile before lowering his voice. “When I win something, or someone, I can’t help but shout it to everyone.”

Nelson’s cheeks became a shade of red. “I thought you were a gentleman.”

“A gentleman in the streets, a slut in the sheets,” Cris whispered.

He became even redder and turned to the screen. “How come you’re so good at this?”

“Yeah, how come you’re so good?” Marcelo asked suddenly, his eye twitching. “Care to enlighten us all, Cris?”

“Just because I’m gay I can’t be good at video games? Is that what you’re implying?” he said in a harsh tone. He stared at the swimmer without any trace of amusement. He was serious.

Marcelo faltered, gulped, blinked and looked away, scratching his arm nervously. “That’s not what I mean, of course gays can. It’s just that…”

Nelson couldn’t hold it anymore and laughed. He patted Cris on the head and ruffled his hair a bit. “Stop that. He’s not used to your sense of humor. Look how nervous he is.”

Cris tried to keep his serious expression, but soon he cracked and was laughing. “It was too good of a chance to let it pass. It’s been a while since I’ve made people nervous like that.”

“Just like your cousin. You two are pretty much the same. Remember she did the same thing when we met?”

“That was different. I’m not like Mari.”

“It was the exact same thing.”

He stared at his manager with a mix of disbelief and amusement as Cris tried to find words.

“So, you were just teasing me? Nelson warned me you were a sadist, but I didn’t think it’d be at this level,” Marcelo mumbled, the relief plastered on his face.

“Oh? Is that what you’re telling your friends about me?” Cris turned to Nelson with a surprised expression. It soon gave room to his sly smile. “What else have you been saying?”

“Nothing much. Only the truth,” he mumbled, shrugging. Despite his attitude, he wasn’t looking him in the eyes. “You know how much I like honesty.”

“Is that so?” Cris leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “Did you tell him what I did to you in the locker room that day?”

Nelson’s face became red at once, averting his eyes. Even if it had been almost a month ago, he could never forget that night. “Of course not!”

“Stop flirting you two. Don’t forget I’m here too,” Marcelo complained.

“We’re not flirting!” Nelson said quickly.

He mumbled something unintelligible before speaking normally. “Since you like the truth so much, how about I tell him what you told me about him?”

Cris’ face lit with curiosity. “Tell me what? What did he say about me?”

“Nothing!” Nelson almost shouted before his friend could say anything. “Nothing at all! Just something stupid and boring.”

“Oh, sure. When you say it like that, it doesn’t make me interested at all. What was it, Marcelo?”

“Nothing! I told you!” Nelson said again.

“All right. Let’s make a deal. Play with me again and if you win, I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you everything about Nelson. His past, all the embarrassing secrets he’s been keeping from you. Everything,” Marcelo said, offering his hand.

“Deal.” Cris shook it enthusiastically.

The next second, they both picked up the controllers and turned to the screen.

“Hey, don’t make a bet with my name in the middle!” Nelson complained, but neither were listening to him.

They began another match, this time on a sunny day.

Nelson didn’t hide his relief when his best friend won, though he was sweating a lot until the referee blew the whistle for the last time.

Cris rested the controller on the floor, dejected.

Marcelo, on the other hand, smiled and nodded slowly.

“Balance has been restored,” he said, closing his eyes. He pretended as if his victory had been easy, but he was sweating despite the fact the air conditioning was on.

“So now that the unimportant matter is settled, how about we forget the video game and just—” Nelson began but couldn’t get to the end.

“One more game!” Cris shouted suddenly, interrupting, and ignoring his swimmer.


Chapter 28

“I accept your challenge. I can play all night!” Marcelo said, grinning as he pressed the button again. “But you have to tell me why I haven’t seen you in any tournaments or anything.”

“I don’t like tournaments. And it’s not like I’m into football or anything. I’m good ‘cause my ex-boyfriend liked to wake up as early as this one.” Cris indicated to Nelson with his head without taking his eyes off the screen. “So, after he went to sleep, I was bored and played his game.”

“So, you’re into guys who like to wake up early, huh?”

“Sadly, I tend to fall for weird guys,” Cris said, glancing at Nelson through the corner of his eye.

“I get you,” Marcelo said, nodding understandingly. “The last girl I was with hated getting in the pool because she didn’t want to get her hair wet.”

“In her defense, it’s not good for the hair. I hate it too.”

“Yeah, but she hated sports in general. Why date a swimmer then?”

“Because you practically begged her,” Nelson mumbled grumpily, his voice loud enough for everyone to hear.

Marcelo’s eyes twitched as Cris chuckled.

“Well, I’m sorry if I’m not popular like you,” he said, doing his best to control his anger. “But since your manager’s so interested in you, though I have no idea why, I’ll tell him some of your past for free.”

Cris’ face lit with a smile. He turned to him when the ball passed the sideline. “Please.”

Marcelo put his hand on his chin and hummed for a moment. Then his face shone. “Ah, this is a good one. Did you know he managed to get an entire competition postponed for hours all by himself?”

“What? I’ve never heard of this,” Cris said, eyeing Nelson, who groaned. “How did he manage that?”

“This was way back before we got scouted by the club. Our mutual friend here was so nervous with the tournament he ended up drinking too much sports drink. However, he barely had anything solid.”

“You suck, you know that? Why are you telling him that? You promised you’d never tell anyone that,” Nelson complained, but he was ignored. Cris even waved his hand to shut him up.

“We were at the starting block, seconds away from the getting in the water when Nelson… how can I say this? He returned the sports drink, but not in the way you’d expect,” Marcelo went on, as if not interrupted, showing a nasty smile.

“He puked in the pool?” Cris asked, not hiding his eager smile.

“Oh yeah, and no one wanted to get in the water after that. It took all morning to drain and refill the pool.”

Cris turned to Nelson, who was covering his face. “You never told me that! Why haven’t I seen it on your record or anything?”

“Like I’d ever tell anyone,” he mumbled. Under that eager face, he let out a frustrated sigh. “I was a kid, and it was a school tournament back home. Apart from that idiot, very few people even remember that.”

“I doubt that. With you becoming famous, people still remember,” Marcelo said. “At least I make sure they do.”

“I hope you know you suck.”

“What else have you been hiding from me?” Cris asked, his voice matching his smile. When Nelson wouldn’t say anything else, he turned to Marcelo. “Do you have more stories like that?”

“Oh, please.” Marcelo showed a dignified expression. “I have a lifetime worth of stories that can embarrass my best friend.”

“You don’t have to sound so proud,” Nelson complained.

“Let’s make another bet now,” Cris said, turning to the TV.

“Too bad, now I’m serious. You won’t be hearing more stories. At least not today,” Marcelo said.

Cris snorted loudly. “We’ll see about that. I’ll be hearing Nelson’s full biography by morning. But don’t worry, I’m a nice guy and I’ll introduce you to a cute manager as a consolation prize.”

“I’ll hold you to those words!”

“Hey, don’t you dare lose on purpose!” Nelson shouted. Once again, he was ignored.

Marcelo won the second rematch. However, it didn’t end there. Despite Nelson’s constant complains, they ended up playing well into the night.

His best friend won most of the time, to his relief. However, each time Cris won, he had to suffer reliving some story of his embarrassing past.

“You suck, dude! I never wanted anyone to hear those stories. I worked hard to suppress them from my memories,” Nelson mumbled, watching as they once again restarted the match. Despite all the embarrassment, he couldn’t bring himself to kick them out of his room. Whether he admitted it or not, he was enjoying spending time with his friends.

“You say that, but this is better than staying alone all night, am I right?” Cris asked with a smug smile, elbowing him in a friendly way.

He blushed and looked away. “I don’t know about that. Those stories are too embarrassing. They shouldn’t see the light of day ever again.”

“Ah, don’t say that. I wanna know everything about you,” Cris said, blushing. He took his eyes off the game for a second to smile at Nelson.

“I never thought the night would end like this, but I guess it’s not too bad. Hanging out with my best friend and my… and you,” he mumbled, trailing off.

After many matches, Nelson’s head was swaying. He tried to resist it, but he ended up falling asleep a few moments later, leaning against the bed.

“He totally crashed,” Cris said with a tiny smile. “Guess we should stop for tonight.”

“Yeah.” Marcelo looked as if he wanted to keep playing even if the owner of the room had fallen asleep. Even so, he turned off the game and organized the controller.

“At least our job here is done. I’m sure he wasn’t thinking about the tournament at all.”

“I guess putting a guy’s embarrassing past on the line tends to occupy his mind. Especially in front of… his manager.”

“He can’t sleep like this. He’s gonna end up all sore,” Cris said, standing up. “Help me put him in the bed.”

“Hey, man, that’s between you two,” Marcelo said, smiling and raising both hands.

It took a second for Cris to understand. Then he laughed. “Sadly, that’s not what I meant.”

With Marcelo’s help, they managed to put Nelson on the bed.

“He’s heavier than he looks,” Cris complained as he covered him with the sheets.

Marcelo snorted and shook his head. “Don’t I know it. Try carrying a drunk and more annoying version of this.”

“I’d like to see that one day.” Cris smiled as he watched Nelson’s peaceful face. “I bet he’s one of those drunks who can’t keep their mouth shut.”

“You really like him, don’t you?” Marcelo asked in a low voice.

He blushed and smiled. “Yeah, I do.”

“I’m in trouble if you make a face like that,” Marcelo said after a while. He looked between Nelson and Cris as he scratched his head. “I wanna help you, but I promised my stupid best friend I wouldn’t say anything. This is so annoying.”

“Promised him what?” the manager asked, taking his eyes off the sleeping swimmer.

“Even telling you might be off-limits.” Marcelo closed his eyes and pressed his lips. After a moment, his face lit with a smile. “I know!”

He pulled his wallet and opened it. There were a couple of crumpled notes, the club’s ID card, a driver’s license, and a few credit cards. Folded inside the coin compartment was a blue note with a grouper fish on it. Marcelo took it out and showed it to the manager.

Cris stared at the money with no idea what to say. “Are you just showing off 100 bucks or what?” he finally asked with a note of annoyance in his voice.

“No, my friend. This isn’t just any 100-buck note. This is the money Nelson paid me,” Marcelo said, emphasizing the last words, his eyes wide and his eyebrows raised.

“So what? He never told me anything about owing you money.”

“You’re wrong. You know about this money,” Marcelo spoke slowly. “You’ve known about this ever since the first day you met him. And me. Try to remember that night.”

Still without understanding, Cris thought back when he met Nelson. I remember he was surprised because I was a cute guy, and he wasn’t bothered by the fact that I was gay. What else? No matter how much he tried, the manager had no idea what Marcelo was talking about.

“Dude, I remember you had too much to drink that night,” he said after he gave up.

“That also happened. But I’m one hundred percent sure this money has nothing to do with alcohol.” Marcelo flashed a look full of meaning. “Instead of 100 bucks, think of this as two 50 notes.”

“Two 50s?” Cris repeated slowly.

What difference does that make? Cris shook his head, reliving that night again. When I met Nelson and Marcelo, they were talking about a bet… A bet that Nelson would fall in love with his new manager. With me.

His face lit with comprehension. Then it became a wild shade of red the next second. Speechless, he turned to Nelson who was still sleeping peacefully.

Marcelo smiled and nodded, satisfied. “It looks like you got it. Well then, since my other work here is done, I’ll be leaving. I don’t want to get in the way,” he said before heading towards the door and leaving.

Nelson paid the money. So, it means he lost the bet… which means… Cris shook his head, trying to shake the thought away. Then he covered his red face. No matter how much he tried, the smile kept coming back. Nelson is in love with me.

The swimmer was still lying with his mouth slightly opened. The sheets had fallen, and he had one leg out of the bed.

With his smile widening, Cris organized all the beer bottles and cleaned the mess they had made. While he was at it, he kept glancing at the swimmer and blushing even more.

I never thought I could be this happy. He’s in love with me.

But how am I gonna face him now? Damn it. My heart feels like it’s gonna burst out of my chest.

Cris went to fix the sheets. But the moment he leaned over to cover the swimmer, Nelson reached out and pulled him by the wrist.

He lost his balance and fell. Lying on top of Nelson’s chest, he stared at the face of the man he had fallen in love with. His heart thumped widely, his face burning up.

Damn it. I gave him a BJ, and yet I’m blushing with this, Cris thought. He didn’t hate the feeling at all. It’s not the first time I’ve fallen for someone. But it feels so different with Nelson.

He wrapped his arms around Nelson and rested his ear on his chest. He closed his eyes and fell asleep listening to those heartbeats.


Chapter 29

Heavy. My body feels heavy and numb, was the first thing Nelson thought when he woke. He winced and struggled to keep his consciousness. He tried to open his eyes but soon gave up. He wasn’t awake enough to do something as trivial as opening his eyes.

Almost sleeping again, Nelson tried to move and make the blood flow. He couldn’t. His body wasn’t heavy, there was something lying on top of him. And whatever it was had a faint and constant pulse.

It’s a heart. Now he was aware, he couldn’t stop hearing it. It wasn’t just the rhythmic beats. There was a warmth coming from that heart, from that weight laying on top of him. Even knowing what it was, it was so pleasant that Nelson smiled.

Basking in that warmth, he finally drove away the drowsiness enough to open his eyes. There was a mass of black hair a few inches from his face. It took him longer than it should have, but he finally recognized.

Cris? All the drowsiness left him, and he became alert at once. Why is he here? Why is he sleeping on top of me? How did we end up like this? Did we… No, I’d remember if we made love. There’s no way I’d forget something like that, right?

As the question hung in the air, images of how they could have ended up on the bed together in such a position filled his mind. Blushing, he shook his head to stop them.

That stirred Cris, who grunted and winced a little. Nelson stopped at once, barely breathing as his manager’s face relaxed.

I have no idea how we ended up like this, but I can’t wake him. Look at that cute sleeping face. It should be a crime to disturb someone as cute as this.

Cris’ mouth was slightly open, and he looked as if he was smiling. There was a little stain on the corner of the bottom lip.

He drools in his sleep. Even that looks cute. I’m definitely teasing him about that, Nelson thought, grinning. Wait! If I do that, he’s gonna tease me about us sleeping together in each other’s arms. I’m sure he will. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be the Cris I know and fell in love with.

He widened his eyes and blushed. It’s the first time I’m admitting this to myself. I just threw the bet money at Marcelo and made him promise he wouldn’t say anything. Even then I avoided admitting my feelings so openly. But there’s nothing I can do about it. In the past month, I fell in love with Cris.

Nelson felt the urge to hug him. He was about to when he hesitated. Would it be alright? I mean, it’s not like we haven’t hugged each other. And even if I hadn’t fallen for him, we’re still friends. Friends hug each other… Convincing himself, he wrapped his arms around his manager.

In the cold room, the warmth coming from that petite body felt more than welcoming. I never thought a hug could make me this happy. Nelson smiled and closed his eyes, his heart thumping so loud he was afraid it would awake the adorable man he was hugging.

What happened yesterday? I remember I was watching Cris and Marcelo playing football. I vaguely remember them putting me on the bed. Then they left, right?

So how come I ended up waking up with him on top of me?

No matter how much he tried to remember, Nelson had no idea how they ended up sleeping in that position. It doesn’t matter. I know nothing happened between us. There’s no way I’d forget making love with him.

Before he knew what he was doing, Nelson caressed Cris.

He had no idea how much time had passed. He only woke from the dream-like situation when the sun rays came through the window and hit him in the face. Careful to not stir and wake his manager, he took one arm off him and picked up his phone on the nightstand.

Seven a.m. huh? It’s so late. Since the coach explicitly forbade me from doing my morning jog or sneaking in a little practice today, it’s okay.

The competition starts at 9:30, so there’s a lot of time to get there. But I need to get ready and pack my stuff. Speedo, swimming cap, goggles, towel, and what else?

He tried to think of anything else he was forgetting, but when his eyes ended up on Cris’ peaceful sleeping face, he could only smile. I’m sure the best manager in the world will remember for me.

Speaking of that, will he come to see me? My previous managers used to come to my competition, but it was after we started dating. They barely came before that, only to the big ones. It wasn’t a surprise, since that’s what a normal swimmer-manager relationship is supposed to be.

But Cris will definitely come to see me. I bet he’s gonna do something or say something to take my mind off the tournament, probably making me embarrassed in the process. Then he’s gonna encourage me with that unfairly cute smile of his.

Damn it. Why is this guy so cute and cool? It should be against the law to be both! How could I not fall for him?

As he rambled in his head, Nelson’s eyes ended at Cris’ cute and sleeping peaceful face once again. Damn it, so unfairly cute. He blushed and pressed his lips to stop a smile insisting on coming out.

When Cris wrapped his arms around him, Nelson felt even happier.

This guy showed up out of nowhere in my life one day just because the club decided to pair two people they had little hopes for together. Now I can’t imagine spending a day without talking to him.

The culprit himself had no idea of all the commotion he was making him go through. All he did was sleep and snore slightly, going up and down along with Nelson’s chest as he breathed soundly.

Damn you, Cris. How did you manage to become so important to me? How did you manage to make me fall for a guy? And all it took was a month. He pinched his manager’s cheek slightly.

He mumbled something unintelligible and moved his head to get rid of his hand.

Nelson didn’t stop. Almost waking up, Cris winced and tried to shoo him away.

He blushed and pulled his hand to cover his face. So freaking cute! Damn it! It’s unfair! How could anyone not fall in love with him?

Before he could stop himself, Nelson scratched Cris’ nose delicately for a few seconds. As he expected, Cris winced again and rubbed the spot where he was touched.

He couldn’t stop smiling as he watched. This is too cute! And fun! Now I know why he likes to tease me so much. Just look at his reactions!

Nelson continued testing Cris’ sleeping reaction. First, he touched his earlobe. Then he touched his right eyebrow gently. Then his nose again.

Each time, Cris winced, grunted, and tried to shoo the hand away, always on the verge of waking up, but never awakening.

Nelson couldn’t stop smiling. It was hard to fight the urge to hug that man tightly. However, he suppressed his urges because he wanted to tease his sleeping manager a little more.

He touched Cris’ bottom lip with his index finger. To his surprise, he didn’t try to get rid of the hand this time. Instead, he moved closer and, before the swimmer could do anything, the finger was inside his mouth. Then he sucked it.

Nelson became an alarming shade of red. Holy shit! I can’t believe he does that unconsciously!

He had no idea what to do. On one hand, he wanted to take the finger and see his peaceful sleeping face again. But on the other, there was something inside him that wanted to see more of Cris’ sucking expression.

It’s just like that day in the locker room.

With his eyes wide, he gulped and watched as Cris sucked his finger. To add to his surprise, the manager seemed happy as he did that.

Oh, God! He looks so happy sucking on something with that shape. The thought made Nelson smile and he blushed. With his heart thumping wildly, he snapped a photo with his phone.

Pressing his lips, he stared at the screen. What will he do when he finds out? Wait. There’s no way I can tell him about this. Look what I’m doing. I mean, I’m not doing anything wrong or illegal, I think, but still, it feels wrong somehow. It feels naughty but fun.

Despite knowing it wasn’t a good idea, Nelson kept the finger where it was. He looks so peaceful doing that. All I want is to see that face for a bit longer. Yeah, nothing weird or anything, he tried to convince himself of that.

The guy who gets to wake up next to him every day will be the luckiest in the world.


Chapter 30

Cris was happy. Too happy. He had no idea why, but when he woke, he couldn’t stop smiling.

His back was cold but there was a pleasant warmth on his front. Even without opening his eyes, he knew the source of that warmth was the reason for his happiness. He curled up to get closer.

In the center of that warmth, he could hear a faint rhythmic pulsing. The sound made his smile wider. When he realized it was a heart, he became even happier. It’s Nelson’s.

Cris never wanted to wake up, or to get out of bed. Just staying there, hearing that heart pulsing and embracing the warmth from the man he fell in love with was the best feeling in the world.

That was until he remembered what Marcelo had told him. He said Nelson lost the bet and paid him. The bet if he would fall for his new manager. He couldn’t stop himself from wrapping his arms around that warmth.

Nelson fell for me. The idea of the man he fell for falling in love with him made Cris want to shout to the world, to shout those feelings to anyone and everyone and make them jealous.

Nelson was even in his dreams. He barely remembered his dreams, but this one was still so fresh in his mind, he never wanted to forget.

They were on the beach during the sunset. There was no one else besides them for kilometers. Nelson teased him, poking him on the nose, ear, and cheek. Thanks to the sand, Cris was so ticklish he couldn’t stop scratching those places.

Then, to tease back, Cris pushed him down, climbed on top of him and pulled his trunks down. He wanted to play with that manhood enough to make him beg for his mouth. But the plan backfired. When he saw it hardening as he stroked, he couldn’t help but get aroused himself.

Before Cris could stop himself, not that he would ever do that, he put the manhood in his mouth.

The reaction was instantaneous. Nelson quivered with pleasure. His face became red, and he closed his eyes.

With a sly smile, Cris played with the tip, only sucking. Before he succumbed to his lust and did as he pleased, the manhood, along with the owner, vanished.

He blinked and looked around.

Nelson was standing a few meters away. He was saying something but was too far away. Cris raced to him. As he got closer, he understood the words, and they made him turn red.

“I lost the bet against Marcelo. I said I wouldn’t fall in love with my next manager, but I lost,” he was saying. Despite his words, he didn’t look sad at all. His smile told him everything; he was glad he lost.

Cris beamed. When he was close enough, he jumped and wrapped his arms around him.

“I love you, Cris,” Nelson whispered, making his heart thump faster.

He was so happy. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt so happy. He didn’t know if he ever had.

Even so, he wanted more. He wanted to hear those words outside the wonderful dream, to hear them while he was awake. And he knew he would. Someday. Maybe soon.

Despite his feelings, Cris knew he had to wait. He couldn’t act on his feeling right away, or it could affect Nelson as an athlete. Even if he yearned to be more than just swimmer and manager, to be more than friends, he would never do something that could get in the way of Nelson’s goal.

For now, just hugging him in the dream was enough. One day we’ll be together.

As he hugged the man he loved, the dream vanished into nothing. Cris woke and couldn’t go back to sleep, not even while embracing the pleasant warmth. With difficulty and mostly against his will, he opened his eyes.

It took some time but when he realized where he was sleeping, he wanted to cuddle. Then he realized Nelson was awake and watching him. At once, his face showed a bit of embarrassment mixed with desire.

When their eyes met, Cris wanted to burst into a nervous laugh. He pressed his lips and managed to control himself, only letting out a strange squeak.

When he calmed down and glanced at Nelson through the corner of his eye, Cris realized Nelson felt the same, though he was even more embarrassed about the situation. There’s something else. He’s feeling guilty about something.

“Hey.” Cris did his best to keep his voice normal. On the inside, however, he was dying to tease and see the blushing face he grew to love over the past month.

“M-morning.” Nelson tried to keep his voice normal too but failed. He was too embarrassed to act like normal.

Despite his embarrassment, he never looked away.

He has cute eyes, Cris thought, and a different smile crossed his lips. The eyes of someone with a goal and determined to reach it. He’s an honest and pure person. There was no way I wouldn’t fall for him.

“I guess you’re wondering how we got into this situation. Before I explain, I’ve got to say I’m actually innocent in this situation. Not that I’m complaining or anything,” Cris said, this time with his regular and teasing voice. There’s no way I’d let this chance go by without doing anything.

Nelson opened his mouth but instead of words, all he did was nod a couple times. That made Cris smile even more. He’s so embarrassed he’s afraid to say something. Damn, that’s too cute. If I could, I’d spend the entire day in bed with him like this.

“Glad you believe me. After Marcelo left, I noticed you’d kicked your sheet. I was gonna cover you and leave but you grabbed my hand and pulled me. Before I could do anything, I was lying on your chest, and you were hugging me so tight I couldn’t move and ended up falling asleep like this. That’s how we woke up in this situation. Again, not that I’m complaining about sleeping embraced by a hot guy.”

Just as he expected, Nelson became even redder. His eyes widened, and the corner of his lips twitched.

Ah, he’s trying to stop his smile. He doesn’t know if he should be embarrassed or happy, Cris thought, a sly smile pushing its way onto his face.

“Sorry for what I did,” Nelson mumbled, averting his gaze for the first time. He was still looking at Cris through the corner of his eye.

“No reason to apologize. I said I wasn’t complaining. In fact, I loved waking up like this. I’ve told you I don’t mind forceful guys. Especially in the bedroom. I mean, it depends on the guy. You’re on that list, by the way,” he teased, watching Nelson’s every reaction.

Actually, you’re the only one on the list of guys who can do this to me. He kept that for himself though. It’d be too much for him to hear this, he thought, trying to suppress his urge to tease even more.

Even if he tried, however, the desire was too strong. The next second, Cris couldn’t stop himself from running a hand over Nelson’s chest, circling his nipple through his shirt.

Just like in his dreams, the reaction was instantaneous. Nelson blushed and pressed his lips but never complained nor told him to stop.

Damn it. He’s too cute! And hot! It’s not fair that a guy is both! It should be against the rules!

I want him to fuck me right now. I want him to get behind me and do whatever he wants until I can’t walk for a whole week!

When he realized what he was thinking, Cris couldn’t help but chuckle in his head. So, even in love, I’m still like this. Guess love only brings out the best of me. And that’s someone who likes sex.

“I think I should be getting ready.” Nelson said, bringing Cris’ attention back to the bed both men shared.

He pulled his phone from his pocket and almost laughed. “Even for you, arriving 2 hours early is too much. Don’t tell me you want to do something like testing the water like they do in football?”

“No, I’m not that weird. But you know…”

Cris suppressed his smile and stared Nelson in the eyes with the most innocent expression he could muster at that moment. “Know what?”

“You know, I need to eat and… and prepare my stuff! Yeah!” he exclaimed suddenly.

Cris suppressed his urge to laugh again. He’s so cute when he thinks of something out of the blue, he thought, staring at that nervous face. If we weren’t swimmer and manager, I’d probably have seduced him a long time ago. But then I wouldn’t have fallen in love with him.

“I’ll take care of your stuff. I already know what you usually bring. But there’s one thing I wanna give you.”

Nelson became wary at once. He knew it was something that would embarrass him. It was plain on his face. But so was his curiosity. When the latter won, Cris smiled.

“What is it?”

“This.” Blushing, he leaned closer and kissed him on the cheek.

Nelson turned red. He put a hand on the kissed cheek and opened and closed his mouth, trying to find words.

Cris laughed and answered the question his swimmer couldn’t voice. “A good luck kiss,” he said, becoming more embarrassed than he imagined.

It was just a kiss on the cheek, for crying out loud. It’s like I’m a teenage boy talking to my first crush all over again.

“I, ah, really should eat something,” Nelson managed to mumble, his hand still on the kissed cheek.

“Oh yeah, I forgot you athletes wake up early and eat something in the morning.” Damn. I’m not satisfied yet. I want to tease him more, Cris thought when he realized the urge was too much. “The only thing I could eat right now is a banana,” he added, sliding his hand down to between Nelson’s legs.

Ever since he had awakened, Cris could feel something pressing against his thigh. But after the kiss, that something was growing and getting harder. This isn’t just morning wood, he could tell.

Nelson was aroused by him, by the kiss, and by the alluring idea of a guy as cute as a girl kissing him on the cheek for good luck first thing in the morning.

I’m so weak to this, Cris thought, wrapping his hand around Nelson’s manhood. It twitched when his cold fingers touched it. And so did the swimmer. Damn it. I shouldn’t be doing this, I shouldn’t be doing this. Not today when it’s his first tournament ever since the accident. But I can’ resist him.

Despite what was in his head, a sly smile crept on his lips. “Do you want an even more special good luck kiss?”

“Yes.” To his surprise, Nelson didn’t hesitate at all.

Cris was the one surprised by such a reaction. When he recovered, his eyes narrowed. With a sly smile, he got under the covers, pulled his shirt up and pants down. The manhood stood before him just like in his dream. And Cris wanted nothing more than to have it inside him.


Chapter 31

I can’t believe that happened again. Despite his utter embarrassment, Nelson couldn’t stop smiling.

After Cris’ special good luck kiss, his mind was in too much bliss to work properly. When he came to, he had left Cris in his bedroom to sleep a little more and was in the cafeteria lining up to get breakfast.

He was so distracted he didn’t even notice what he put on his plate. After he swiped his ID card, he looked down and pressed his lips, trying and failing to suppress a smile. Of course. Bananas, he thought, his face a slight shade of pink.

As he looked around for a seat, a hand waved at him in the sea of athletes from various water sports.

“Morning, sleeping beauty,” Marcelo said, flashing a strange smile. He raised his eyebrows a couple times. “How about last night? You’re so lucky, my friend.”

Nelson almost dropped the tray on the table. He looked at his best friend with cold sweat coming down his brow. Wait, there’s no way he knows what just happened. No way. It was minutes ago.

“W-what are you talking?” he failed to keep his voice normal. Damn it.

“What else? Last night’s party. It was fun, wasn’t it? I mean, I knew Cris was cool and all, but to think he was good at games too. I tell you my friend, you got the whole package.”

Nelson choked on the eggs and drank the milk to make everything go down his throat.

“Take it easy, dude. There’s no need to gulp down those eggs. They’re not hatching,” Marcelo said, laughing at his own joke.

“You’re a real comedian, you know that?”

“I know, thanks. That’s a lot of bananas for breakfast, by the way,” he commented casually, eyeing his friend’s food. He placed a hand on his chin and hummed. “Eggs and bananas for breakfast, huh? I wonder if that means something?”

Nelson wanted to laugh nervously and smack him to quit it.

“Don’t even start, dude,” he said, glancing around to make sure no one was listening to their conversation. “I know what you wanna say, but it’s not like I’m… you know…”

“Gay? Oh, c’mon,” Marcelo spoke normally but in a low voice now. “It doesn’t matter if he’s cuter than most girls. You’re in love with a guy. If that doesn’t make you the G word, or at least bi, I don’t know what it does.”

Nelson stared down at his food, playing with it. “Cris isn’t just a guy. I mean, he’s a guy but, I don’t know.”

“Cris is a guy. And you like him. No matter how much you say, that won’t change.”

“Guess you’re right. For a change. I just never thought I’d fall for a guy and become…” Nelson pressed his lips, struggling to say the word.

Marcelo sighed. “I told you before and I’ll say it again. There’s nothing wrong with being who you are. I’m not gonna throw a party because of it but I won’t shun you or gather people to pray for your sinful soul. No matter who you like, you’re my best friend and rival who can’t beat me even if your life depended on it.”

Nelson couldn’t help but chuckle. “You’re an idiot. You’re right, but still an idiot. Guess I’ve been overthinking this.”

“You, overthinking? Oh my god. Alert the media. This is the first time in history Nelson has ever overthought anything.” Marcelo didn’t skimp on his sarcasm as he rolled his eyes.

Nelson shook his head as he laughed. “I’ll say it again. You’re an idiot best friend who enjoys embarrassing himself too much. And somehow you can make me feel better about everything. Treating me like nothing’s changed.”

“You’re the idiot if you have to think that,” Marcelo said, pointing his fork at him. “I’m treating you like nothing changed because you are the same idiot. My best friend who’s slower than me. The only difference is that you fell in love with a guy.”

“Are you still drunk from last night? I’m only slower for now. Back then, you could never beat me,” he said, taking the last bite out of the eggs.

“I think the accident messed with your memories, dude. The last time I checked, I had more medals than you.”

“Now I’m sure you’re still drunk. Enjoy being ahead of me for now, because I’m coming back. When I do, there’ll be nothing to stop me from getting more gold than you.”

Marcelo laughed, shook his head and stood up with his empty tray. “Yeah, yeah. Just hurry up, ‘cause I’m tired of waiting.”

He raised his fist with a smile. Nelson smiled back and bumped it with his fist.

After Marcelo put the tray above the trash can, he came back to the table.

“I know your head’s full of this thing between you and Cris but remember what’s at stake today. I want us to compete for Brazil in the World Championship next year and at the Olympics while in the same club.”

“I promise we will. And we’ll get the gold.” Nelson promised.

“Good. That’s the face of my friend and rival.” Marcelo seemed satisfied. Before he left, he grabbed one of the fruits on Nelson’s plate. “You don’t need that many bananas, do you? Don’t worry, I’ll eat sideways.”

Nelson was still shaking his head and chuckling after his friend left. He’s an idiot, but a good one. And he made me remember it’s not only Cris who’s supporting me. For me and for them too, I’ll give my best today, he thought before finishing the rest of his breakfast.

When there were only the bananas left on his plate, he peeled them with a strange smile. When he was about to eat, he remembered Cris and blushed. After a moment of hesitation, he ate the fruits in the normal way.

I’m the idiot here, Nelson thought with a sheepish smile after he finished most of the fruits. I’m in love with Cris. I wanna hug and kiss him every day. But today I need to enter competition mode. Focus only on swimming for now, he said to himself, going back to his room.


Chapter 32

“Welcome back,” Cris yawned and greeted Nelson. He was still sleepy and lying on the bed, but when he saw him, he showed a huge smile.

Nelson blinked and smiled a nervous smile. I thought I could talk to him as always, but all I can think about now is what he did to me this morning. How do I greet him after something like that?

“Hey, Cris. Good morn… How are… hey…” I’m in love with the guy and all I can say is this. I’m so lame.

“Hey again.” He chuckled and his smile widened as he rubbed his eyes. “You really have a thing for bananas.”

Nelson looked down and realized he was still holding one uneaten banana from breakfast. He blushed and averted his eyes.

“I brought it for you,” he said the moment he thought of the excuse, tossing the fruit to him. There’s no way he can find a way to make fun of me for that. But this is my manager we’re talking about.

“Thanks,” Cris said, catching it in midair. “You really like to feed me all kinds of bananas, huh?”

Nelson covered his mouth to hide his smile as he watched him eat the fruit. Do you really need to eat it slowly while staring at me? And you don’t need to do that erotically! I’ve never seen anyone lick a banana before eating it!

Despite what was in his head, he remained quiet and watched. Damn it. I can’t take my eyes off him. I don’t want to.

“What’s the matter? Cris asked with his fake innocent voice.

“You suc—I mean, nothing.” What the hell is wrong with me? Why say he’s sucking that banana? Do I wanna make whatever this is even more embarrassing?

“You look a bit red. You’re not getting sick, are you?” Cris jumped out of bed, closed the distance between them and placed a hand on his forehead.

Nelson gulped and averted his eyes, his cheeks redder and his heart thumping louder. You don’t need to get this close to check my temperature, do you? We’re so close. It’s not the first time, and not even close to what we’ve done, but after everything, I can’t look him in the eyes without my heart exploding. I really fell in love with him.

After what seemed a long time, Cris pulled his hand back. “You don’t seem hotter than usual. I wonder what’s making you so red.”

Like you don’t know, Nelson thought, still avoiding looking him in the eyes. And stop using that cute and completely fake innocent voice! You know I can’t resist it!

Despite his resistance, he caved and glanced back at his manager. For one instant, their eyes met. His heart pounded louder and everything else was forgotten. His gaze lowered to Cris’ lips. Those cute and small alluring lips that could either show one of the cutest smiles in the world or one of the slyest, that could say the words he needed to hear the most or one of the lewdest comments that made him embarrassed.

I wanna kiss him.

With his head thinking only of the man he fell in love with, Nelson leaned forward slowly.

The joy on Cris’ face turned into surprise. Then into embarrassment. However, he didn’t pull away. He closed his eyes and leaned forward too. Then their lips touched.

At first, it was a light kiss, of two people kissing for the first time.

I can’t believe I’m kissing Cris! I can’t believe I’m kissing him, Nelson thought, his heart about to explode. He wanted to scream and shout all his joy to the world. At the same time, he never wanted to part his lips from his cute manager.

He wrapped his hands around Cris. One at his back, the other on the back of his head, kissing him with a fraction of the emotions burning inside him.

Cris dropped the banana peel on the floor and wrapped his arms around Nelson, bringing him closer.

Blinded by passion, the swimmer led the manager to his bed. Without parting their lips, he pushed him on the mattress. He was on top of Cris, but they rolled and changed their positions.

Nelson held him tightly. He never wanted to let go. There was nothing in his mind anymore, except for the man he fell in love with. There was no swimming. There was no pool. There was no tournament. There was no medal, bronze, silver or gold. There was only the manager he had fallen in love with.

I’m an idiot for not realizing my feelings sooner! We wasted so much time. We could’ve done a lot. But not anymore! I won’t waste a second with this wonderful man!

With a wild expression, he took off Cris’ shirt. As Nelson saw that bare and petite body, he wanted to lick and kiss every inch his lips could reach.

Passion took over. He kissed him on the neck, then moved down. He nibbled and sucked one nipple and pinched the other.

“Ah!” Cris moaned. He tried to suppress it, but it was too late.

Nelson stopped for a moment to look at him. Those red cheeks and that embarrassed expression were too much. He wanted more. He wanted to see all the expressions Cris had. He kissed his belly and grabbed that thick thigh.

Cris was good at hiding most of his reactions, but as he kissed Nelson, he couldn’t anymore. Even if he wanted to, his body betrayed him and revealed everything.

When Nelson felt the bulge pressed against him, he didn’t think twice and slid his hand inside his shorts. Before he could wrap his fingers on that manhood, Cris grabbed his wrist and sat up on top of him.

Panting, and sweating despite the cold room, and with his face red, he flashed a weak smile. “Wait… we can’t.”

Nelson’s heart throbbed painfully. His own member limping with those words. “We can’t?”

No way. He doesn’t like me. I just assume because of all his teasing. Oh, god, no. This can’t be happening.

“Don’t make that face. We can’t right now.” Cris flashed a sheepish smile. “Believe me, I want this more than you can imagine. I’ve been waiting for this for so long I just wanna lock this door and pretend the world is just you and me.”

He leaned in to kiss and Nelson reciprocated. The kiss became more intense but then he parted their lips.

“I feel the same,” Nelson said, smiling. “We wasted so much time because I was stupid and didn’t notice my feelings. I just want you all for myself right now.”

Cris put a finger on his lips. “Not today. I mean, not now. Aren’t you forgetting there’s something important?”

“There’s nothing more important than you.” Nelson pulled him closer for another kiss.

Cris touched his lips lightly but then pulled away again. His cheeks were an alarming shade of red. “You know how to embarrass a boy.”

“I learned from the best.”

He smiled and chuckled. “You have no idea how happy I am to hear you say that. But you’re forgetting the tournament. For you, for your goal, for your future, it’s too important. If I don’t stop this, if we get together right now, it’s gonna get in the way. I don’t want that.”

“I don’t care about that, I—”

“You do care. I know how much you care about swimming. And you’re not the only one. I want to see you swimming today. No matter how much I crave you right now, I don’t wanna see you throwing everything out the window.”

“Even if it’s for you?” Nelson asked in a low voice, his blood going back to where it should be.

“Yes, even if it’s for me. If it was anyone else, I wouldn’t care. But not you. I’ve been by your side, I’ve been working hard together with you. I’d feel too guilty if you threw everything aside because of me.”

Nelson widened his eyes a bit when he remembered.

“I’d never blame you or scream at you. You know that, right? I’m not that swimmer you managed before. I’m different.”

“You don’t need to tell me what I already know.” Cris gave him a light kiss. “I’m beginning to wonder if you think I fell in love with you because of your looks.”

“I could’ve sworn it was because of how hot I am.” Nelson flashed a cocky grin. It soon vanished, the smug smile replaced with embarrassment. “Wait, you fell in love with me?”

Cris blushed and averted his eyes. “You didn’t notice? I knew you were slow, but this is too much.” He took a deep breath and looked into Nelson’s eyes. “I love you,” he said, pronouncing every word.

Then he laid on top of him, wrapped his arms around the athlete and buried his face in his chest to hide his red cheeks.

Nelson put his arms around his petite body and hugged him as tight as he could.

“How about if we celebrate your victory just the two of us after the tournament?” Cris suggested in a low voice after a while. “We can even spend the rest of the day here.”

“Sounds perfect,” he said, smiling from the bottom of his heart.


Chapter 33

Despite the two smiling young men who had feelings for each other, there was an awkward silence in the bedroom.

After deciding to postpone the beginning of their relationship to focus on Nelson’s tournament, they sat on the bed with some distance between them.

This is awkward, Cris thought. Despite what was in his head, he couldn’t feel happier. Since we were about to do it, all the sexual tension is still in the air. I can still feel my nipples tingling where he sucked and nibbled. His face became red as he touched his chest and remembered.

To suppress his longing, Cris stopped touching himself and looked at the cause of his feelings. It was a mistake.

Nelson was glancing at him, but he blushed and averted his gaze when their eyes met. Then he glanced again, only to do the same thing a few seconds later without saying anything, getting a little more embarrassed each time.

That only made Cris’ heart thump faster. Oh, crap. He’s too cute! It’s not fair that a hot guy is so cute! He edged a little further away and hugged his legs. I need to calm down or I won’t be able to control myself. We promised we’d celebrate later.

That’s what he thought, but when he glanced at Nelson and met his eyes, he buried his face in his knees. However, he wasn’t fast enough and he still caught the cute and embarrassed smile, making his heart pound louder. He’s making this so hard by being so cute.

Why the hell am I acting like this? It’s not like I haven’t fallen in love before, he thought, glancing at him through the corner of his eye again. As he looked, his cheeks grew hotter and he buried his face in his knees again.

Ah, damn. I’m acting like a thirteen-year-old boy who fell in love for the first time. Despite his embarrassment, he didn’t hate the feeling at all. No matter how much he tried, the smile kept forcing itself on his lips.

Even though they were trying to suppress their desires until later, Cris couldn’t help but reach out his hand. Nelson blushed and did the same. They entwined their fingers, completely embarrassed to look at each other.

The silence only broke when two distinct alarms rang at the same time.

They picked up their respective smartphones and then looked at each other. With awkward smiles, they showed the screens to each other.

“The tournament,” they said at the same time.

There was another moment of silence and then they laughed together.

“You first,” Cris said, gesturing to the Nelson.

“I set the alarm to get ready for the tournament,” he said, putting the phone away.

“You need two hours?” Cris chuckled, raising an eyebrow. “Even I don’t need this much time to get ready when I’m dressed as a girl.”

Nelson blushed and flashed an embarrassed smile. “You don’t need much time to look cute.”

Cris covered his smile with the free hand. Damn. He’s too cute. My boyfriend is too cute. Wait, are we boyfriends? Ah, it doesn’t matter! He grinned as he repeated the word in his head over and over. But then he managed to control himself. Even if he’s too cute, I can see through him.

“What are you hiding from me?” he asked, his voice midway between teasing and suspicion.

“I have, eh, a few pre-tournament rituals.” Nelson mumbled so low he had trouble hearing.

“Pre-tournament rituals?” Cris repeated, making him avert his eyes in embarrassment. “Like what? Avoid crossing paths with black cats and not stepping on cracks?”

“It’s not like that,” he mumbled, his cheeks a shade of red.

Cris’ smile widened as he pulled Nelson’s hand to kiss it. “Sorry, sorry. I know some swimmers have weird superstitions like not shaking people’s hands to avoid using their arms until the tournament. Or move their legs and arms in synchronism for balance.”

“I’m not that weird,” he said defensively.

“Then what do you do? What are your pre-tournament rituals?” Cris tried, but it was impossible to not tease the man he fell in love with.

“I rather not say.” Nelson averted his eyes. “You’re gonna make fun of me.”

That only makes me more curious. Especially if you say it with a cute face like that, Cris thought, his heart pounding faster. He pressed his lips to suppress his grin and did his best to quell down his teasing instinct. It was getting harder and harder.

Wait. Nelson doesn’t need that, not today. But I’m not letting him off the hook in the future. I’m not letting a chance to tease my boyfriend escape like this. My boyfriend…

“You always do those rituals?”

“Only before an important event.”

“An important event, huh? Cris repeated. The next second, he caved to his urge to tease, the sly smile stamped on his face. “Are you gonna do some of those rituals before our celebration later?”

Damn. I was trying so hard to not tease him. But seeing that cute face red and embarrassed is bigger than me. It’s all your fault for making me fall in love with a swimmer again!

A second later, Nelson reacted just as he thought, widening his eyes, and looking everywhere but at Cris.

His expressions are the best! He couldn’t hold it anymore and laughed.

“Sorry for teasing you before an important event,” he said, pulling Nelson closer for a tight hug. “I just can’t help it, you make me wanna tease you so much.”

“I’m so glad this won’t change now that we’re…” He was too embarrassed to finish the sentence.

Together? Dating? Boyfriends? Cris tried to complete it in his head. Either one left his heart thumping louder and faster. Damn it. I have to put my feelings aside for now. I need to become a manager of the Prado Maranhão club. Taking deep breaths, he stopped his urge to tease the man he loved.

“I wanna hear the rest of that sentence later,” he whispered. Then he beamed. “Right now, let’s focus on the tournament. I set my alarm so early just to help you get ready, by the way.”

“Thanks,” Nelson mumbled and smiled, his face still red.

“Since you won’t tell me what you do for this so call ritual, at least tell me what you need,” Cris said, getting out of bed and clapping his hands energetically. He grabbed the duffel bag the club gave Nelson and put it on the table, opening the zipper. Then he turned with an eager face.

“Thanks again, but I don’t need anything special.”

“Then let me pack what you might need for today.”

He went to the closet, picked out a few things and tossed everything on the bed. Then he went to the bathroom and came back with a few toiletries, also dumping on the bed.

“Why all this?” Nelson asked as he stared at the mess his manager had made. He picked up one of the towels with the club’s emblem on it. “I don’t need all this.”

“Ah, but you do.” Cris began folding and packing.

“Why would I need two towels?”

“You said you liked to shower before and after a tournament.”

“You remember that?”

Cris showed a gentle smile. “Of course. So, one towel is for before and the second is for later. Or would you rather dry yourself with a wet towel?”

Nelson smiled and folded the second towel before putting it in on top of the first. Then he picked up one of the toiletries. “There’s no need for sunscreen.”

“There’s no way I’m letting you ruin that skin of yours. Especially when I’m gonna be the one seeing and licking most of it in the near future,” Cris said in an as-a-matter-of-fact voice.

Nelson blushed and said nothing as he tossed the sunscreen on the bag. In a few moments, the bag was full, and he couldn’t come up with a reason to take anything off.

“Wow. This is way more than I usually bring,” he said, scratching his cheek.

“You’ll need most. And if you don’t, there’s no harm. You can thank me later,” Cris said, beaming.

“I will. Not just for this. There’s no way I’d ever forget everything you’ve been doing for me.”

Cris grinned and closed the bag before handing it to him. “Now go, my swimmer. Win this tournament so we can celebrate a lot later,” he said in his teasing voice.

It didn’t work this time. Instead of being embarrassed, Nelson seemed troubled with the idea. “You’re not coming?”

Cris looked in his eyes and flashed a gentle smile.

“There’s no way I’m missing your comeback,” he said tiptoeing to kiss him on the cheek. “I need to eat something. You know how much I like bananas, but that’s not enough to fill me.”

“Okay. Then I’ll see you there.” Nelson blushed and pressed his lips. There was an awkward moment of silence again. “Bye.”

He leaned down to kiss Cris on the cheek.

I wanted more than just that, he thought with a tiny smile as he watched Nelson walk towards the door.

He was about to leave the bedroom when he halted, took a deep breath and turned. “I know I’m always saying it but I’m serious. Thanks for everything you did for me. If not for you, there’s no way I’d’ have gotten this far. Thank you for coming into my life!”

He opened and closed his mouth without any idea of what to say. His heart thumped so loud he was afraid Nelson would hear. Damn it. When he’s straightforward like this, I don’t know how to react.

Despite his embarrassment, Cris couldn’t stop smiling.

There was another moment of silence and then Nelson left.

Ah, I’m really just like a little boy falling in love for the first time, he thought as he fell backward on the bed. I can’t believe how much I love that swimmer.

The door opened again, and Cris stood up with a confused face. “What’s wrong? Did you forget anything?”

Without a word and a determined face, Nelson crossed the room, grabbed Cris and kissed him. A kiss full of passion.

When their lips parted, Cris was out of air. His mind was a haze as he tried to think. What…?

With his entire face red, Nelson looked at him and then left his bedroom again.

It took a moment, but then Cris felt his entire body burning. I really fell for him, he thought, smiling from the bottom of his heart.


Chapter 34

Nelson parked the car, turned off the engine and pulled the key from the ignition. Though there was nothing wrong, everything he did felt strange, as if it was someone else doing them.

What the hell am I thinking? I’m the weird one, he thought, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath. After he held the air in for four seconds, he exhaled slowly, waiting for four more seconds to breathe again.

I’m back. I’m finally back to competing, he thought, grabbing the steering wheel with both hands. Despite how nervous he felt, there was a smile forcing itself on his lips as he got out of the car.

Nelson looked around the school grounds where the competition would happen. It’s been a long time since I stepped inside a school, he thought, smiling as he remembered his student days. I was a pain in the ass. How many times was I sent to the principal’s office for cutting class?

He couldn’t help but chuckle with the memory. It’s not my fault if the pools were more interesting than blackboards. A classroom was too stuffy for me. It was awful staying sitting for so long listening to useless stuff that I’d never use. I preferred moving my body. I still do. Guess that’s why mom thought I was hyperactive.

As he thought back to his school days, Cris popped in his mind. He couldn’t help but blush. What about him? Was he a good student? Nelson stopped to imagine for a moment and laughed as he dismissed the idea an instant later.

Zero chance. There’s no way he was a good student. I’m almost sure he was just as terrible as me. I skipped class to hang out with my friends or go swimming. I bet he also skipped class but to do other things with boys.

Once again Nelson blushed.

I can only imagine him as one of those kids who slept through the first classes and kept talking all the time and barely paid any attention the rest of the day. Even so, for some reason I have the feeling he managed to avoid summer school by cramming everything at the last minute. Then he would flash that cute smile and say everything went according to his plan despite the cold sweat running down his face.

I also get the feeling he was popular with everyone in his class. Maybe with everyone in the school. He’s the sort of guy who’d talk about boys with the girls and about the girls with the boys, giving them hints as a ‘spy.’

I’m also 100% sure he made most boys uncomfortable with his lewd jokes and comments. Wait, scratch that. Knowing him, I bet he flirted with them without any restraint. How many boys did he make question themselves?

Cris is so cute and cool it’s way past unfair.

And now I’m with him. I’m his boyfriend and he’s mine.

Nelson couldn’t stop blushing and smiling with the idea, his heart thumping faster as he pictured the man he fell in love with.

I wish I could’ve met him back then. We could’ve been together sooner. But maybe I wouldn’t have fallen for him if we’d met back then.

His heart filled with joy at the picture of Cris in his mind. But then he shook his head to get rid of that cute face.

I’m in love with him. There’s a lot I wanna share, have and do with him. But I can’t be thinking of him. Not now. I’ll only think about him afterwards. Now I have to focus on the tournament. Not only for me but for him too.

He looked around but since it was his first time in this school, he had no idea where the swimming pool was. As he wondered what to do, he saw one security guard patrolling.

“Excuse me,” Nelson called, walking towards the overweight man. “I’m here for the tournament, but I don’t know where the pool is.”

“Tournament? Today?” The security guard had a puzzled look on his face. He scratched his chin for a moment and then his face lit with comprehension. “Oh yeah, there was a swimming tournament. I forgot.”

You forgot? Nelson didn’t change his expression, but on the inside, he dropped his shoulders. Guess this is the level I’m at now.

I know I have to start from the bottom after the accident and everything, but to think I’m in a tournament the security guard forgot is happening.

He did his best to ignore the feeling. I knew that from the start. It doesn’t matter how and where. I have the chance to get to the top again. I’ll take it with everything I have.

The guard took a deep breath before speaking again. “The pool’s that way. Behind that building over there.” He pointed to a building that looked like a gym on the other side of the parking lot.

“Thanks.”

Before he could walk towards the pool, the guard shook a stubby finger at him, his eyes narrowed. “Wait a sec. Aren’t you that guy?”

“I’m sorry?” Nelson had a hunch what the guard was talking about, but he decided to play dumb.

“That guy, er, that swimmer who almost died in a nasty accident a while back. Nelson something, I think.”

“Ah, yeah. That’s me,” he said with a wry smile. It’s amazing people still remember me.

“Ha! I knew it!” The guard’s face lit with a smile. “I saw you on TV today!”

“Eh, I was on TV today?” I didn’t hear anything about that.

“Yeah, yeah, you were. The reporter said something about your first competition after that accident. I had no idea it’d be here, where I work,” he said, grinning. “Can I take a selfie with you? My daughter won’t believe when I tell her I met the guy we saw on TV today.”

“Yeah, sure.” Despite the surprise, Nelson didn’t hate the situation. I can’t believe after everything, things like this still happen, he thought, smiling as the guard placed a hand on his shoulder.

“Thanks. Hey, I’ll take you to the pool,” the guard offered, still smiling as he put his phone back in his pocket.

Nelson accepted. After they got there, the security guard went back to his patrol.

Despite the unusual situation, he felt his mood improving. However, when he saw the pool and the surroundings, the smile faded. Guess this is part of my reality too.

Before him was an Olympic size pool with clear and still waters. But that wasn’t what caught Nelson’s attention. It was the bleachers. Or better yet, the lack of them. My last tournament was in a place that could hold over 10 thousand people. And it was almost full house that day.

And now, there’s not even enough space for the spectators to sit. But I guess only friends and families come to watch something of this level. Too bad my parents can’t come.

Nelson closed his eyes and exhaled through his nose, trying to get rid of those feelings.

It doesn’t matter. I have the chance to climb back to the top, he said to himself again. I’ll grab this chance with both hands. For me and my future, and for Cris too.

Despite blushing as he thought of his manager, Nelson drew strength from that face, from that smile he grew to love.

For me and my future, and for my boyfriend. He used both hands to cover his face as he smiled

With his resolve remade, Nelson headed to the men’s locker room. After everything he had seen, he wasn’t surprised by the unlocked door. Holding his urge to sigh, he went to a box at the entrance with many keys with a small plate with numbered paper as a keychain.

Nelson took one at random and after looking around, he realized he was alone in the locker room. “Hello? Is there anyone here?” he asked just to be sure.

When there was no answer, he smiled in relief.

Great. It’s just as Cris said. No one would be crazy enough to get here so soon. But thanks to that, I can do all my pre-tournament rituals without anyone to get in the way, Nelson thought, placing his bag on the bench in the middle of the locker room.

He took a deep breath and relaxed his entire body.


Chapter 35

“No way.” Mari stopped the fork midway to her open mouth. “For real? You’re not messing with me, are you?”

“I swear.”

Though her surprised and doubtful expression was funny, it made no difference, Cris was already smiling from ear to ear even before he shared the news about Nelson and him.

“Way to go. Just don’t turn into one of those guys who can only think about their boyfriends and forget about their adorable cousins. I’ll feel lonely.”

“Thanks.” His smile grew even more.

Cris turned to his plate but instead of eating, he played with his food. He didn’t feel hungry. What he wanted was to run across the cafeteria and shout to everyone he and Nelson were a couple now.

“So, you got a proper boyfriend after so long,” Mari said, finally eating the food on her fork before pointing it towards him. “I’m happy and all, but let’s be honest for a second here. It was about damn time. I mean, everybody was tired of waiting for you two to hook up. And I mean everybody.”

“I’m not listening to you. No matter what you say, I’m too happy to care.” Cris hummed as he finally ate the eggs. Then he stopped humming and turned to her with a somber face. “What do you mean everybody? Who else other than you and Marcelo knew about us?”

I never told anyone. I doubt Nelson would’ve told anyone other than Marcelo. He could’ve said something, but he doesn’t look like the type of guy who’d do that. And Mari isn’t dumb enough to blab about this.

She scoffed and rolled her eyes. “You’re kidding, right? Please, tell me you’re kidding, little cousin.”

“Just say it.”

“Wow, you really don’t know. Guess you’ve been way up on cloud nine with Nelson all this time and forgot about us here on the ground,” she said, sighing.

He sighed and pressed the bridge of his nose. He had a feeling the conversation was one he didn’t want to have. At least not right now, when he was still too happy. His heart still thumped faster whenever he remembered how Nelson came back just to give him an amazing kiss.

And yet his curiosity was bigger. Why am I like this?

“Just say it, Mari. Because if you just wanna make fun of me, then I’ll ignore you and be happy.”

“I say, little cousin. Don't get your panties in a bunch,” Mari said, flashing a mischievous smile. “If you think you and Nelson are a secret, guess again. You two are famous among the girls.”

Cris froze. So, everyone knows about us. On one hand, he loved the idea. For years, he was as open as he could about being gay. If everyone knew, it meant they could act like a couple. On the other hand, he didn’t want Nelson to come out before he was ready. Even so, everything’s gonna be okay. Because we’re together now.

“I see. I didn’t know,” he said, pretending the news wasn’t a big deal.

Mari laughed. “You can stop that now. You might fool your new boyfriend with that acting, but not me.”

“Fine.” Cris blushed at the mention of the B word. That’s what we are now. Boyfriends. The idea alone was enough to make him want to grin all day long.

“Good. Now I’ll tell you everything you don’t know, cousin of mine. At first, there were a lot of girls jealous because they’d lost a great catch to you,” Mari said, too happy about sharing the gossip. “But when that passed, they became interested in where you two were in the relationship. If you two had kissed, or had done it already, that kind of thing. There was even a pool.”

“No way.” Cris blushed a little more. “I didn’t hear a thing about this.”

“Yeah, I have a slight suspicion it was because you were too busy falling in love with Nelson to notice us. But I don’t know. Who am I to say?” She raised her hands and shrugged. Then she let out a dry chuckle. “And I lost the pool, by the way. Thanks for that. Not that you care about your cousin’s wallet.”

“What? You were in it?”

“There was no way I’d miss out on that action. And I thought I was gonna win easily. I was so sure you two would’ve already done it by now. But no. All you did was suck his cock. Thanks for keeping your relationship pure and innocent, little cousin,” she said, not skimping on her sarcasm as she raised one thumb.

Cris decided to ignore that with a bright smile. “You’re welcome!” His cheeks reddened again. “And I’m glad we didn’t hook up right away. If we had, maybe I wouldn’t have fallen in love with him.”

“Yeah, I know. And I love hearing about other people’s love, by the way. It makes me so happy.”

“I know. Thanks for listening to me. When I wanted to talk and when I didn’t.” Cris beamed at his cousin. Mari sighed and smiled too. But as he focused on his food, his cheeks lost some of their color. “When you say everybody, does that mean dad knows too?”

“That you’re gay? I think he was suspicious ever since you said you liked boys. You were what, twelve? But I think uncle was almost certain when you brought your boyfriend home. When he caught you two naked, he had no doubts.”

“Stop reminding me of that.” Even though it had happened three years ago, the memory was still too embarrassing.

“No way. You getting caught with your boyfriend sucking each other’s dicks is still one of the best Christmas story’s ever.”

Cris shook his head to dismiss the memory. “Putting that aside. That’s not what I meant.”

“I know what you meant, cousin. And no, I don’t think uncle knows how close you and your swimmer have grown.”

“Good, that’s good.” He sighed in relief and got back to his now cold breakfast.

“It wouldn’t make any difference,” Mari said in a low and unusually serious voice. “He’s not gonna get mad or anything because you’re happy.”

“I know, but still.” Cris played with his food as he tried to find the right words to express himself. “Even if I’m happy, it doesn’t change the fact that I’m…”

“In love with a swimmer from the club,” Mari finished the sentence. “You can say it, cousin.”

“Yeah.” He lowered his eyes. “But it’s not the first time I got involved with a swimmer.”

“Last time was different. Uncle got mad because he thought you were fooling around instead of working. That guy’s results were pathetic for a swimmer of our club.”

“Yeah, I know that but…”

“When uncle found out the truth, he was mad at him for yelling and blaming you. He even ended the contract right away when the guy called you nasty names,” Mari reminded Cris. “No matter how harsh he is on you about your future, uncle cares about you.”

“Yeah, I guess. No, you’re right.” He was happy to hear again that father stood by his side at that time.

“Of course I am. So believe in me now too. This time you’re in love with Nelson, not just sleeping with him. As long as your relationship doesn’t get in his way, uncle won’t get mad nor will he let anyone say anything about you.”

When Cris looked at his cousin, he was smiling for real. “Thanks for reminding me of this, Mari.”

She flashed a huge and sincere smile. “I’m always here to listen to your gay love stories.”

Cris let out a weak chuckle. “You know you can just call it a love story, right? You don’t have to say everything I do is the gay version.”

“Yeah, I know,” she said, taking another bite of her sausage. “But for some reason, it doesn’t have the same flare if I don’t.”

He sighed and chuckled. “Whatever.”

“C’mon, little cousin. Now the serious talk is over, let’s get to the real deal.”

Mari swallowed the rest of her breakfast and put the tray aside. She placed her elbows on the table, crossed her fingers and stared at him.

“Please share with your cousin here how you plan to celebrate with Nelson later. What are all the naughty and kinky ideas you have in your head?” she asked in a forced deep voice.

He blushed and looked around to make sure no one was listening. When he realized what he was doing, he laughed. I’m acting just like him, he thought and didn’t hate the idea.

“Are you, by any chance, embarrassed to be overheard?” Mari asked in an even deeper voice, shaking her head at the same time. “That cannot be true.”

“Yeah, it is. I don’t think Nelson is ready to have people knowing about how hard I plan to ride his dick later.”

Mari flashed a sly smile as she nodded. “Nice. I bet he’s gonna get more tired with you than with swimming.”

Cris shared the same sly smile. “I’m gonna make sure of that. He’ll be more out of air under the sheet than under the water.”

They looked at each other and laughed at the same time.

“That’s hot, little cousin. I wanna hear all the details after.”

“No way. I’m a gentleman. I don’t suck and tell.”

“You gonna do that to me? Me, who’s been listening to all your gay ramblings about Nelson ever since you met him. Wait, scratch that. I started hearing about him even before you met him. Now that you two are finally gonna fool around naked under the sheets, you’re gonna keep me out of the newsletter?”

Cris knew it would be useless to resist his cousin. He never could, ever since they were kids. But if Nelson hears about this, he’s gonna be so embarrassed. Not that I wouldn’t like to see that.

As he mulled it over, Mari leaned back on her seat.

“Fine, little cousin. Don’t tell me anything,” she said in her normal tone which somehow seemed scarier than usual. “I’m just gonna sit around and picture all the kinky gay things you and Nelson are gonna do later. But since I have a poor imagination, I’ll have to ask the girls for a little help. Or maybe I’ll ask our boy himself.”

Cris pressed his lips to suppress a smile. I knew it. I can never win against her.

“Fine. I’ll give you the details tomorrow. If I can walk, that is,” he added with a sly smile.

Mari nodded in approval again. “Nice, little cousin. Make sure to stock up on lotion.”

“I always do.”

As the cousins laughed together, Mari stood up. “I’m gonna get some milk. Do you want some? Oh, wait. Nelson already gave you some today.”

Cris shook his head and finished the rest of his cold breakfast.

“You’re done?” Mari asked when she was back. “Good. Then let’s get going already.”

“Where?”

“To see your boyfriend swimming, of course,” she said, her face indicating it should be obvious. “What else?”

“You’re going too?”

Mari scoffed. “Yeah, of course. There’s no way I’m gonna miss something this important in my little cousin’s gay relationship. I’ll probably be the person cheering the most. Well, second. There’s no way I’m gonna beat you.”

Cris beamed. “Let’s go!”


Chapter 36

“We’re finally here!” Mari said when she stopped the car in the school parking lot.

“Yeah.”

Though nothing indicated there was a sports event happening at school today, Cris felt his stomach tighten a knot. I’m so nervous.

He tried to ignore his feelings, but it was hard with his cousin by his side. He couldn’t help notice that her legs wouldn’t stay still. Then he realized his legs were the same.

“Stop that,” he said, grabbing her knee to make her stop. “It’s making me more nervous.”

“I can’t help it, little cousin. I’m so excited.” Despite the hand, she still moved her leg.

Cris gave up. He looked in the direction of the building that looked like a gym and took a deep breath. Why am I feeling so nervous? Today’s gonna be an easy win for Nelson. Yeah, it should. There’s nothing to worry about.

“C’mon, little cousin. There’s no need for you to be nervous. Instead, be like me! I’m all hyped up for this competition!” Mari said with a huge smile.

Cris noticed it wasn’t just her legs, her hands were restless too. Despite everything, he couldn’t help but become influenced by her smile and forced one of his own. “Yeah, you’re right!”

“You shouldn’t be surprised by that now. But instead of thinking of you, think of how Nelson is feeling.”

“Even if it’s gonna be an easy win, I bet he won’t let that over his head. Right now, he must be finishing his pre-tournament rituals.”

“That’s not what I mean. He’s used to big indoor pools with bleachers and a crowd cheering. From that to a school pool is a little, well, a great fall, to be honest. It might affect him more than we can imagine.”

Cris grew silent for a moment. “That’s true. But he won’t let that affect him, I’m sure.”

“Are you, little cousin? Even if it’s a municipal and small tournament, it’s his first competition after months. It might put more pressure on him than he believes. Especially if he’s thinking it’s gonna be a walk in the park.”

She might be right. But why is she saying all this now?

“Since when were you such an expert about this? When was the last time you came to watch a competition?”

Mari hummed as she tried to remember. “I have no idea. Maybe it was back when my brother swam.”

“Over three years ago? Please don’t act like you’re an expert. You’re making me more nervous.”

“I can’t help it, little cousin. There are high stakes involved today,” she said with an unusually serious expression as she got out of the car.

“I know that.”

“Nelson’s career isn’t the only thing.”

Cris could tell something stupid was coming up, so he kept quiet.

“Really? You’re not asking?” Mari asked when he didn’t follow up.

“I can guess it’s something stupid.”

“It’s not.”

“Fine. What else is involved today?”

“After this, I’m hoping my little cousin will get rammed from behind so hard he won’t be able to walk tomorrow,” she said with a straight face when he got out of the car.

“How can you say those things with that face?” Cris asked. I want that too, but I can’t even think of it right now.

“Because I can’t stop thinking about it. Are you gonna seriously tell me you don’t expect the same?”

He blushed and tried to stop his smile with no success as they walked through the school grounds. “I can’t say that.”

“Ha! I knew it!” Mari shouted in triumph. “You almost have as much expectation as me.”

“Why are you so interested in my love life?”

“I’m interested in your gay love life because it’s been too long since I’ve seen some action. It’s hard to find guys when you literally live at your workplace.”

“Why don’t you date someone from the club again?” He could name a couple of interns in the medical and financial department he wouldn’t mind getting on his knees for. But that was before Nelson.

“Because it’s too troublesome. You, of all people, know how it is. My last boyfriend was, oh shit, speaking of the devil.” Mari fell silent and halted.

Cris looked around and realized the reason for his cousin’s sudden silence. Oh shit. Why him?

A few steps ahead of them was someone they knew. Wearing a suit despite the heat, the man was on the phone and hadn’t noticed them.

“Why is he here?” Mari asked in a low voice as she dragged Cris behind a tree.

“Probably to watch Nelson. Dad has no time to come to a small competition like this but there’s no way he wouldn’t send someone to watch. I just can’t believe it’s him,” he said in a hushed voice.

“Yeah, why him of all people? Couldn’t uncle send another one of his assistants? I can’t face him.”

Oh yeah. If I’m not mistaken, he cheated on her with a Colombian swimmer. “You’re still upset about that? It was years ago.”

“It was traumatic for me, okay? I think I was in love with him,” Mari said, blushing in a rare display of embarrassment.

“Yeah, well, I hate to tell you, but I slept with him too.”

“What? You never told me! When was that? Wait, Marco is bi? No way! I never realized!”

“One question at a time. First, we had sex at the New Year’s Eve party. I don’t think he’s bi. He just fell for my charms that one time,” he said, not hiding how proud he was.

“You’re such a slut, Cris,” Mari said, biting her lip as she turned to her ex. “What are we gonna do?”

“What do you mean? I’m watching Nelson. I came here only for that. There’s no reason for us to hide from Marco.”

“Yeah, I know that, but… oh, shit. He saw us.” She waved awkwardly as her ex-boyfriend looked in their direction. “Just smile and wave. Maybe he won’t come to talk to us.”

Her fears became true. Marco ended the call, put the phone away, buttoned his suit and walked towards them.

“Hello, Mari. It’s good to see you.” His tone was just as forced as his smile. Then he turned to Cris and his cheeks became a shade of pink. “You too, Cris. It’s been a while…”

“What are you doing here?” she asked, also forcing herself to sound as normal as it could.

“I’m here to watch one of our athletes. Your father asked me to report his result the minute the competition ends,” he said to the manager. Then he turned back to his ex. “I’m surprised to see you here. I thought you said you’d never watch another tournament again.”

“Things change. I’m here to support Cris and Nelson’s relationship.” Cris looked at her with wide eyes. “As swimmer and manager. My little cousin has been working harder than ever this time and all. Hope this is the first tournament of many in Nelson’s future.”

“Yes, I hope so too,” Marco said, looking down as he straightened his tie.

At once Cris realized there was something else. “Is there something we should know?” he asked in a low voice. Even so, he couldn’t hide his anxiety.

Marco pressed his lips and closed his eyes. “I shouldn’t be saying this, but there are people who think Nelson cannot produce the same results as before the accident. That was a close call. It’s amazing he’s managed to come so far after everything. No one doubts that.”

“Even so, this isn’t his last chance. He has until the WCA. His contract is until then.”

“You’re right, but the board doesn’t think that. No one’s said it aloud, but I think today might be his last chance. Some don’t want the club putting more resources on him. And that’s not all. I’m not here only to watch him. I’m here also to scout another swimmer. His name is Yuri and even though he has a lot of potential, he’s been under the radar. Some want to end Nelson’s contract and make one with him.”

Cris was too stunned to say anything. No way. I didn’t hear anything about this. I knew today was more than his comeback but to think it might be his last chance.

Mari looked at her ex-boyfriend, all the joy from this morning gone from her face as if it never existed. “Marco, be honest. Are the old geezers just waiting for an excuse to cut ties with Nelson?”

He stayed in silence for a while, looking her in her eyes.

“Not everyone. As the head of the medical department, your mother thinks it’s impossible for him to return to his old self. But your dad is the opposite. He thinks Nelson can go even further. He says it’s not everyone who can come back from such injury. According to him, they should keep someone who can do such a thing.”

“What about my dad?” Cris asked, gulping. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to know.

Marco kept his silence again. “You know your dad, Cris. He won’t say anything unless he has all the facts. I think he’s on the fence. To him, this competition is make it or break it for Nelson.”

Cris bit his lip and turned in the direction of the pools.

“This competition is much more important than Nelson probably thinks it is.” Despite talking in a low tone, Marco’s words came as a heavy blow to him.

We had no idea. We were thinking it’d be an easy victory. Ah, damn it. We could only think about celebrating later. Now the stakes are much higher, even though this is just a municipal tournament.

“Go talk to him. There’s still some time before the competition,” Mari said to him, giving him a little push on the back.

Cris flashed a tiny smile at her. “Thanks.”

Nelson, I wanna talk to you. I wanna tell you everything I just heard and say everything’s gonna be alright. Don’t worry about me. Don’t worry about us. Just think about swimming. Give your all on each stroke!

As he thought of his swimmer and the man he loved, his steps became a bit faster.

Before he knew it, he was running towards the pool, with his boyfriend’s face in his mind. Nelson.


Chapter 37

By the time Nelson finished his pre-tournament rituals, the other competitors entered the locker room.

Just in time, he thought, glad no one had seen. Cris would’ve laughed if that happened. And then he’d want me to show him. He smiled when he thought about his manager, but then stopped as he checked the other swimmers. I don’t recognize anyone.

Then he realized why. What am I doing? Checking out the competition? It’s not like I have any information about them or anything. I don’t even know their names. This isn’t a major tournament or anything. It’s just a tiny municipal competition. Now that I think about it, the coach didn’t say anything about the other swimmers either.

As he thought of his coach, Nelson couldn’t help but let out a hollow chuckle in his head. Even he’s not here today. Before, he never missed a single one of my tournaments. He never misses any of his athletes’ tournaments. But today is only important to me, not to him.

After the swimmers stored their belongings in the lockers, they stood in the corner, talking among themselves while changing and glancing at Nelson from time to time.

I didn’t want to think about it but that’s what I get for being the biggest name here. But being the famous one here makes no difference. I won’t win or anything because of it. Just like in every tournament I’ve been in so far. If I wanna win, I have to swim faster than them.

Nelson decided to ignore the extra attention and focus on himself.

Now that I think about it, this kind of reaction happened when there was a new swimmer. He’d become amazed at being in the same place as those he admired. I was the same. Guess it’s feeling like a rite of passage for us. Too bad this feels more like I’m in an aquarium, he thought with a wry smile.

He was taking one of the towels from a plastic bag among everything Cris had forced him to bring when one of the swimmers approached him.

“H-hi. You’re Nelson, right?” he asked. Though he seemed a couple of years older, he was nervous. The others he was whispering in the corner with before stood a few steps behind.

So, he has the pre-tournament jitters, Nelson thought, smiling in his head. I can’t blame him. How long has it been since I felt that? Wait, better not remember. The first time I felt like this, I threw up in the pool. Something Cris knows now. Thanks for that, Marcelo.

“Yeah,” he greeted his competitor in a friendly tone.

That was a mistake as it only made the swimmer and the others in the back even more nervous.

“I just wanted to say I saw you on TV today. Even though it’s your comeback and all, I mean, we will not make it easy for you,” he managed to say, trying to come off as confident despite stuttering. “We’ll make you work hard. Don’t think it’s gonna be a walk in the park!”

Despite his faltering voice, his eyes never showed any hesitation.

He has the spirit of an athlete, Nelson realized. He stopped smiling and offered his hand. “Let’s give our best today then,” he said in a serious voice, looking his competitor in the eyes.

With a nervous smile, which he stopped almost right away, the swimmer grabbed his hand and shook it. The others behind him came forward to greet him too.

“Yeah, we won’t let you win that easily!”

“We’ll give our best!”

Nelson smiled and shook their hands one by one.

After greeting and promising a good tournament, they went back to their places to get ready. The swimmers who didn’t talk to Nelson saw everything, but they were too busy preparing themselves to do the same.

I forgot this locker room feeling. I was stupid, too stupid. I thought because it was only a small municipal tournament, it’d be easy.

I’m an idiot. I’m competing with athletes. They’re swimmers who wanna win. Just because I used to be an Olympic level swimmer, doesn’t mean they’ve given up before it even started. If I underestimate them, I’ll be disrespecting them.

“So, you’re the famous Nelson.” Standing a few meters away, glancing at him through the corner of his eyes while warming up, was another swimmer. He looked young and Nelson couldn’t help but notice he was slim and had long limbs.

“I’m Nelson, but I wouldn’t use ‘the.’ I’m just me,” he said, chuckling with his own joke.

He has a good build for a swimmer, he thought before offering his hand with a serious face. As the athlete shook it, Nelson also couldn’t help but notice he had shaved legs. To do this for a municipal tournament. He doesn’t just swim as a hobby. He’s someone who’s aiming higher.

“I’m Yuri. Even if you deny it, or if you just don’t want to say it out loud, all the eyes here are on you,” he said. “There was even a piece of news on TV about this competition. They’d never even talk about it outside a sports segment, and that would be a pretty small mention. That is, if it wasn’t for you.”

Nelson stared at him for a moment. “You make it sound like I’m the only one swimming today. There are other athletes,” he said, aware the others were listening.

“You’re right. There are others, but few here want to be professional athletes.”

Nelson glanced around. Those who talked to him had stopped their warm-ups and were watching them.

“You’re right. Even so, everyone here is still a swimmer aiming for the gold medal. No one should be underestimated.” Like I was doing before.

“You’re right,” Yuri said, smiling. “And thank you for that.”

“For what?”

“I never imagined I’d be treated as a competitor by an Olympic level swimmer.”

Nelson let out a hollow laugh that surprised Yuri. “Sorry, but I’m not at that level anymore,” he said in a low voice. He looked around at the simple locker room. “This is where I am now. I need to climb back to that level again.”

“Do you think you can?” Yuri blurted out. Then he pressed his lips and closed his eyes. “Sorry, I shouldn’t…”

“No, it’s okay. I don’t mind,” Nelson said before the mood became awkward. “I’ll give it my best to get back to that level no matter what anyone thinks.”

The moment he spoke, something felt off. Then he realized the reason. As he remembered Cris’ words, his cheeks turned red.

“No, I’m wrong. I don’t think I’ll get back to that level. I’ll go even further.” His voice was brimming with confidence, but there was no arrogance.

Yuri realized and said nothing, his eyes filling with admiration. “That’s amazing, Mister Nelson. I never thought someone would have the strength to start again. Especially in a competition like this.”

Nelson chuckled and smiled as he scratched his cheek to break the serious mood.

“Everyone needs to start somewhere. And don’t call me mister, it makes me sound older than I am. Just call me Nelson. And besides, you call it strength, but it’s more like I’m so useless I don’t think I can do anything other than swim.”

“Okay, Nelson,” Yuri said, laughing. “I think I’m the same. If I’m not swimming, I have no idea what to do.”

“Then let’s get in the water and do the only thing we can do.”

“Yes!”

“It’ll be a pleasure to swim against you,” Nelson said, offering his hand again.

After Yuri shook it and went back to his warm-up, someone slammed the door open. No one had any reaction as a girl rushed inside the locker room and looked around.

Nelson realized at once. Despite the slim and petite body, long black hair and skirt, she was no girl. It was his cross-dressing manager and the man he had fallen in love with.

“Cris? What are you doing here?” he asked, the surprise stamped on his face.

He turned to Nelson at once. He looked panicked, his face sweating, and he was out of air.

“I need to talk to you right now,” he said in an urgent voice.


Chapter 38

“What’s wrong? Did something happen?” Nelson asked, getting nervous as he walked to Cris, flustered and out of air.

“Yes… and I need to talk to you,” he said as he tried to recover his breath.

As Nelson checked him, he heard murmurs. The other swimmers in the locker room were looking at them, fidgeting. It took him longer than it should to realize the reason. They think Cris is a girl, he thought, wanting to laugh. I can’t blame them. He’s cuter than most girls. It doesn’t help the fact he came barging in here dressed in a skirt. Any guy would be embarrassed. But sorry everyone, he’s mine.

“Now!” Cris dragged Nelson out of the locker room.

Under those worried eyes, he didn’t resist. Despite the urgency, he couldn’t help but enjoy it as Cris pulled him by the hand. Before he knew it, he gently squeezed that petite hand, feeling the warmth and courage coming from those lean fingers.

Even though he was frantically looking for somewhere without people, Cris’ cheeks went a shade of red as he squeezed back. “There!”

He led Nelson to a huge tree behind the gym as fast as he could without running. As his skirt fluttered thanks to the wind, he put his hands on his knees and tried to recover his breath.

Nelson put a hand on his back and massaged it, trying to ease the pain. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I just need a sec.”

He was relieved with that. But then he couldn’t help but become nervous. Something important must’ve happened for him to barge in the locker room and drag me like this before the tournament. “What happened?” This time there was a note of urgency in his voice.

Cris took a deep breath and raised his head. He opened his mouth but then bit his lips and looked away.

At once Nelson knew he had something hard to say. His stomach tightened but as he placed a lock of Cris’ long black hair behind his ear, his fingers brushing against his soft cheek, he couldn’t help but smile.

Cris looked at him again. He blushed and smiled as he touched his boyfriend’s fingers.

Nelson leaned down and kissed him lightly.

Cris threw his arms around his neck and kissed him back.

When they parted their lips, he seemed less flustered, though even more out of air. Even so, he hugged Nelson and squeezed as much as those slim arms allowed him.

“I don’t know what’s wrong, but you can tell me. You can tell me anything,” Nelson whispered, hugging back, smiling as he caressed the top of Cris’ head. “That’s the best part of our relationship.”

He gave a last squeeze and then let go. When he raised his head, his smile, although tiny, was back. “You know how to make a boy embarrassed,” he muttered, closing his eyes. When he opened them, they were full of determination.

Nelson couldn’t help but blush as he stared into them. That change in mood was part of the reason he had fallen in love with Cris.

“There’s something important you need to know about today.”

The seriousness and the topic took Nelson aback. He held his breath and let out a weak chuckle as a response. “More to this competition? Please, don’t tell me the fate of the world depends on my results now,” he joked to lighten the mood. It didn’t work. Cris didn’t even crack a smile. “Is it that serious?”

Cris looked down. “Yes. Today might really be your last chance.”

Nelson could tell it pained him to say. Those delicate hands squeezed his jacket with the club’s emblem.

“What do you mean? Unless I suck too much, there’s the state championship and the regionals for me to recover.”

“Maybe not. The club… the board…” Cris took a deep breath and looked him in the eyes. “Some of the board members are thinking about ending your contract depending on your result.”

Nelson remained quiet for a while as he digested the words.

“I knew today was more important than I thought but I had no idea it was so much.”

Cris pressed his lips and looked at the ground. “There’s another swimmer. They even sent someone to observe him. Some at the board want to replace you with him.”

Cris grew quiet as he hugged his swimmer, his words hanging in the air.

Nelson had trouble processing them. They’re thinking of replacing me? After spending all that time, and money on me?

He felt his body going numb. It makes no sense. Unless they reevaluated my situation judging from my practices. I knew it wasn’t good my results were not getting back to what it used to. Even the coach didn’t say much.

But I did my best and I’ve been improving. It’s not like I’ve been slacking off or anything. I’ve been working hard every day. I never missed a practice or anything.

Maybe that’s why they think I can’t get back to what I used to be. They can tell I’m working hard and believe I can’t reproduce the same results.

Nelson felt his body going cold.

They’ve given up on me.

Before the cold could spread, something warm enveloped him.

Cris was burying his face in his chest, hugging him tightly. Not only with his arms, but with his legs as well.

That petite man was saving him from the cold.

Nelson chuckled and hugged him back. I’m so lucky to have him.

“Thanks for the super hug.” He kissed the top of Cris’ head. “I needed that.”

“Anytime,” he said in a heavy voice.

He’s about to cry. The idea pained him. I don’t wanna see him crying. A smile fits him much better. A real and joyful smile and a sly one.

“Thanks for telling me. But it doesn’t change anything.”

As Cris let go, he looked up. “It doesn’t?”

“Yeah. Even knowing some of the board members want to replace me, it doesn’t change what I have to do. I still have to give my best and win today.” Nelson tried to flash a confident smile. “The same as always.”

“Trying to act tough. You’re a swimming idiot, you know that?” Cris smiled as he cleaned his tears.

“Correction. Your swimming idiot.”

Nelson placed a hand on his cheek, wiping a tear with his thumb and kissed him again, this time with more passion.

Cris wrapped his arms around his neck and pulled him closer. The kiss became more intense. But then he stopped and pushed Nelson away.

“Wait. We can’t,” he managed to say despite his reddening face and erratic breathing.

“You’re wrong. We can and we should.” Nelson leaned in for another kiss, but Cris put a hand on his lip.

“You’re right. We should. And we will. But not now. Isn’t that what we had promised?” he said, flashing a shy smile as his cheeks turned red.

That expression made Nelson’s heart thump faster. He has no idea how hard it is to not kiss him when he makes a cute face like that, he thought, pressing his lips to stop his smile. “Yeah, we did. But then you come dressed like this.”

Cris looked down at his clothes. Then he took a step back and twirled, the frills of his skirt trailing after him.

“What do you think? Cute, right?” he asked with a bright smile. “Mari helped me chose it to cheer for you today.”

The manager wore a red frilled mini-skirt and a tank top with the colors of the Prado Maranhão club.

He looks like a cheerleader. My cheerleader. The idea made Nelson smile. “It’s cute. Anything you wear looks cute.”

“Thanks. But you seemed a little disappointed for some reason,” Cris said, placing a hand on his chin. Then his face lit. “Ah, I know! I bet you’re disappointed because I’m not wearing that swimsuit you like so much!”

He blushed. “I’m not into the Japanese swimsuit!”

“Who said anything about the Japanese swimsuit?” Cris asked with a sly smile.

Nelson became even redder and averted his eyes. Damn it. I fell for that so easily.

With his grin even wider, Cris leaned closer to whisper, “Don’t worry. I am wearing it.”

He raised his tank top, revealing the deep blue Japanese school swimsuit underneath.

Nelson gulped as his blood rushed. Damn it. Thanks to him, it’s like I have a fetish for that swimsuit.

Cris beamed. “That’s the reaction I wanted. I knew you’d love this!”

Despite his embarrassment, Nelson couldn’t help but sigh and smile. “At this point, it’s best if I just keep quiet.”

“Don’t say that. I love your reactions!”

“I preferred if you loved this.” He pulled Cris by the arm and hugged him. “No matter what happens today, we’re… Even if we stop being swimmer and manager, we’re…” he struggled to find the words as he hugged the man he fell in love with.

“We’re what?” Cris asked in a low and nervous voice.

Even without seeing his face, Nelson could tell he was blushing too much right now. “Boyfriends.”

After another passionate kiss, he returned to the locker room, half smiling, half worried.

The other swimmers watched as he entered and walked to the locker where his bag was. Nelson could tell they were interested in the cute girl that was in the men’s locker room moments ago, but no one asked anything. Sorry, guys. But she’s not a girl. He’s my boyfriend and the best manager I could ever ask for.

Before he could take one of the towels, he saw his phone was blinking. He had messages from his parents, his coach, Marcelo and many of his friends and rivals, all of them supporting him.

I’m not alone. With his heart lighter, he smiled, put the phone in his bag and headed to the individual showers. Under the showerhead, he closed his eyes and took deep breaths. As he turned on the water, he ignored everything around him.

He could only hear the water.

He could only sense the cold drops touching him.

So, the board is considering ending my contract sooner, he thought, letting the words sink in.

The idea seemed hollow to him.

Now that I’m about to return. But if they’re interested in another swimmer…

He knew who it was. Yuri. He’s the only one here who has the fire to become a professional athlete.

Nelson shook his head. I can’t think about anyone else. The only thing I can do is give my best, that’s all.

The next moment, he opened his eyes, ready to swim, ready to win.


Chapter 39

“Over here,” Mari shouted and waved her hand when she saw Cris.

He walked towards her, passing by friends and family members of the swimmers who came to watch. Isn’t this too much for a municipal tournament? With difficulty, he reached her.

“Did you talk to him?”

“Yeah.”

Mari waited for the rest, but Cris stopped to recover his breath.

“So?” she asked when she grew too impatient. “How was he after you told him about his contract and the other swimmer?”

“The same. I mean, when I told him, he seemed shocked, but I don’t think it’ll affect him.” Despite his words, Cris was worried. “He knows what he has to do.”

“Let’s hope so,” Mari said, drinking her soda without taking her eyes off her cousin. “What else?”

“Hm?” Cris resisted his urge to look away. When his cheeks warmed up, he knew he had failed.

“I can tell something else happened between you two. C’mon, little cousin, spill the beans.”

“Nothing much. We just kissed.” And it was great, he thought, hoping he could keep that to himself for a little longer. That belongs only to us.

Mari grinned and nodded as she closed her eyes. “And you wished it was more than just a kiss. I get it, little cousin, I totally get it. But, please, keep it in your skirt until later. Save it for your celebration, when you two can break a bed.”

“Hope there’s something to celebrate,” he muttered before he could stop himself.

“Don’t get down because of what Marco said, Cris. Nelson only needs to show he still has the potential to swim at a high level.”

“I know.”

“You don’t think he can?” Mari asked, her voice low and serious.

Cris bit his lip. He believed in Nelson. All the confidence his boyfriend had when he went back to the locker room wasn’t just for appearance. However, part of him couldn’t shake the fear of the worst outcome.

“I do believe in him. But what if something bad happens? Things don’t always go the way we want. The swimmer Marco’s here to watch might win. I don’t know. A lot could go wrong.”

“Cris,” she said and grew quiet as she waited for him to look at her. It took a while, but he finally met her eyes. “You’re being too pessimistic. Don’t just think about the worst-case scenario. You’ve been by Nelson’s side more than anyone this whole time. You told me even though he’s still nowhere near what he used to be, he’s getting better.”

“Yeah, but what if—”

“If there’s someone faster? There could be. Even in a small tournament like this. But instead of worrying about things you can’t change, think of something you can do.”

“Like what?”

“Cheer for him. It’s the only thing you can do for him right now.”

Cris opened his mouth, but instead of words, he let out a heavy sigh. “You’re right.”

“I know. And I don’t get tired of hearing it,” she said, flashing her cocky smile.

He couldn’t help but flash a tiny one. Before he could say anything, the people around them clapped and cheered.

“Look, they’re coming.” Mari pointed. From the other side of the pool, the swimmers came from the women’s and men’s locker rooms. She couldn’t hide her amusement. “Look at them. They’re surprised by the crowd.”

“Like they’ve never seen so many people interested in swimming in real life,” Cris added as he tried to locate Nelson.

“I’m ready to bet all my money most are here because of your boyfriend.”

Cris couldn’t disagree but he was too anxious to say anything. Where is he?

Nelson was the last one to come out of the men’s locker room. The moment he stepped into the pool area, everyone became louder. Like the other swimmers, he looked surprised. But unlike them, soon his surprise gave room to a friendly smile as he waved to the crowd, making them even louder.

He can smile like that even though he’s nervous, Cris thought, smiling.

“Just what you’d expect from a professional. He knows how to please the fans,” Mari said, laughing.

He chuckled and before he could agree, Nelson looked in his direction, making him blush and his heart thump louder.

Mari poked him on the cheek. “You’re like a little boy in love, Cris.”

“Shut up,” he muttered, but he didn’t dislike the feeling at all.

“Hey, you better make sure they know he’s your man,” she said, indicating with her chin.

Three girls around Cris’ age were cheering louder than the rest of the crowd. Thanks to the red signs filled with hearts they had, it wasn’t hard to figure out who they were supporting.

“Look, little cousin. That girl in the middle wrote ‘I love you, Nelson’,” Mari whispered, looking at him through the corner of her eyes. “Are you gonna let her say that to your man?”

“Why do you want me to make a scene here?”

“Because it’d be fun.” Her face was serious.

“I won’t make a scene or pick a fight. I’m not that kind of boyfriend,” he said ignoring both his cousin and the girls.

“Is that so? That’s funny coming from someone who crashed a wedding party just to make out with a guy he liked and make sure no one would flirt with him.”

“That was a long time ago.”

“Last year?”

“I was a kid back then.”

“The same kid who detailed the taste of his boyfriend’s wiener because he overheard a girl from his class talking about how handsome he was?”

He looked away. He wasn’t fast enough to hide his guilty smile from his cousin. “I’m not the same person.”

“The same person who—”

“Fine, I’m jealous, are you happy!?” Cris snapped, though he still kept his voice down. “What do you want me to do? Make a scene here? I don’t think Nelson is ready to have people finding out he’s dating a guy.”

“Yes. It’s not up to us to out him,” Mari said, her smile turning sly. “But you’re dress like a girl today.”

He pressed his lips and turned to the pool. “You’re like a demon standing on my shoulder and telling me to go to the dark side.”

“Yes, I am. Now go on. Do it. Give in to your jealousy,” she leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “No one can tell you’re a guy.”

With his face red, Cris turned in his boyfriend’s direction. “Go, Nelson! Win this and we can do it in any position you want tonight!” he shouted above the noise of everyone.

The people near looked at him. However, most of the crowd kept cheering as if nothing had happened.

But Nelson had heard. With his face red, he waved awkwardly at his boyfriend, his smile matching. Because of that, he was the last to join the other swimmers for the tournament’s opening formality.

Cris turned to his cousin with his cheeks burning. “Are you happy now?”

Mari laughed and seemed delighted by the stares they received. “Yeah. That’s priceless,” she said, looking at the girls with the signs.

They were staring at him with nasty looks. They whispered something between themselves and walked to the other side.

“Did you see their faces? That was awesome!”

“Glad you enjoyed my embarrassment,” he muttered, still trying to ignore the lingering stares. I like to embarrass Nelson, not myself.

“Always, little cousin. Always,” she said, patting him on the head.

Cris gave up and turned back to the pool. The swimmers were already standing on the starting block.

It’s time, he thought, holding his breath. He couldn’t help but remember all that he and Nelson had gone through. From the moment they met until they became more than just friends.

Please, let him win, he prayed in his heart. Please, let him swim his best today.

I don’t care about our celebration later, I just want us to continue as a swimmer and manager.

Cris only had eyes for Nelson.

With his heart beating wildly, he watched as the whistle blew and the swimmers jumped into the water.


Chapter 40

Nelson couldn’t get rid of his goofy smile. Ah, damn it, Cris. Why did you have to shout that? Despite the embarrassment, he didn’t dislike what his boyfriend had screamed. Doing something like that is so like him.

He wasn’t the only one who heard. Though they didn’t blatantly stare at him, he could tell the other swimmers were giving him funny glances. Not only them, but all the people who had heard.

I didn’t need that, he thought, blushing a little. I bet the guys are complaining about my ‘girlfriend’ who barged into the men’s locker room.

Though he still smiled, Nelson shook his head to get rid of it. I can’t be thinking about that. I just promised Cris that I’d focus on the tournament. He took a deep breath, held it in for four seconds and let it out, putting every unnecessary thought in it, casting anything that had nothing to do with the competition aside.

After waiting for four more seconds, he breathed again. When his head was clear, he walked towards the third starting block. He didn’t climb the little steps to stand on it though. He stood where he was, waiting for the announcer say his name.

He was the only one though. The other swimmers were already on their respective starting blocks. Only then Nelson realized. They don’t announce each swimmer by name here, he thought with a sheepish smile and his cheeks a shade of pink.

Ignoring the odd glances from the other competitors, he climbed the little steps and stood at the starting block with his eyes closed. Then he took a deep breath and opened them.

When he saw the view, he couldn’t stop smiling. I missed this.

To most people, and probably most swimmers, there was nothing special about what Nelson was seeing. It was simply the view of a regular pool from a slightly higher point of view.

However, to him, it was the best view in the world. From there, he could see the entire pool from a different angle. He could see the other side, see where he would touch and use to gain more speed when he turned.

This is where I belong.

With a smile of someone who couldn’t wait, he bent his back and touched the concrete starting block with the tip of his fingers. He waited for the whistle and focused on his lane, ignoring the world around him. Everything and everyone went mute.

Nelson could only hear himself now. His breathing. His heart thumping. He could feel the cold sweat running down his spine. There was only him in the world. There was no tournament. There was no accident. There were no other swimmers. There was only him and the water.

Yes. Everything so far doesn’t matter, he told himself. The world doesn’t care if I had an accident. The other swimmers won’t let me win because of that. The only thing I can do is to swim as fast as I can. Just like always.

This is my new beginning.

For a brief second, he glanced at the spectators.

It was easy to find the man he had fallen in love with among the crowd. No one was cuter than his boyfriend.

But the face that helped and supported him so many times, the face that without, Nelson wouldn’t have gotten where he was, the face that usually had the cutest or the slyest smile in the world, was tense and nervous.

Even so, that face put on a smile just for him.

I don’t wanna see that, Nelson thought, facing the other side of the pool again. I wanna see Cris smiling for real all the time. That’s what suits him best. The cutest smile, and also saying the slyest comments as if it’s nothing at the same time.

I want to be the cause of those smiles.

The thought made him chuckle. Guess I’m a masochist. Can’t believe I like when he teases me.

I wanna be teased for a long time. I wanna be by his side as his boyfriend and as his swimmer. I just wanna be with Cris.

And for that, I need to win today.

Nelson took another deep breath.

C’mon, let me swim. Let me jump in the water and do the only thing I can do, the thing I was born to do.

And then, before the wait became unbearable, he heard the whistle.

The moment the sound reached his ears, Nelson jumped into the water.

He had no idea if he was swimming faster than the others. He didn’t care. All that was in his mind was to get to the other side as fast as he could. And that was up to him alone.

Don’t stop. Don’t stop moving your arms and legs. Not even for a second, he told himself as he struck the water with more strength, becoming faster and faster. Don’t stop swimming. Don’t stop for anything!

When Nelson was about to raise his head to breathe, he remembered his coach’s words.

I almost did it again, he thought, raising his head just enough for his nose to be out of the water. I can’t lose valuable seconds, especially not today.

He breathed and then put his head back in the water, focusing on his limbs again.

Now, Nelson thought when he was close to the other side. He did a flip turn, touched the wall with his legs and pushed himself as far as he could.

With the impulse, he stopped swinging his limbs for a moment. When it was about to stop, he batted his arms and legs as hard as he could again.

Faster, faster! I need to swim faster!

Even in the water, his body was warming up.

However, he didn’t care. That wasn’t enough to make him slow down. No matter what, he had to get to the other side faster than anyone else.

His muscles complained about the effort, but he ignored them. It was nowhere near to reaching his limit.

Nelson was almost on the other side. He could see his goal, his future, seconds away from him.

C’mon, just a little more, he told himself, raising his nose out of the water to breathe once again. Just a little more, body… c’mon!

He had no idea how the other swimmers were. And he didn’t care.

He knew he was doing his best, he knew he was swimming his fastest in months.

It’s nowhere like before the accident, but I’m feeling it again. Like I’m flying in the water.

And then he was finally back where he started. He reached out his arm and touched the wall, feeling the momentum pushing the rest of his body when he stopped moving his limbs.

With his heart beating wildly and his body warm, he raised his head above the water and looked to his sides.

He was alone. There was no one there with him.

Nelson had won first place.

But he knew that wasn’t enough to guarantee his future. It wasn’t just winning; he had to show he could return to his former self.

He turned to the spectators and saw his boyfriend.

Cris was smiling, crying, hugging his cousin and jumping at the same time.

At that moment, Nelson knew he had done it.

With that expression, he knew he could stay in the club by the side of the man he had fallen in love with.

A few moments later, Yuri touched the wall too.

But he was too busy smiling to notice. Nelson felt an urge to cry and splashed the water on his face to disguise his tears.

Then he dove again and screamed as loud as he could.

When he raised his head, Nelson smiled and cried as he looked at Cris, who was doing the same.


Chapter 41

“Look how happy he looks, with that goofy grin and all. He doesn’t even look like the same guy from before,” Mari said as they watched Nelson stand on the highest podium. Despite her words, she was smiling.

“It’s a big moment,” Cris said, also smiling. His heart swelled with emotion once again. How long has it been since he’s been standing there? The highest podium is where he belongs.

“Look at your goofy grin too.” She poked him on the cheek a couple times. “You’re not gonna cry again, are you?”

“Shut up,” he mumbled, cleaning his eyes. It made no difference, he had already cried a lot and knew he would probably cry again. But he didn’t care. Not when he was so happy.

Mari laughed but said nothing else as she hugged him. “I’m just messing with you, little cousin. I’m happy too.”

As Pernambuco’s state anthem played, one of the organizers placed a medal on the swimmer who was third place, and on Yuri. Then it was Nelson’s turn.

He bent his back a little and received the first of the gold medals he had earned on that day. His smile became wider. As he waved his hand, the crowd burst with cheers and applause.

Cris did the same, clapping as hard as he could. He couldn’t hold his emotions and cried out of happiness again.

He half expected his cousin to make fun of him, but when he glanced at her, he saw her eyes were watery too.

Realizing he was grinning at her, Mari blushed and wrapped her arm around his neck, jumping and laughing.

As they did, Marco appeared by their side. He was one of the few wearing a suit despite the hot and long morning. With all the events, both male and female, he was drenched in sweat. Even so, he was applauding like the others.

“Hey, Marco. Nelson was awesome, right? Much better than the old farts expected,” Mari asked, nudging her ex-boyfriend with her elbow in a friendly manner.

He remained quiet as he pulled a handkerchief and cleaned the sweat from his forehead.

The wait was unbearable. Cris bit his lip and fought his urge to shake him by the clothes. Just say it, dammit!

“He was better than most expected,” Marco finally said. “I doubt your father will want to let him go after this. I believe Nelson is safe, at least until the regional tournament.”

Cris breathed out in relief, his heart lighter than it had been all morning. He beamed as he turned to his boyfriend, going to the highest place in the podium again to receive another gold medal.

After Nelson had received all the medals for all the events he won, he smiled and showed them to everyone. The flashes almost blinded him, but when he glanced at his boyfriend, he blushed, his smile growing even more.

Cris’ cheeks became red as his heart thumped louder.

“By the way, the other swimmer we were watching was also better than expected,” said Marco.

Cris glanced at the slim swimmer who had been second place in every event. It has to be him.

“You think they might still push him in Nelson’s place?” he asked, his anxiety coming back at an amazing speed.

“I don’t think so. Not in his place, at least. But I believe your father might still want to make him an offer.”

“And make them compete against each other to keep the best one,” Mari completed the unfinished sentence.

“If Nelson keeps improving, I believe he’ll have no trouble.”

Cris sighed in relief again. “Can’t believe the board wants to create some rivalry between them.”

“A rival or two doesn’t hurt,” Marco said, fixing his tie.

“Always scheming, you.” Mari lightly punched him on the arm.

As the ex-lovers talked, Cris turned back to his boyfriend. Except for Nelson, who was talking to a reporter, the swimmers were returning to the locker rooms.

He couldn’t help but smile as he watched. That kind of thing is gonna become normal for him again. For a moment he thought of going to the locker room to surprise him but gave up the idea. I think he should have this moment for himself. I bet he needs time to take everything in. Maybe he has some post-tournament rituals too.

Besides, I doubt the other swimmers are gonna be comfortable with a cute boy like me with them. Especially if I’m wearing a skirt, he thought, his smile turning sly.

“Hey, Cris, I’m gonna give Marco a ride back to the club,” Mari said.

Just like his cousin and her ex, the crowd began to leave. Soon there was only him and a few family members of the swimmers who were taking their time to get ready.

Cris hummed as he walked along the small fence separating the pool area from the locker rooms. As the swimmers got out, some blushed when the saw him. As he expected, the last one to leave was his boyfriend.

When Nelson saw him, he beamed and raced to hug him tightly, not containing his tears.

Cris hugged him back and couldn’t hold the happy tears as well.

“I did it!”

“Yes! And you were awesome,” he said when they let each other go after a long while. “What you’d expect from my boyfriend who also happens to be my swimmer.”

As they walked to Nelson’s car, they talked about the competition. He was still too excited to think about anything else, so excited that he dropped the keys a few times. After the fourth time, Cris offered a hand.

Nelson smiled as he handed over the keys. But when Cris closed his fingers, he didn’t let it go. Instead, he pulled him closer and kissed him.

Cris was taken by surprise. Only for an instant though. The next second, he placed his free hand on Nelson’s neck and pulled him closer.

Despite taking a shower, his body was still warm and a little sweaty.

Oh, god! He’s so hot! I have no idea how I managed to restrain myself all this time!

As the kiss grew more intense, they heard a honk. “Get a room, you two!”

Cris saw Mari waving as she drove by. He also saw Marco smiling next to her.

Nelson looked at him and flashed a sheepish smile.

His excitement only grew under that expression, but he had to restrain himself. Mari is right. We need a room, like, now!

“Not here… not now,” Cris said in a low voice, trying to think of anything but his boyfriend and make the blood flow somewhere besides his manhood.

“Let’s get back. Now,” Nelson said. He sounded as eager as his boyfriend to continue. With a last kiss, he ran to the passenger’s seat.

Cris jumped in the driver’s seat and drove as fast as he could without endangering their lives. The moment they got back to the club, they headed to the boy’s dormitory holding hands the entire time.

Despite his urge to make love with the man he loved after so long, just holding hands was enough to put a smile on his face. Guess I’m really like a little boy in love for the first time, Cris thought. Even though he was embarrassed, he didn’t dislike the feeling.

The boy’s dormitory was dark, but when they passed through the double doors, the lights went on. “Surprise!”

Both Nelson and Cris were so shocked that they let go of each other’s hands.

“I knew you’d have that idiot look!” Marcelo shouted as he snapped a photo, and everyone laughed. “I’m sending this to everyone.”

“What’s going on?” Nelson managed to ask when the surprise passed.

“What do you think, you dumbass? Everyone here wants to celebrate your official comeback,” he answered, and everyone agreed in unison, raising their drinks.

“Are you sure this isn’t just an excuse to drink on a Saturday afternoon?” Nelson asked, accepting the beer his friend offered. Despite the lingering surprise, Cris accepted his as well.

“That too, my friend. That too.” Marcelo nodded and finished his drink.

As the people put Nelson in the center of the room, he flashed an apologetic smile at his boyfriend.

Cris was dejected for a moment. But when he raised his beer and drank it all in one go, everyone cheered. I wish we could keep our promise of celebrating together, but I forgot I’m not the only one who’s been cheering for him. Despite his feelings, he knew there was no need to rush. We are together. We’ll make it up later.

“Sorry for spoiling your fun, Cris,” Marcelo said, offering another beer after he had finished the first.

“What do you mean?”

“Do you really think I don’t know what you two had planned to celebrate?” he said, laughing.

Cris blushed and smiled too. “Did he tell you?”

“Like he’d ever talk about that stuff. Our boy is too shy.”

“That he is.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll give him back to you in one piece,” Marcelo said, smiling and raising his bottle.

Cris laughed and clunked the bottles as he joined the party. “I hope so.”


Chapter 42

When Nelson woke, he had no idea where he was. He opened his eyes, but everything was a dark blur and he closed them again. What time is it?

Before his mind could work properly, he tried scratching his chest. His arm was so heavy it didn’t move at all, and he gave up. Can’t believe I’m all sore from the tournament, he thought. Despite the exhaustion, he wished he could be in the pool again.

When he finally stopped smiling, he opened his eyes again, blinking until his vision adjusted. I’m in my bedroom. How did I get here?

Nelson thought for a moment, focusing on the last hazed memories he had. When Cris and I got back, everyone was waiting with a surprise party, he remembered. I think it was just an excuse to drink in the afternoon, but it was nice of them.

He had fun celebrating with his friends and couldn’t help but exaggerate a little. The best part wasn’t that though. He was one of them. No longer an athlete trying to get back, but a professional swimmer once again.

The idea made his heart lighter than it had been in months. However, even the feeling wasn’t enough to stop his smile from dwindling. It was awesome to be with everyone on equal footing again but I kinda wished I had more time with Cris. I promised we’d celebrate everything. I know he didn’t mind, but still.

Nelson let out a sigh. Then he couldn’t stop grinning as he thought of his manager and boyfriend. We’re together now. There’s no need to rush. And besides, I’m not confident about how two guys get together…

When his eyes were used to the darkness, he looked around. Then he saw why his arm was heavy. It had nothing to do with the post-tournament exhaustion. The reason was the man he had fallen in love with using his arm as a pillow.

Cris? What’s he doing here in my bed? Nelson widened his eyes. We didn’t sleep together, right?

He tried to remember anything after the party, but he had no memory of having making love with Cris. Then he breathed out in relief. I’m glad we haven’t done it yet. I’d hate to forget our first time, he thought, blushing a little as he watched that small back that carried him for almost two months.

Before Nelson could stop himself, he wrapped his arms around Cris and hugged as gently as he could without waking him. He smells nice. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the warmth coming from him.

If everyone knew we’re together, I bet they’d let me sneak out of the party earlier even if I was the main guest. But I don’t know if I’m ready for people to know.

Ever since he admitted his feelings for Cris to himself, Nelson had been struggling with that. But now, as he embraced the man who supported him for so long, he didn’t mind if people knew.

Actually, I wanna scream I’m in love with him. I don’t mind what people will say. The last thing I want is to hide our new relationship and hurt him somehow. I wanna make him happy. I wanna be happy with him.

Wait, now that I think about it, everyone saw us holding hands when we got back, Nelson remembered, letting out a weak laugh. Guess I don’t have to worry about coming out anymore. Oh, well. Better that way, I think.

He closed his eyes and hugged his boyfriend a little tighter but still without waking him. “I love you,” he whispered, kissing the back of Cris’ head.

“I love you too.”

Nelson blinked as his face became red all over.

“I, ah, I didn’t mean to wake you,” he said in a strange voice, glad Cris hadn’t turned. If he sees my face, he’ll make fun of me. Wait, why doesn’t that sound bad? “How long have you been awake?”

“Ever since you hugged me.”

He pressed his lips to stop his smile. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“I wanted to see what you’d do to my defenseless self.”

“Like what?” Nelson asked before he could stop himself. “Wait, never mind.”

Even in the dark, he could tell his boyfriend was flashing his insanely cute sly and teasing smile.

Cris hummed. “I don’t know. Maybe ravage my body like the healthy and horny young man you are. Perhaps you’d put a finger or two inside me and tease my ass until I begged for your banana. Fun stuff like that,” he said without an ounce of embarrassment his voice.

Nelson couldn’t help but blush. And that wasn’t the only reaction he had. As his mind put together an image with his boyfriend’s words, his blood rushed to his lower region.

In normal situations, he would stop himself or try to suppress his urges. However, there was no reason for that. Not now.

“Ravage? And how would I do that?”

“Maybe you’d start by teasing my nipples. You’ll find out they’re sensitive. If they’re nibbled or sucked, I get hard right away.”

Nelson breathed slowly. Despite the AC, he could feel the temperature rising. Pressing his lips, he gathered his courage, ignored his embarrassment, and moved his hands to his boyfriend’s chest. As he fondled for the nipples, he realized Cris was wearing something underneath his tank top.

“It’s the school swimsuit you love so much,” he whispered.

I forgot he was wearing that since the tournament!

Though he couldn’t make out a lot in the dark, knowing his boyfriend was wearing that swimsuit only made his desire for him grow even more. He really made me have a fetish for this, he thought. That didn’t make him mad at all.

As when Nelson touched Cris’ nipples, he suddenly went stiff without saying anything.

Gaining more courage, he pinched them gently. This time he had a cuter reaction from his boyfriend, a restrained moan.

That contained voice of pleasure sent more blood to his manhood, and he pinched a little harder.

“Ah!” This time the moan escaped Cris’ lips.

It was the first time Nelson had heard his boyfriend’s true pleasured voice. And he wanted to hear it more. He wanted to hear him moaning so loud he would have to bite the pillow to avoid bothering everyone in the building.

“After teasing your nipples, what would I do to your body?” Despite the low voice, it wasn’t enough to hide how aroused he was. Even if it was, his member pressing against Cris’ butt told his boyfriend how he felt.

“You’d kiss me on the neck and…”

Before he finished speaking, Nelson took one hand from his chest and moved the silky black. When the neck was exposed, he kissed longingly.

Cris’ whole body quivered with pleasure as he tried to restrain another moan.

“Then you’d play with my butt…” he managed to say despite handing him something. “With this…”

Nelson blinked when he realized it was lube. Though he had read online how two men made love, he was still nervous when he slid his hand on Cris’ back. He put his fingers underneath the tight swimsuit and pulled it to the side to expose his round and firm butt.

After smearing his fingers with the lotion, he slipped one inside his boyfriend.

It was a strange sensation, one Nelson never imagined he would have in his life. However, as Cris squirmed and quivered, he gained more confidence and moved his finger around, massaging everywhere. Driven by desire, he slipped another in.

I can’t believe this. One finger was tight, but the second went in so easily. Wait, I can’t rush this. I read it. I have to make sure I massage everywhere so it won’t hurt either of us.

Though Nelson was focusing on the massage, the fingers inside him were too much, and Cris let out another moan full of pleasure.

“You’re good at this…” Cris said in a panted voice. “Have you done it before?”

“No. I’ve been studying a lot for this,” Nelson admitted, having trouble concentrating on his fingers and speaking at the same time.

“You have? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I wanted to surprise you.”

Even without seeing, Nelson could tell that made his boyfriend blush. I wish I could see it, he thought, spreading his fingers apart.

“I can’t take it anymore. Put it in… please…” Cris begged.

Nelson knew what his boyfriend was talking about. He was feeling the same.

He wanted to be with Cris the same way Cris wanted to be with him.

They both wanted each other’s bodies.

Neither could wait for another second to consume their love.

After he pulled his fingers, Cris laid face down and raised his hips.

Nelson stood on his knees and looked at that cute butt, and that lewd body wrapped in the blue swimsuit. His member became even harder, so much it was throbbing and begging to be inside that man.

He pulled the fabric aside and stared at that hole. Breathing hard, he pulled down his pants and boxers, soaked with pre-seed. He placed his hands on those slender hips, his thumbs finding two little dimples on his boyfriend’s back. It’s like he was made for this.

“Hurry up,” Cris begged in a horny voice. “I can’t take it anymore!”

Nelson obeyed him. It’s warm and slippery and tight, he thought for a moment before pushing his hips in and out. Cris’ ass closed around his member as he squirmed, making his pleasure increase.

Even so, he held back. At first, he moved slowly, afraid to hurt the man he loved. But when he realized Cris was enjoying it, he thrusted faster. As he did, he lost control of himself. Now he couldn’t stop even if he wanted.

Nelson couldn’t even think anymore. His mind was too wrapped in pleasure. And he wasn’t the only one. Though Cris bit the pillow, he let out a moan. Then he was moving on his own.

It was an amazing pleasure Nelson never imagined. Then, too soon for him, he ejaculated.

As his seed filled his boyfriend, Cris reached pleasure as well.

Both panted and sweated. But they were both satisfied.

When he recovered enough breath to pull his member out, Cris tightened his butt and grabbed one of the hands on his back.

“Leave it in a little longer,” he said in a muffled and embarrassed voice. “I like the feeling of you inside me.”

That made Nelson’s heart thump faster. Holy crap! How can he be so cute and sexy at the same time?

Despite just reaching pleasure, he felt his blood gathering again.

Though the pleasure from that position was amazing, he wanted to make love facing each other, facing the man he grew to love, this time.

He’s already cute and lewd. What kind of expressions does he make during sex?

Nelson wanted to see them all. But Cris didn’t want to turn around.

“Why not?”

“I… I like this way better. You can go deeper inside me.”

Though he could tell Cris wasn’t lying, there was something else. “What is it?”

There was a moment of silence.

“I don’t want you truly realizing that I’m a guy,” he said in a low voice, burying his face in the pillow so Nelson wouldn’t see his expression.

Ah, so that’s been worrying him. Then he realized. That’s why he’s been hanging out with me dressed as a girl most of the time lately.

“Cris,” he said in the gentlest tone he could at that moment. Even so, it was filled with lust. “I already know you’re a guy. I've known that for a long time. And it doesn’t matter to me.”

“It doesn’t?”

“No. You can be a guy, a girl, both, neither, an alien, I don’t care. I fell in love with you, Cristiano Prado Maranhão.”

Nelson tried to turn his boyfriend again. This time he allowed it.

When they faced each other, his face was red. The most embarrassed Cris Nelson had ever seen.

That sight only aroused him even more. With his member getting bigger inside his boyfriend, he thrust his hips again.

Soon Cris squirmed with pleasure. But that expression became much more erotic when Nelson grabbed that tight bulge and stroked it.

“Wait! If you do that, I—!” He couldn’t talk anymore. His mouth was too busy moaning.

Nelson basked in that expression. It was too good, too arousing. And he wanted to see how much more he could get.

Thrusting and stroking, he wanted to make them both lose themselves in pleasure. And they reached it at the same time.

Breathless and exhausted, Nelson laid next to his boyfriend.

Cris was panting as well, his body glistening with sweat, his face red. But when recovered enough breath, he moved closer for a kiss.

Nelson laughed weakly when he realized his boyfriend was ready for more.

“I… can’t. My body won’t move… this and the tournament…”

Cris flashed his teasing smile as he climbed on top of him. “Let me show you a few of my skills that don’t involve my mouth.”

Nelson moaned as Cris sat on the hard member and moved his body up and down, riding it.

“You’re amazing!” he shouted.

“I know,” Cris said before he began moaning.

They spent the next day in the bedroom, too busy celebrating to get out.


Epilogue

Nelson could feel the energy from the stands. He could feel the support. He could feel the expectation.

That made him tremble. Both with excitement and nervousness. The eyes of everyone are on us. The entire country is supporting us.

Before him was the pool. He wanted to get in the water as soon as possible. But he couldn’t. Because right now, his best friend was reaching the other side. Until Marcelo came back, he had to wait.

Even though he only had to wait a few seconds, he was itching to get in the water. As he stood on the starting block, his breathing became faster. Despite his nervousness, he was smiling.

We had a little trouble in the beginning, but Yuri managed to catch up. If Marcelo keeps this pace, we’ll still be in the run for the gold medal. Then it’ll be up to me to get it for us.

Once again, he felt the pressure on him and his teammates. Thousands and thousands of eyes. The people on the stand were ready to cheer in joy if they won or to support him if they didn’t. And those are the ones here. There are millions more watching us on the TV.

His smile, both confident and nervous, widened. Cris, Mom, Dad, coach, Mari, and everyone is cheering for us, for Brazil. I need to win this. I already won a bronze and two silver medals. I need the gold, or I won’t look as cool when I ask Cris!

C’mon, Marcelo! Keep up! For Brazil, and especially your best friend’s sake, keep up with the Chinese and the Americans!

When he lost precious seconds and became a little behind during the turn flip, Nelson felt his stomach churning. But in the middle of the lap, he picked up the pace and was neck to neck with their rivals.

Yes! That was great, my idiot best friend!

The brief moments Marcelo rose his head above the water to breathe were enough to tell Nelson his best friend was past his limit. Even so, he didn’t slow down. He refused to do so.

He wants the gold just as much as me. Not only him, Yuri too. We all want it. For us and for Brazil. We’re gonna put our names in history! The swimming quartet who got the gold in the first ever South America Olympics!

Marcelo was getting closer and closer with each stroke of his arms and legs.

Nelson bent his body and touched the starting block with the tip of his fingers. He took deep breaths, concentrating.

As everything around him went quiet, he smiled. He was at his maximum concentration. There was only him and the water now. His entire soul, his entire being, was focused on swimming, on winning.

The moment his friend touched the wall, he jumped forward with his arms stretched.

Thanks, Marcelo! You kept us in the race. Now leave it up to me!

When Nelson crashed the surface, he felt the impact and the resistance of the water. But he only swung his arms and legs when the impulse disappeared.

Good. No, great. I’m feeling it. I’m feeling it!

Even though it happened every time he swam, Nelson couldn’t help but enjoy the thrill as he moved on the water. It’s like I’m flying!

At the corner of his eye, he noticed something moving in the other lanes. But he didn’t care. His teammates had done their job. He would do his. As the anchor swimmer, I’ll do this!

Nelson was close to the other side and prepared a turn flip. He pushed the wall with all the strength his legs had and let the impulse take him forward for a few seconds. When it ceased, he was moving his limbs again, hitting the water with the support of the country behind him.

Go! You can do this! We believe in you!

His body screamed with the effort, his muscles burning. But Nelson didn’t slow down. He didn’t care about the pain. If Marcelo withstood, he would too.

He swam and swam and then he saw the wall, the finishing point, before him. C’mon… c’mon!

It wasn’t the end of the world if he lost. A silver or even a bronze medal against amazing swimmers from all over the world wasn’t something to feel ashamed about. In fact, he should be proud just to be in the Olympics, the top of the sporting world.

However, Nelson wanted more. After everything he went through in these four years, a bronze or silver medal would leave a bitter taste. Even if he had more Olympics ahead of him, it would be the end of this cycle.

The cycle that started the day the doctor told him he was cured. The day he met Cris. The day he met the boy in a skirt who became the most important person in his life.

Nelson didn’t want it to end without a gold medal. It was to crown their relationship, the end and the new beginning.

He swung his arms and legs, the muscles complaining as he smashed them against the surface of the water, the drops flying everywhere.

Out the corner of his eye, he could see swimmers from other countries. They were pretty much tied.

Go!

Even if he couldn’t hear, he could feel the stands shouting and supporting him.

When Nelson was inches away from the wall, stretched his left arm as much as he could, and touched the tile with the tip of his fingers. As the momentum pushed the rest of his body, he raised his head out of the water.

Breathless and somewhat disoriented, he cleared the water from his face and turned to the stands.

Did I win?

Even if the spectators were mostly Brazilians, it was hard to tell. There were shouts and cheers and applause from everyone. Then he looked at the big screen.

There it was.

He was the first. Within a fraction of seconds, he had beaten the American and the Chinese teams. Nelson had won. He and his friends had won. Brazil got the gold medal.

He felt the emotions overcoming him.

He both laughed and cried and smashed the water with both arms, shouting at the top of his lungs.

His teammates shared the feeling. They jumped into the water to hug him.

Despite almost drowning due to the exhaustion, Nelson was too happy to care. All he could do was smile and laugh and cry.

His mind was still too excited to remember what he said to the reporter in the short interview before the medal ceremony. But he would never forget the feeling of standing on the highest podium with his teammates.

When the medals were around their necks and the flowers in their hands, they cried and raised their arms and waved to the whole stadium as Brazil’s national anthem played. The spectators blew in cheers and applause and sang along.

It was a feeling Nelson would never forget for the rest of his life.

After that, the reporters came rushing for the interviews, both to the team and to them individually.

“First, congratulations for the gold medal, Nelson. It’s amazing you managed to come so far after struggling to return to the pools four years ago. Can you say this is the best moment of your life?” she asked when it was his turn, moving the microphone in his direction.

“Yes,” he said with an exhausted but satisfied grin. “It was hard getting back here. But thanks to the people by my side, I did it. I’m too happy about this medal but even happier for having people who supported me. This gold isn’t only mine. It’s my teammates’ and everyone’s.”

C’mon, ask me, he thought, barely containing his excitement.

“But it’s not over yet. You still have the chance of winning more medals tomorrow, right?” she asked with a smile.

“Yes, I have three more events. But even if I win, this medal is special. It’s my first Olympic gold. The first of many, I hope,” he said, and the reporter laughed.

“Thanks to you and your teammates’ effort, Brazil has climbed up a few positions on the Medal rank. If you win a few more, we’ll be in the top ten.”

“I’ll do my best!”

“Do you have anything to say to the people supporting you?”

Yes, finally!

“I do. I’d like to thank everyone who helped me. My mom, dad, my coach, my friends, everyone from the club,” he said, hoping he hadn’t forgotten anyone. I think friends and the club covered everyone. “But there’s one person in particular I need to thank.”

“And who’s that?”

His heart thumped louder, and he couldn’t contain his smile.

“My manager Cris. Without him, I’d never be standing here today. And I wanna ask him something.” Nelson looked around the area where his boyfriend was.

He found the man he loved with ease. It was impossible for him to miss the cute face that was both beaming and crying at the same time. It didn’t help that Mari was by his side teasing him.

Nelson’s smile broadened as he put a hand in the pocket of his jacket.

“Cris!” he shouted, getting to his knees. He pulled a small dark blue velvet box and opened it. There was a ring inside. “Will you marry me and make me the happiest man in the world?”

Cris went blank. Then all sorts of emotions crossed his face. The next moment, he was smiling and crying even more. With a little push from his cousin, he raced down the stands. When he was at the stairs, he jumped.

Nelson caught and hugged him tightly as they spun.

“Yes!” Cris shouted the most wonderful word in the world before kissing him.

He could never believe he could feel this much happiness. Especially after almost dying in that accident four years ago.

But that was in the past. Now, all he wanted was to kiss the man he loved.

The man who would soon be his husband.
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Flip a skirt

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

“I wanna flip a skirt.”

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

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

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

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

“Okay…”

“It made me wanna try that.”

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

“Don’t you do it?”

“No.”

“Not even once?”

“No.”

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

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

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

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

“I’m not stupid.”

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

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

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

I knew it.

“No,” I said bluntly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No way, dude.”

“I’ll pay you twenty bucks.”

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

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

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

“Deal!”

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

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

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

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

“Where are—?”

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

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

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

“Yeah, I got it from your sister.”

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

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

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

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

“I wasn’t asking…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“With the skirt.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Hm…”

“Hurry up…”

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

“W-what?”

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

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

“What if I pay you thirty more bucks?”

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

“Show me the money first.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I know. I’m not stupid.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dude!”

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

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

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

Or so I thought.

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

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

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

“I need to prepare my heart first.”

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

“Just hurry up…”

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

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

“Okay. I’m ready.”

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

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

“Dude!?”

“You flipped it! Are you satisfied?”

“No way! You didn’t let me look.”

“You wanna see my dick?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Not yet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

He held my arms without effort.

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

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

“Idiot…”

Before we could get up, the door opened.

“Hey, did you see my skirt…?”

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

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

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

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

“Are you wearing my skirt?”

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

“I’ll help,” she said in a low voice.

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“When?” I asked.

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

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

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

“I’m serious. Remember our date?”

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

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

I said nothing. That wasn’t any explanation.

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

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

“I’ll pay you.”

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

“I’ll pay you triple.”

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

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

“I want 500 bucks.”

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

The door of my room burst open.

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

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

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

“What are you getting out of this?”

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

“You’re an ass.”

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

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

“I was ready to offer a thousand.”

I sighed and turned to the bikinis.

What the hell? They’re all embarrassing!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He’s not my boyfriend!”

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

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

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

“No way. It’s embarrassing!”

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

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

“Get out,” I mumbled.

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

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

It felt… weird…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wow…

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

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

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

Wait…

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

…

It sounds like I’m selling myself…

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

“Are you done?”

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

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

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

“Yes! He looks better than I imagined!”

“As expected of my girlyboy little brother.”

“Shut up!”

“We’re complimenting you.”

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

Urgh… This is the worst.

“Okay, now you two hug,” she said.

“What? No way!”

“You have to.”

“Why? It doesn’t make any sense!”

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

“So what?”

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

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

“Ariel and Ricardo were making fun of me…”

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

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

He looked into my eyes, flashing a silly smile.

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

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

“Sorry. It’s just… You look cute…”

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

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

I kept quiet. I was too embarrassed to speak.

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

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

♂x♂

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

“No.”

“Please!”

“No.”

“This will be the last time!”

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

“I’ll pay you double!”

“Triple.”

“Done!” he exclaimed, offering the hand.

I accepted it and closed the deal.

Are you wondering why I said yes so quickly?

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

All you need to know is that it was embarrassing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“More?”

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

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

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

Instead, I glared at my friend.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Good for my feet, right?

Not really.

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

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

Eh… I look cute…

…

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

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

Shut up…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

I’m just saying.

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

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

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

To make things worse, I accepted it.

It was out of reflex, okay!

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

…

Why the hell I’m noticing that!?

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

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll get us drinks.”

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

“Only for the right person.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here.” My boyfriend was back.

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

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

“A little…”

“Hope this helps.” He applied more strength.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, averting my eyes.

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

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

Wait that came out wrong…

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

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

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

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

“Let’s dance! I love this song!”

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

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

With a smile, my boyfriend did the same.

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

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

Despite that, I blushed and simply let him lead.

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

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

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

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

Neither of us said anything.

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks,” I whispered.

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

To my horror, I did the same.

And then… then…

We kissed.

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

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

We looked each other in the eyes again.

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

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

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

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

Instead, like an idiot, I squeezed his fingers.

And that made my heart thump faster.

♂x♂

Oh, God! What have I done? What’s wrong with me? How did I end up in this situation?

What in the world made me say yes?

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

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

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

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

“Good! Let that idiot in!”

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

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

“Oh, that’s right. I always forget.”

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

Wait… No, he’s not my boyfriend…

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

What in the world made me say yes?

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

How am I? HOW AM I?

“Look what you did to me!”

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

Those firm and gentle hands that comforted and pleasured me…

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

I’m mad at what he turned me into!

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

“Of course not.”

“Then open your eyes!”

“I can’t.”

“Why not!?”

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

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

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

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

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

You wanna know why I’m doing this?

The reason is obvious. And infuriating!

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

Guess I should call him my fiancé now…

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

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

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

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

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

Yes, we had sex!

Are you happy?

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

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

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

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

“You finally realized?”

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

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

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

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

“I don’t want that!”

“You don’t want to marry me anymore?”

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

“Then what do you mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

All I wanted was him.

I want him for the rest of my life!

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

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

That was a mood killer.

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

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

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

“Me neither.”

Holding the urge, we kissed again and stood up.

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


Me, my sister!

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

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

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

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

Ah, my poor feet. They hurt so much…

I hate this.

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

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

Wait! Let me explain!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That’s dangerous! I might fall!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Right…?

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

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

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

I hate skirts!

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

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

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

But before that, I had to fix my bra…

…

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

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

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

My legs are cold… Stupid skirt.

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

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

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

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

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

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

If I could run right now… Stupid heels.

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

Or so I thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yeah…”

“In that matter, how about that date?”

What?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks!”

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

I could still feel the wet place on my cheek as he drove… to our date…

♂x♂

Okay, Rafael. There’s no need to panic. You’re just on a date with your sister’s boyfriend… while cross-dressing. You’ve done this before… Even if you had no idea she was dating because she hid it from everyone and forgot to mention the date.

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

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

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

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

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

“T-thanks,” I said in a low voice.

Elton only smiled even more.

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

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

I shook my head and focused on the huge screen.

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

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

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

Ah, yes! The popcorn!

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

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

Ah, crap…

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

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

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

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

Oh, crap, oh, crap…

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

Oh, God! He is! He’s gonna kiss me!

What should I do?

Elton closed his eyes.

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

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

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

Crap, crap, crap!

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

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

Wait, forget about that, Rafael!

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

Wait!

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

Oh, crap… I can’t not kiss him…

…

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

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

At least let’s make this quick.

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

It was a long and great kiss.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You forgot about a date with your boyfriend?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You kissed Elton?”

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

“I see… How was it?”

“What?”

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

What the hell…

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

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

“Right…”

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

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

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

“What’s he saying?”

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

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

What the…? I dropped my jaw.

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

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

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

Wait a minute…

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

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

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

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

“Yeah… Actually, it does…”

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

Rafaela smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I have to go on the date…

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

The next day, I went out with Elton.

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

But my plans were for naught.

Why?

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

Well, I guess it wasn’t all bad.

My husband has the cutest eyes in the world anyway.


Dream whisper

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He’s dreaming about tomorrow’s exam…

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

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

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

Oh?

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

Yikes. Even I can say this is a nightmare.

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

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

Oh? This is about to get interesting…

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

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

Yep. He’s naked.

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

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

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

I just had a great idea.

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

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

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

He did so without any hesitation.

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

Holy shit…

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

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

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

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

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

Shit, I feel tired…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He’s more interesting than I thought… I’m definitely visiting him tonight again.
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I said I could control which person’s dream I visit, right?

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

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

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

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

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

Ah, damn it! Screw it!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Without realizing it, my smile grew even wider.

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

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

Nathan blushed and flashed an embarrassed smile.

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

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

Nathan averted his eyes, struggling to find words.

That’s my chance!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I bet he’s gonna look even cuter!

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

He looks perfect!

I wanna marry him!

…

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

♂x♂

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

I can’t wait!

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

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

It’s like an angel is here to study.

I couldn’t stop looking at him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nathan probably thinks I’ll sponge off him…

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

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

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

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

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

“How are we gonna do this project?”

He looks much cuter this close up.

“I don’t know. Maybe we can—”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Let’s work together!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yes…

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

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

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

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

“Morning,” he replied in a low voice.

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

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

“Yes. I already started on the research…”

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

That took Nathan by surprise. “You studied?”

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

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

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

Caught off guard again, he blushed.

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

Thump. Thump.

Oi?

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

Better not think too much about it.

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

Ah, shit! That face isn’t fair!

I wanna… I wanna be his friend…

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-you saw that?”

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

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

Nathan grew silent for a long time.

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

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

There was another long silence.

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

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

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

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

“A nightmare?”

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

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

I was the only one paying attention to you.

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

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

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

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

Why do I keep digging myself in a gay grave?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He’s too cute, damn it.

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

But the dreams had changed.

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

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

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

We were holding hands!

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

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

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

How should I react when I see him?

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

But he’s not gay, is he?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In the future, I mean.

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

Nathan was dreaming about me!

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

A wet dream…

A wet dream about me.

We were making love.

And he was on top.

Can’t believe he has this kind of dream…

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

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

Even so, I couldn’t stop watching.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The cute nerdy boy blushed but still seemed determined.

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

Holy shit…

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

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

Out of reaction, I kissed him back.

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

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

“D-don’t be sorry! I like you too!”

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

The next moment, we were kissing again.

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

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


Suntan

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

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

I was a normal straight guy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

♂x♂

I was up before Hiro woke.

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

Yes, the same bikini Hiro used to prank me.

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

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

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

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

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

Yes, I was gonna have a smooth body!

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

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

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

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

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

Wait… was that too gay?

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

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

I’m gonna give him the weirdest boner!

For a guy in a bikini! A gay boner!

This will be my sweet revenge!

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ha! Look at those lewd eyes!

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

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

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

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

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

“Let’s go to the beach,” I proposed.

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

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

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

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

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

“H-help with what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“S-stop making weird noises!”

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

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

“So what?”

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

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

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

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

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

“S-stop that…”

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

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

“There! It’s done!”

Hiro raced to the bathroom.

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

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

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the hell?!”

“What?”

“That!” He pointed at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

♂x♂

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, he’s going for it now!

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

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

Even though I did it loads of time, it didn’t stop being funny. Can’t believe the idiot fell for that. Dude, I’m a guy. How can you get embarrassed for a cross-dressing guy?

I mean, I’m cute and all, but a guy.

Wonder if he has a boner right now…Holy shit! I just thought of the best way to check if his friend is up because of me.

Ah, crap. I’m gonna laugh… It’s too awesome… But I have to wait until the popcorn is gone…

Yes! Finally!

The moment the bowl was empty, I raised it and put my hand between Hiro’s legs without hesitating, making sure I touched everywhere. And I mean everywhere.

“W-w-what are you doing?” he shouted when I brushed against his friend. It was hard.

Ha! You do have a boner! And a rather big one. Remember, I’m a guy wearing panties.

“I’m just looking for popcorn. You always drop some,” I said in the most normal voice I could, brushing my hand against the member a few times.

“There’s none!” Hiro said, pushing my hand away from him.

“Okay. Geez, no need to scream like that,” I said, doing my best to hold in my laugh. “Save it for the movie.”

Ha! Look at his face! This is too good! He’s such a simpleton!

But that was the appetizers. Now it’s time for the real deal.

I looked at the screen, but I was just waiting for my chance. And it came sooner than I expected.

The moment the scary scene showed up, I let out a girlie shout and hugged his arm.

“W-w-what are you doing?” he shouted, trying to get rid of me. I didn’t let go. “Y-you’re not scared at all!”

“I am… I don’t know why… Maybe it’s the clothes, but I’m pretty scared,” I said in a low voice, looking up at him with tears in the corner of my eyes. “I know it’s weird, but I can’t help it… My heart is thumping like crazy… Wanna check?”

Hiro became an alarming shade of red. “No! I believe you! N-now, stop clinging to me!”

“O-okay…” I lingered for a moment and let go of his arm. I kept clinging to his sleeve, though.

He looked at my slender fingers but said nothing.

As the movie went on, I squealed many times and grabbed his sleeve with more strength.

By the time it ended, I had achieved my objective.

Hiro had a huge boner and ran to his bedroom the moment the movie was over.

I wanted to go after him, but I was rolling on the couch with the cushion on my face so I could laugh as loud as I wanted.

That was awesome!

Ah, crap. I want more. I wanna tease him more and more. I can’t get enough of that face!

And I have just the perfect idea!

Without realizing, there was a mischievous smile on my face. Teasing him is way better than flirting with girls!

♂x♂

After I changed clothes, as quietly as could, I sneaked closer to Hiro’s room and pressed my ear against the door.

When I heard strange rustling noises, I wanted to laugh again. As I thought, he’s masturbating. While thinking about me!

Maybe I should feel weird that my best friend is wanking one to me, but it was too funny and pushed the idea out of my head.

I waited a little longer and then knocked on the door. “Hey, Hiro. Are you up?” I asked in a low and soft voice.

At once, I heard him stumbling, which only made my smile wider.

“You’re up, aren’t you?” I opened the door without waiting for a reply.

Hiro quickly pulled the sheets to cover his lower half. “I didn’t say you could come in!”

“Sorry, but I can’t sleep after that movie,” I said in the same low and scared voice. “Can I sleep with you?”

“What? No way, dude! Get out!”

“Please.”

“No—What the hell are you wearing?”

Until now, I was against the corridor light. Because of that, he couldn’t see what I was wearing. But when I entered the room, he could see my jaw-dropping outfit.

My awesome and irresistible self was wearing a silky sexy black transparent baby doll with micro black panties that barely contained my friend.

I lifted the hem of the baby doll a little.

“It’s your sister’s. She has great taste, don’t you think?” I asked in an innocent voice.

“That’s not what I’m asking! Why are you wearing that?” Hiro made sure the sheets still covered the lower half of his body.

“For no reason, really. When I was changing, I saw this and decided to wear it. No biggie,” I lied without any hesitation. Of course, I picked this to confuse him even more. I twirled around to make sure he saw my cute and pretty much exposed butt in that sexy outfit. “You think it looks weird?”

“Of course, it does! You’re a guy! A guy shouldn’t look like a hot girl! You should realize you’re too cute, damn it! It’s not right!” Hiro shouted. A second later, he realized what he had said, blushed, and looked away.

Though it was what I wanted to hear all day, those words made me blush, and my heart thumped faster. And I wasn’t pretending.

What the hell? I shouldn’t feel embarrassed because of this… I’m the one who’s embarrassing him… It was my plan all along…

Yeah… I’m the one in control of this.

“You think I’m cute and sexy?” I asked, controlling the tone to sound surprised. I twirled a lock of my blond hair with my finger and averted my eyes. “I-if you say it like that, it’s a little embarrassing…”

I let out a low chuckle.

That pushed Hiro a little further over the edge. I have no idea how, but he blushed a bit more and pulled the covers towards his groin.

“I never said sexy… A-anyway, get out…” Hiro couldn’t look me in the eyes.

“No. I mean it when I say I can’t sleep alone. That movie was scarier than I thought.”

“S-stop lying! I know you like that kind of movie!”

“I know, but still…” I got closer and sat on the bed. At that distance, he had to look me in the eyes even if he didn’t want to. “Please…”

Before he could say anything, I flashed a huge smile.

“Thanks, Hiro. You’re my hero!”

To seal the deal on my goal to embarrass my best friend, I pulled the blankets to get inside.

Hiro was so distracted he couldn’t grab it in time.

Now let’s see you explain your boner!

…

That’s what I thought. But when I saw it, I froze.

Holy… It’s so… so… big!

I stood paralyzed before such a thing.

Why my friend, my nerdy best friend, has something so imposing?

It’s bigger than mine!

I looked Hiro in the eyes, who just blushed and looked away.

In the next second, he tried to hide his member, but I didn’t let him.

I wanted to look at it. And then I wanted to kiss it…

♂x♂

“And that kids, is how your father and I got together,” I finished the story with an embarrassed smile.

“No way,” the boy and the girl said at the same time. “Dad, is that true?”

“Yes… every inappropriate part of it,” Hiro muttered under his breath. “How can you tell our kids that story?”

“Don’t blame me. They wanted to know why I wore a dress to our wedding and how we got together,” I said shrugging.

“Papa, you were a little slutty, weren’t you?” the girl asked with a smile.

“D-don’t call your papa that word. It’s not nice…”

“It’s the truth,” Hiro said, grinning.

Despite my embarrassment, I laughed and hugged my son, daughter, and husband.

The family I got thanks to a prank with a bikini.


Post from a straight guy

This might be a long story, but bear with me, please. I’m sure it’ll be worth your time by the end.

I never thought going to the gym would change my life forever. No, this isn’t advertising for fitness programs, products, or anything like that.

Last year, I made a New Year’s resolution to lose a few kilos. Yeah, not original, I know. It’s not like I was fat or anything, but playing video games every night after getting home from work isn’t exactly slimming. Especially if you like to play while eating snacks and drinking beer. And by snack, I mean pizza.

I only noticed I’d gained weight when I couldn’t wear my favorite shirts. The buttons looked like they were about to burst and break something with the impact.

After that, I decided to lose some weight, or at least try.

While I was looking for a cheap gym nearby, a work colleague told me the company had one in the building. I had no idea. I think I’ve heard someone talking about it, but I never bothered to find out.

So I went there after the first day of work, and I don’t regret it.

The instructor was too cute! I mean it. I’d never seen someone so cute! She looked like she came out from a movie.

Then I found out the petite blonde girl with the perfect butt and the cutest smile in the world was actually a guy!

Before you jump to any conclusion, let me say I’m not gay.

However, it didn’t matter.

He was the cutest person I’d ever seen. Hell, he’s cuter than any girl I’ve ever dated.

It’s embarrassing to admit it, but when he came to talk to me, I blushed and got all nervous. Yeah, I got like that because of a guy. Talk about lame.

He thought I was just nervous because it was my first day, so it wasn’t a strikeout. Lucky.

Anyway, after I told him why I was at the gym, he showed me a few warmup exercises and then watched as I used the machines, correcting my positions and stuff.

Once again, I’m not gay, but just because he was watching, I tried my hardest for the first time in years. Hope I looked cool. He was smiling, but that could be just to cheer me up. Or because he’s nice.

I was sore all over the other day and could barely walk. Even so, I was happy and wanted to go again. There was no way I’d skip the gym. Not if I could see that cute boy again.

Again, no homo, but not only is he cool, but he’s also easy to talk to, you know? The kind of person you can talk and talk for hours and don’t even notice the time passing. And his laugh is contagious. I was telling jokes and funny stories just to hear that laugh.

But, in the end, the best thing about him is his smile. It’s one of those smiles that brighten the room, you know?

Without realizing, I was working hard so that I could go to the gym earlier and see him.

After two months of going there every weekday, we became friends and even made plans to meet outside the gym.

Though I kept calm on the outside, on the inside, I was super nervous every time we hung out. Every time I invited him, I revised the plans many times just to make sure he had a good time.

I-it’s not like I wanted to date him or anything. I just wanted to see him having fun and smiling all the time. Nothing gay about a guy doing that for another guy. Okay, maybe it is, but when the other guy is too cute, I think it’s safe.

Or that’s what I told myself. But at Carnival, everything changed.

Even if it was only for a day, I wanted to see him. I didn’t want to spend almost a week without seeing him. But I have to admit that wasn’t my only motive.

Did you do know men can cross-dress during Carnival? It’s just some silly fun, and no one bats an eye or says anything.

You already figured out where I’m going with this, right?

I wanted to see him dressed like a girl. I mean, he’s already cuter than any girl, even when he’s wearing a tracksuit. Imagine him wearing a skirt or a swimsuit? He’d be 100 times cuter!

Actually, I don’t know if my heart can take so much cuteness. Even so, I did my best to keep cool when I invited him, but when he said yes, I let out this unmanly squeal out of joy. Talk about lame.

And, again, no homo, but my heart thumped faster thanks to that simple word.

I checked and rechecked the plans to make sure everything went perfectly. The day came…and he was cross-dressing!

By God, he looked even cuter than I could ever dream! It was a whole new level of cuteness! I never thought a guy, no, any human could be so cute!

He wore a frilly bikini with a little skirt to hide what was between his legs. His light makeup only enhanced his cuteness, and his short hair had a simple flower decoration. Somehow that was enough to give him a totally different look!

I was beyond nervous when I saw him. My heart was thumping so loud I thought he’d hear.

Then it happened —the first thing which I can’t lie to myself and say no homo.

My friend down there reacted. It was the first time it had happened.

I did my best to keep cool so he could have fun. I don’t want to be a creep or anything. I just want him to have a good time and smile.

To be honest, I don’t like places with too many people, but with my cute instructor in a bikini, I didn’t mind. I found myself dancing and drinking and having a blast just because he was at my side.

By the end of the day, we had too much fun. Despite being sweaty and exhausted, it was the best Carnival experience I ever had in my life. If he’s by my side, I can go to these things for the rest of my life.

Then, just when we were about to wrap up our day, we saw a couple having sex.

They were in an alley doing it in the open! I heard it’s normal during Carnival, but I hadn’t seen anything like that all day.

The couple finished quickly and left without even noticing us.

Seeing that made my friend hard again. And then…

I don’t know if it was the booze or something else, but I made a joke I don’t even remember about wanting that too so it’d turn to be the best Carnival ever.

Before I could do anything, my cute instructor smiled, got down on his knees, and pulled my pants down. When he saw my friend, his smile changed. It wasn’t the cute one. I mean, it was still cute as hell, but it was sly.

He had a sly smile! I never imagined he could do something like that!

I had no reaction, and before I knew it, my cute instructor put my hard friend in his mouth!

I never had a BJ before, so I had nothing to compare it to, but it was the best experience ever!

I tried to hold out as much as I could, but I was at my limit in less than a minute. When I let out a weird moan, my cute instructor drank it!

Holly shit!

That made me hard again, almost right away.

When he realized I wanted more, with the same sly smile, he cleaned the leftover seed on the corner of his mouth, turned me around, and slipped the smeared finger up my… you know…

Again, I’m not gay, and I wanted to be the one doing that, but if it was him, I didn’t mind at all.

As he massaged me, I let out more weird moans and got even harder. When he pulled out his fingers, I was a little sad. But that feeling only lasted a second.

Next thing I know, he’s shoving his friend inside me, ravishing my ass with it.

Again, no homo, but it was awesome.

Being with him was awesome, no matter the position. It was the best sex I’ve ever had!

I had my hands on the wall and was squirming and moaning even louder. I begged for him to go harder and faster, and he obeyed. He had the stamina for that.

My knees caved in, and he pressed me against the wall, pounding me harder. Then I felt a strange warmth inside.

Because of that, without touching my friend, I came for the second time in that alley.

I turned around to see his face.

My cute instructor was panting. But then he smiled the lewd smile.

That was all we both needed before he thrust his friend inside me again.

Well, long story short, we just got married this weekend.

Even though he was the one in a wedding dress, I’m the one who gets down on all fours when we’re in the bedroom.

I don’t kiss and tell, but he can be very rough in bed. And I don’t mind at all.

Thank goodness my shirt didn’t fit. And you know the funny thing is? It wasn’t my shirt. It was my sisters. I’d spent the holidays at her house, and I must’ve mixed up the shirts.

Because of that, I met the love of my life. The cutest guy in the whole world.


Mari and Mario

The moment Mario finished his work and clicked the save button, he let out an exhausted sigh. That was harder than I imagined. It wasn’t worth the extra money, he thought, fondling the back of his head until he found the pencil holding his hair in a tight bun. Even my head is throbbing.

He pulled the pencil out and shook the bun. Without it, his black hair was free and rolled down. At the same time, he massaged his stiff neck. Much better, he thought, almost groaning in relief. It’s like taking off your bra after a long day. I think. I don’t have boobs, so I can’t be sure. But my bras are cute.

Now all I have to do is send these edited photos to the happy couple, and I’ll be a free man tonight. He looked at the corner of the screen. Almost ten o’clock… Since I don’t have work tomorrow, I can go to the bar and get a drink or two.

And he might be there… As Mario thought of the man he was in a sort of casual relationship with, his cheeks became a shade of pink. I’m a grown man blushing because of a guy who’s not even my boyfriend.

Pushing him out of his mind, he took a long and warm bath. With the towel wrapped around his body, he sat before the mirror and observed his face. I look awful… It was work. Normally I only have to please the bride, but to think the groom would be so picky about his photos… Because of that, I had to sit before the computer for hours. Dude, there’s not enough photoshop that can make you hot like you want.

Wait, I shouldn’t think that. Let it go, Mario. It’s finished now. After taking a deep breath, he was ready to cross-dress. I’m gonna relax and have fun tonight!

Even though it took time, he loved putting on his makeup. Especially the lipsticks, which he left for last. Ever since I was a little boy, I loved seeing those gorgeous women putting on lipstick on TV and movies. They looked so sexy. Hope I can look like them.

The only thing Mario didn’t like when he cross-dressed was his nails. Because of his job, he couldn’t paint his nails without attracting unwanted attention, so whenever he became his sexy self, he put on fake nails.

Though he preferred to have real long ones, he did enjoy picking the color. I think I’ll go with red today.

After he finished, almost as a cherry on the top of a gorgeous and delicious cake, Mario covered his bottom lip with the red lipstick he loved. Then he smacked loudly, and his makeup was complete.

Now the underwear.

As he opened his drawer, his eyes darted to the left side. It was where his lingerie, negligee, panties, bras, and thongs were. On the right, were the male and boring underwear he wore for work.

I don’t know if my boyfr… if he’s gonna be at the bar today, so I’m not in the mood for a sexy thong… But if I’m not wearing something sexy and he’s there, I’d die of embarrassment. But I don’t want him thinking I just wanted to hook up…

He wondered for a while, but, in the end, Mario chose one of his black lingerie. It’s been too long since I wore it. I just love how it snuggles my little friend.

After curling his hair, he put on an elegant blouse, a thigh fake leather skirt, pantyhose, red high heels, and picked up his purse.

As he left the work behind him, Mario was gone. Almost like magic, the photographer was ready for a fun and relaxing night out. Now there was only Mari, a sexy cross-dresser who wanted a drink and maybe meet the man who made him weak in the legs.
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As Mari entered the bar, he looked around.

Though he recognized some faces, he didn’t see one in particular. Guess he’s not here today, he thought, dropping his shoulders for a moment. He told me he was working, and it’s not like we’re dating officially or anything.

Mari walked to the bar, smiling as the men turned their heads to him. Yes, I know I look damn sexy today, boys. But you can only look. I’m not looking for that kind of fun tonight.

“The usual, Mari?” the bartender asked with a smile.

“Thanks, Marco,” he said in a delicate voice. Whenever he was Mari, he spoke in a way to match his appearance. He didn’t want to hide his gender, but he still did it anyway.

Mari was his other half, and he loved that look.

“Sorry, he’s not here today,” Marco said as he prepared the martini.

He flashed a wry smile. “I wasn’t looking for him.”

“I’ve known you for a long time, Mari. I saw the look you had when you didn’t find him. Here.”

“Thanks.” Mari chuckled as he delicately brought the drink to his lips. “Was I that obvious? I guess I’m not good at hiding my feelings. And here I thought I was good at it.”

Marco laughed. “You are. But you love him too much.”

Mari’s cheek became pink, and it had nothing to do with his makeup. He drank the martini to gain some time to think of a good reply. “Don’t tell him that,” he said when he thought of none.

“I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but he already knows. But don’t worry. He loves you too.”

The idea made Mari blush a bit more. As he thought of Nic, his heart thumped louder. But before he could say anything, someone sat on the stool next to him.

“Want a drink, babe?” the man said in a surly voice, putting an arm around Mari.

That’s what I needed, a drunk guy flirting with me.

“Thanks, but I already have one,” he said, pushing the glass with two fingers. Though his voice was amiable and his smile pleasant, he hoped the man would take the hint.

“C’mon, babe. Let’s have some fun. I can show you a good time.”

Mari let out a dry chuckle in his head. Guess I was hoping for too much. God, even his breath smells like booze.

He was ready to dismiss the drunk man in a way that would still be fitted of a mature and sexy cross-dresser like him. But then he had an idea. He wrapped his fingers around the man’s tie and pulled him closer.

“I don’t mind having a good time with you,” he whispered in a sweet and alluring feminine voice. Then he roughed up the tone, speaking in his normal, male voice. “But I have something extra between my legs. Can you handle that?”

The man widened his eyes and straightened back up. His face went between scared and surprised as he looked at Mari. Then his eyes lowered to the tight black skirt. He struggled to find words as he opened and closed his mouth.

“How about it? Are you ready for a new experience?” Mari asked, his voice back to the sweet and delicate tone. “But I have to warn you I enjoy taking control in the bed. In other words, I’m more active,” he lied.

With his face pale, the drunk man finished his drink and walked away.

Mari laughed as he turned back to Marco. “That was so fun. I can’t have enough of that kind of reaction.”

“Wasn’t that a little mean? Lying about being top… Look at him.”

Mari took another sip of his drink as he watched the drunken man bumping into the booths, apologizing to no one.

“Guess he won’t be flirting with any woman tonight. If you can, call that flirting.” Mari smiled. “At least he sobered up.”

“Thanks, I guess. Wonder if he’ll think every beautiful woman has something down there from now on,” the bartender said with a weak chuckle. “How many times I’ve seen you do this to a man?”

“You say that like it’s my fault.” Mari finished his drink, leaving the mark of lipstick on the glass.

“You’re right. Hope he doesn’t think this is that kind of bar.”

“Would that be my fault too?”

“Half. The rest is my boyfriend’s…” Marco blushed and smiled.

“When you two get married, hire me. I’ll record every second. And there’s a lot of cute dresses your future boy bride would look great in it.”

Marco looked nervous, cleaning the same glass he had just cleaned. “W-we’re not close to marrying… not yet…”

“I know, I know. I’m just jealous because you’re happy!” Mari said in a childish voice, shaking his glass. “Another!”

Marco didn’t move right away. Then, as he took the glass, he smiled. “Maybe there’s time for your happiness tonight as well.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“May I pay for the next drink?” A voice spoke behind Mari.

When he turned, he saw a tall and handsome man with dark skin smiling at him.

“Nic!” Mari beamed, at once. “I didn’t think I’d see you today!”

“I finished all the work I had and came back just to see you.”

“A-aren’t you tired from the trip?” How can he say such embarrassing things with a straight face?

Despite thinking that, Mari was happy.

“When I thought I could see you here, I didn’t feel tired at all.”

Mari blushed and put a lock of his black hair behind his ear. “You know how to make a man blush.”

“Only you. You look even more beautiful every time I see you,” Nic said, kissing him on the cheek.

Those words made the cross-dresser’s heart thump way too faster and his blood to rush down there. I’m really in love with him…

“How about if we go to back to my house?” Mari offered, kissing Nic on the lips with only part of the longing he felt.

“There’s not a single man who could say no to that.”
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After he and Nic had made love for the fifth time, Mari was exhausted. Even so, it wasn’t enough to quell their feelings for each other.

Panting and sweating profusely, Mari picked up the bottle he left on the nightstand and drank over half of it in one gulp.

The moment his mouth was free, Nic gently touched his chin and brought him closer for another passionate kiss.

“What’s up with you today?” he asked, laughing and trying to breathe when their lips parted. “You’ve always been vigorous, but today…”

“It’s because I haven’t seen you for over two weeks.” Nic held him closer and smelled the cross-dresser’s neck. “God, your scent is so invigorating. Are you trying to seduce me even more?”

Despite the exhaustion, Mari smiled. “It’s perfume. But now it’s mostly sweat, thanks to you.”

“I can get intoxicated in your sent!”

As Nic licked the cross-dresser, their members hardened again.

“Can’t believe you want to go again!” Mari exclaimed. He wasn’t mad. Quite the contrary. He would love to have that inside him again. “Have you no control?”

“You’re one to talk. And how can I control myself when you’re in my arms? It’s amazing I have restrained myself so far!”

As Nic put on another condom, he lifted Mari’s left leg. With a powerful thrust, he was inside him again.

Mari was gasping for air when they finished. It was as if they had run a marathon —a marathon of pleasure. Reaching pleasure at the same time is the best, he managed to think through his hazed mind.

Nic laid still next to him. After the sixth time, even the vigorous young man had trouble breathing.

“Not that I’m complaining, but there’s no need to rush. We have all the time in the world,” Mari said, caressing his lover’s chest. He, too, could get intoxicated on that manly musk.

Though he loved making love with Nic, Mari enjoyed it when they stayed in bed like that. Ever since he started cross-dressing and came out, he never imagined he would love someone so much.

“I know. But I can’t stand being away from you for so long.”

“There’s nothing we can do. You’re the regional supervisor of a hotel chain. You need to travel and make sure all those hotels are running perfectly.”

“I liked it when I was just a manager of one hotel. I didn’t have to travel, and could be with you all the time.”

Nic slipped an arm under Mari and brought him even closer, caressing his now messy hair.

Guess even he can’t get it up so fast, Mari thought. But he didn’t mind. He enjoyed lying on that strong chest. It makes me feel so safe…

“Let’s talk a little. It feels like we haven’t done that in a while.”

“Sorry, I’ve been traveling so much.”

“I’m not blaming you. I know you worked hard for that promotion. Instead of apologies, I wanna hear more about your work.”

“Nah. My job is boring. It’s just trying to organize the hotels’ staff and finances. I wanna hear about your work. Being a photographer is much more interesting. How was that last couple? You said even the guy was picky.”

“You remember that?” Mari couldn’t hide his surprise. I don’t remember a guy ever listening to my pillow talk… But Nic is different.

“Of course.” He flashed a teasing smile. “Do you think I tuned out and don’t listen to you after we make love?”

The cross-dresser flashed a wry smile. “A little…”

“What? You need punishment!”

Nic sucked and licked his nipple.

Mari moaned and felt the blood rushing. But before his member could rise, his lover stopped. When he realized Nic wouldn’t continue, he playfully slapped his chest.

“Don’t tease me!”

“It was your punishment.”

They looked at each other and laughed at the same time.

“My boyfriend is such a tease,” Mari said, hugging him. Then he froze.

Ah, shit! Can’t believe I said the B-word… He let go of Nic and slowly looked him in the eyes, waiting in silence.

“Boyfriend?” Nic repeated the word slowly. “We’re finally using the B-word?”

“I guess… We’ve been doing this for a while now… How does that make you feel?” Mari asked hesitatingly.

The last time he had used that word, it didn’t end well. That was why even though Nic wanted to be exclusive, Mari said he wasn’t interested in such a relationship. It’s not like I didn’t want to, but becoming boyfriends…

“Like I’m the happiest man in the world!” Nic’s smile matched his words. “I’ve been wanting to call you my boyfriend for so long you have no idea! But I was afraid you’d push me away if I did…”

Mari flashed a guilty smile. “Do I look like that kind of a man?”

“Well, a little… That’s why I didn’t want to rush this even after a year. But I love you too much…”

Mari blushed, his heart thumping louder as he averted his eyes. “You like to embarrass me…”

“Can’t help it. It’s the truth.” Nic leaned closer to his ear. “I love you, I love you, I love you.”

“Don’t say it again!” Mari pushed Nic’s mouth away. His entire face was an alarming shade of red.

Nic laughed and licked his hands until the cross-dresser pulled them back. But he didn’t let up.

“How about you?” he asked, looking Mari in the eyes.

“Me what?”

“How do you feel about me?”

Mari averted his eyes. “I love you too,” he mumbled.

Nic beamed and pulled him in for a romantic kiss full of passion.

Mari couldn’t help but feel like the happiest man in the world. I’m too lucky to have him in my life.
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As Mario lay next to the man he loved and looked at that sleeping face, he couldn’t help but remember when they met.

Nicolas was a self-employee house manager for private owners. In other words, rich people hired him to find people to rent their houses. But that wasn’t all. He had to travel and make sure the clients were set and then check out everything once they left.

It was tiresome, but he did a great job. As more and more people hired him to manage their houses, his name became bigger. One of his clients wanted him to find renters for a beach house they had bought from a house complex hotel.

In order to put it on his website, Nic looked for a photographer and found Mario online.

That was the strangest job I ever had, Mario thought as he twirled Nic’s curly and messy black hair.

After that, he hired me to take new photos of all the houses he managed to update his site. We traveled together for a whole week. I took a bunch of pictures from all the angles until he picked one Nic liked, he remembered with a smile. By the time we got back, we were friends. And then…

Mario still blushed as he recalled. Can’t believe he asked me out. I wasn’t even cross-dressing back then…

I was so surprised I said yes, even though I never went out with guys while I’m Mario… but Nic… We’ve been in this relationship for over a year now. I never said we were exclusive, but I never slept with anyone else after that. And he said he didn’t either…

Mario blushed even more. Can’t believe such a cool guy is in love with me…

His heart thumped faster as he watched the man he loved. He couldn’t help but smile. But then he panicked the next second when he remembered.

Ah, crap! After all the sex, my makeup is a mess! I can’t let him see me in my guy mode!

Before Mario could sneak out of bed and into the bathroom, Nic woke.

Sluggishly, he yawned and looked around. When he saw his lover, he beamed. “Good morning.”

“Morning,” Mario said in a dreamy voice. But then he blocked Nic’s face with his hand. “Don’t look at me!”

“Don’t deny me that privilege.”

“I have to. I’m not wearing any makeup.”

That made Nic laugh and get rid of the hands. “You’re this beautiful without makeup? I’m so lucky.”

“Shut up. Don’t lie.”

“I’m not lying. I could never lie to you.” Nic took Mario’s hand and kissed it before bringing him closer. “You’re the most beautiful human I’ve ever seen.”

He kissed him longingly. Mario tried to resist. But he lost himself on those lips he loved to kiss.

“Hey,” Nic whispered once their lips parted.  “Marry me.”

Mario’s whole face became an alarming shade of red. His heart thumped so loud he swore Nic could hear.

“S-Stop joking… Proposing to me after sex… It doesn’t make me happy,” he lied in a low voice, averting his eyes.

“I’m not joking,” Nic said in a serious voice. “I wanna be with you for the rest of my life.”

When Mario looked back, there was a ring before his eyes.

“You make me the happiest man in the world. I want to marry you and make sure you’re even happier than me.”

Mario widened his eyes. He felt the heat emanating from his face. He struggled with the words, but then he mumbled in a barely audible whisper, “Yes.”

When Nic put the ring on his finger, he never thought he could feel happier.
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Even though he wasn’t in a dress, Mario was the bride, and all eyes were on him as he walked down the aisle.

Dressed in a suit, with his father on one side and his mother on the other, he doubted he could feel happier. But I will be when I say yes, he thought, not bothering to hide his smile. When he raised his head, he saw the man that would soon be his husband.

Nic only had eyes for him. When their eyes met, he flashed the warmest smile, full of love.

All the cross-dresser’s worries went away as he basked in that man.

Before the ceremony, even though they had talked about it many times, Mario thought his future husband wouldn’t like to see him walking down the aisle in a suit. But after seeing that smile, he knew his worries were for naught.

That man truly loves both sides of me. He really loves Mario and Mari. The thought only made his heart thump faster and his cheeks red.

As they said their vows and exchanged rings, Mario waited for the words he wanted to hear ever since he was a little boy and realized he was slightly different from the others.

“I now pronounce you husband and husband. You may kiss each other,” the priest said.

With an even wider smile, Nic held Mario’s hand and leaned forward.

The other man did the same, and they kissed as a married couple for the first time.

They walked down the aisle side by side under the applause and cries of the guests.

After a few photos, Mario kissed his husband on the cheek and whispered, “Excuse me for a moment.”

Mario looked at his best friend and nodded.

They left the hall and raced to a room where a wedding dress and a makeup kit were waiting for them.

“Can’t believe you want to change in the middle of the wedding,” his friend complained. “You should’ve worn the dress like me when I got married. Every cross-dresser in the world must be angry at you.”

“You knew I was doing this, so shut up and help me.”

“I just want to know why,” he said as he applied the makeup. “Nic would probably be happier to marry a cute and sexy guy in a dress. Marco was like that.”

“I told you I wanted to get married with both sides of me,” Mario said in a hurried voice.

“Lucky your husband is down for that.”

“I know… My husband…” The words made Mario blushed and grin. “I still can’t believe he’s my husband now.”

“I’d girly up with you, but we don’t have time for this. Everyone is waiting for you.”

Faster than Mario had ever become Mari, his makeup was done, and he slipped into the pure white wedding dress. “How do I look?”

“The most beautiful cross-dressing groom slash bride after me. Wait, who now is the most beautiful husband slash wife.”

His friend’s sincerity made Mari smile. “Thanks. Now let’s get back. You need to sing for my first dance as husband and husband.”

The moment Mari entered the room, people clinked their glasses. With an embarrassed smile, the man in the wedding dress walked to his new husband and kissed him.

Nic’s smile was still the same when he took a look at Mari.

“W-what? Do I look weird?” he asked in a nervous voice. I was in such a rush that I didn’t check my makeup properly…

“You look like the most beautiful human in this world. I’m so lucky to marry Mario and Mari at the same time.”

The cross-dresser blushed. “A-are you sure you don’t mind going along with this? I mean, changing clothes in the middle of the wedding…”

“Of course not. I love both sides of you. In fact, I’d be sad if you didn’t.”

“You know how to embarrass people.”

“I know how to embarrass my husband,” Nic said in a sweet voice that was meant only for him. “Now, let’s have our first dance as husbands.”

He offered his hand and Mari took it, feeling the like the luckiest human in the world indeed.

From the moment he first put on a dress when he was little, Mario never imagined he would be this happy.


Akira

Akira did not recognize the clothes before him.

Even though it was in his closet, it didn’t belong to him. He had no idea why it was there.

No matter how cute and girly he looked, Akira was a boy. He properly had that attached and never thought about getting rid of it.

But that didn’t change the fact there was a girl’s swimsuit in his closet.

And it wasn’t any swimsuit. It was a cute two-piece mint green bikini. Where did this come from? He wondered. Then he remembered.

“It’s sis’s…” Mom must’ve put it here by mistake.

Anger filled Akira as he remembered the day his sister bought that. He remembered very well. He, his sister, and their mother were shopping. When Haruka saw the bikini, she bugged their mother a lot, who bought it but was livid.

Because of that, we didn’t buy the clothes I wanted, he recalled. And she only wore it once because she saw a girl she hates wearing it…

As he looked at the swimsuit, he became angrier. Even he himself had no idea why, but he undressed and put on the bikini.

What the hell am I doing? He wondered as he put a finger between his butt and the bikini, pulling the fabric and letting it go with a snap to adjust. Even though many people suggested I’d look cute if I cross-dress, I have no interest in it.

Despite his conflicting feelings, Akira checked himself in the mirror. He couldn’t help but be surprised by his reflection. He couldn’t believe what he saw.

“Eh? What’s this?”

Cute. I’m, like, super cute… That’s what he thought. Because sis doesn’t have any boobs, it fits my chest perfectly, and the frills hide my boy parts… Even though we’re twins, I’m way cuter!

As he gawked at his own reflection, Akira couldn’t help but smile. This is bad… I look too good!

Even if he wanted, he couldn’t take his eyes from the mirror. Because of that, he didn’t hear the door opening.

“Hey, Akira, about yesterday, I—ah!”

He turned to see his sister standing at the door.

“My bikini!? Why are you wearing my bikini!?”

“Sis… eh… It looks better on me?”

There was silence as the siblings looked at each other.

“Mom!”

“What? Why are you yelling, Haruka? It’ll bother the neighbors.” Their mother came a few moments later. “Why are you yelling?”

“Look!” she pointed at Akira. “He’s wearing my bikini!”

“Oh…” As their mother looked at him from head to toe, she smiled. “Cute.”

“Thanks, mom!” Akira beamed.

“That’s not the problem! He’s a guy! He’s wearing a bikini! My bikini!” Haruka shouted.

“I’m not blind. Besides, you wore it once. After annoying me to buy it. And it was so expensive…”

Haruka pressed her lips.

“T-that’s not the problem. It’s still my bikini! And that shouldn’t matter! Akira’s a boy, and that’s a girl’s swimsuit!”

“True…” The mother turned to him. “But it looks so cute on him. Much better than on you, Haruka.”

Akira grinned. “I think so too, mom!”

“You shut up! Give it back!”

“No.”

“Give it back now!”

“Calm down, you two. Akira, since when did you have an interest in cross-dressing?”

“Never had. I have no idea why, but when I saw this bikini here, I got mad and ended up wearing it.”

“It doesn’t make any sense!” Haruka screamed, pointing at him. “Take it off.”

“No.”

Their mother ignored that.

“Akira. Do you want to be a girl?” she asked in a serious voice, looking him in the eyes.

He became quiet for a while.

“Not really,” he said, shaking his head. “I was mad and put it on. That’s all. Even I was surprised how good it looks on me. But I don’t want to be a girl or anything.”

“Do you wanna cross-dress more?”

“Yes!” Akira answered at once. “I wanna get even cuter!”

“No! I don’t want a cross-dresser brother!”

“Isn’t that a little late, Haruka?” their mom asked. “I mean, you two have the same face… He already looked like a girl. Everyone always thought I had two daughters.”

“That has nothing to do with this!”

“It isn’t the same?”

“No!” Haruka trembled. She knew she had lost and left the room. “I don’t care anymore! You can have the bikini! It’s a present!”

Both mother and son chuckled.

“Do you want me to teach you how to put on makeup?”

“Thanks, mom!”
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As Akira walked on the street, he couldn’t stop smiling. It’s a great day, he thought, humming.

After discovering he enjoyed looking cute in girl’s clothing, his mother taught him how to put on makeup, and then they went shopping for clothes.

Today is Akira’s first time cross-dressing alone.

He wore a cute black mini skirt and a white blouse. His hair was tied behind his head and his makeup perfect. Though he didn’t like to brag, considering he was new at cross-dressing, he knew he looked too cute. The glances he received were enough to prove that.

Akira stopped before a huge glass window from a coffee house. When he saw his reflection, he fixed his hair a little. I’m super cute, he thought, his smile widening even more.

“A-Akira!? Is that you?” a surprised voice called him.

When he turned, he saw one of his classmates and friend.

“Hikaru! Good morning!” he greeted in a joyful voice.

“Morning… that’s not it!” Hikaru looked at him and blushed. “Why are you dressed like that?”

“Ah, this?” Akira twirled once, his miniskirt fluttering. “It’s cute, isn’t it?”

“Y-yeah, it’s cute… B-but, you’re a guy,” he lowered his voice, looking around to make sure no one heard him. “Why are you wearing Hikaru’s clothes?”

Akira flashed a cocky smile and shook the index finger.

“Wrong. This isn’t my sister’s. It’s my new clothes!” he said with a proud smile. “I bought it the other day, and now I’m debuting!”

“R-right…” Hikaru looked away, too embarrassed to look his friend in the eyes.

“Hey, let’s take a walk around the shopping district.”

“W-what? Why…?”

“No reason. I just want to walk around wearing my first skirt.”

“O-okay… I have some free time…”

“Yay!”

Akira grabbed his hand and led him. As they walked around the shopping district, a woman handing out something called them.

“Hey, that cute couple over there!”

With Akira beaming, they walked to her and got what she was handing out.

“She thought we’re a couple,” the cross-dressing boy said.

Hikaru became even redder. “W-what did she g-give to you?”

“It’s a ticket for the new swimming pool. A couple’s ticket.” Akira’s eyes shone. “We have to go!”

“Y-you want to go to the pool…?”

“Yes! I wanna debut my new bikini!”

“Eh! Bi-bi-bikini!?”

“It’s a long story. But let’s go!”

Under that smile, Hikaru could only mumble a yes.
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When Akira saw his friend, he sneaked closer as silently as he could. He blocked Hikaru’s eyes and asked at the same time. “Guess who?”

Hikaru let out a weird nervous squeak and became stiff. “A-A-Akira!”

“Right answer!” The cross-dressing boy beamed.

Despite blushing, Hikaru couldn’t take his eyes away from that smile. But when he finally noticed what Akira was wearing, he struggled with the words.

The cross-dressing boy wore a short pure white sundress with flat sandals and a big hat to protect him from the sun. When he noticed Hikaru looking, his smile widened as he twirled around.

“What do you think? Does this dress look good on me? I know it does, but I wanna hear another boy’s opinion.”

Hikaru opened and closed his mouth a few times. “Y-y-yes,” he mumbled, averting his eyes. “W-where did you get it?”

“My sister. She didn’t want to lend it to me at all, but I managed to convince her.” Akira flashed a strange mischievous smile, which made Hikaru nervous. “Hahaha. Don’t worry. I didn’t do anything bad. I just promised I wouldn’t touch her panties and bras no matter what. I’ll buy my own. I saw some really cute ones online. Can’t wait to try my first bra.”

Hikaru became an alarming shade of red at the mention of female underwear, which only made Akira laugh again.

“You don’t need to be so embarrassed. It’s just underwear. That I might be wearing right now,” he whispered with another mischievous smile, making his friend even more rigid. With another laugh, the boy in the dress grabbed Hikaru’s hand and led him to the entrance of the park. “Now, let’s have fun!”

After they handed in the tickets, they headed to the changing room.

“Hehe. The lady at entrance thought we were a couple too,” Akira said, flashing a tiny smile. “Guess we do look good together.”

“T-t-the tickets were for c-c-couples… Of course, s-she’d assume that.”

“Then why are you so embarrassed?”

“I… ah… erh…” Hikaru didn’t meet his eyes. “Because you look too cute…”

“Thanks! Now let’s change and enjoy this day to the most!”

Once again, led by the cross-dressing boy, Hikaru said nothing. When they were about to enter the changing room, however, he halted.

“What?”

Hikaru looked between the changing room and Akira. “You’re not gonna use this changing room, are you?”

Akira tilted his head. “Of course. Why?”

“I-I-It’s the boys’ changing room,” he whispered, looking around to see if anyone was hearing.

Akira laughed and waved his hand to dismiss the idea. “Even though I’m dressed like this, I don’t wanna be a girl. It’d be weird if I went to the girls’ room. Now let’s change. I can’t wait to show you my bikini! It’s so cute!”

Once they were inside, Hikaru insisted they used the lockers in the corner. Although they were alone, he changed so fast Akira hadn’t even put his bag inside the locker by the time he finished.

“Why are you in a hurry? Are you that excited to see me in a bikini?” the cross-dressing boy teased with a mischievous smile. “I do look super cute. Hope you don’t fall in love with me.”

Hikaru blushed and widened his eyes. “I-I-I just want to get out of here before anyone comes in…”

“Ah… I thought you’d be excited to see me in my bikini,” Akira said. He grabbed the hem of his sundress and was about to pull when Hikaru grabbed his hand.

“Wait!”

“What?”

“Y-y-y-you can’t change here!”

“I can’t change in the changing room?”

Hikaru looked at anywhere but him. “I mean, with me…”

Akira flashed the mischievous smile again.

“Why? Are you nervous about what I’m wearing underneath? Perhaps wondering about the panties I mentioned before. What a naughty boy you are, Hikaru. But I get it. Most boys are interested in panties. In one way or another.”

That only made Hikaru even redder.

“Don’t be nervous. We’re both boys. You can look all you want.”

Still, with the mischievous smile, Akira grabbed the hem of his sundress once again. While watching his friend’s reaction, he slowly pulled up.

Though he was mortified, Hikaru couldn’t look away. All he did was mumble unintelligible words.

“I’m already wearing the bikini underneath!” Akira announced with a huge grin. Then he laughed.

It took a while for Hikaru to recover, though his face was still red, and he didn’t look directly at his friend. “That was mean…”

“Sorry, sorry. But you were the one who thought I was wearing panties underneath.” Akira stopped laughing and got closer. “Don’t worry. My brand-new panties are in my bag. I’ll put them on when we leave,” he whispered. “And it’s white, by the way. Do you think it suits me?”

Hikaru went an alarming shade of red, getting another laugh from his friend.

“What do you think of my bikini?” Akira asked, twirling around with his arms open.

He still couldn’t look at him directly. But when the cross-dresser came closer with the eager smile, he mumbled, “It’s cute… too cute…”

“Yay!” Akira shouted in joy, almost as if that made him the happiest boy in a bikini in the world. “Now, let’s have fun!”

Hikaru didn’t resist when Akira pulled him by the hand again. All he could do was smile.
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“Hikaru!” Akira shouted when he saw his friend at the school gate. He ran a little so they could walk together. “Yesterday I had so much fun! Did you have fun too?”

Hikaru blushed. “Y-yeah. It was fun…”

“Yay! I’m so happy you had fun too. I was having a blast. And just because I was wearing a bikini, some vendors treated me with a little extra food.” Akira was smiling, but it faded a little. “I wonder if I should feel bad about that. I mean, they did it because they thought I was a girl, but I didn’t mean to trick them…”

“I-I wouldn’t worry about that. They only said you were cute, not anything about being a girl,” Hikaru mumbled.

Those words made Akira’s smile come back in full. “Really? That’s great then! But that wasn’t all. You were so manly yesterday protecting me from those guys flirting with me. You almost seemed like my boyfriend.”

“D-don’t be stupid! Two boys can’t date. They can’t be boyfriends…”

“Of course, they can. As long as they like each other,” Akira said. “But that’s not what I’m saying. What I’m saying is that whoever you date will be lucky to have a boyfriend like you. When my bikini top came off, you looked so cute, blushing and not staring at my chest, even though there’s no trouble to look at another boy’s chest. You’re a true gentleman.”

Hikaru had halted. It took a moment for Akira to realize he wasn’t by his side anymore.

“You,” he mumbled so low the other barely heard.

“Me what?”

Hikaru became a wild shade of red. His shoulders trembled, and he pressed his lips.

“You! I want to be your boyfriend!” he shouted at the top of his lungs.

For the first time in a long while, Akira felt his cheeks burning. He averted his eyes as his stomach fluttered.

“W-w-what do you mean? Me? Your boyfriend?”

“I like you, Akira. I realize that right now. What you said about someone lucky… I can only think of you!” Despite his nervous expression, he came closer. So close Akira had to look into his eyes. He was serious.

Akira had trouble coming up with words. “I… I like you too. You’re my best friend. But I can’t be your girlfriend… Even if I like cross-dressing, I don’t wanna be a girl…”

“I don’t want you to be my girlfriend. I want you to be my boyfriend!”

Akira blushed even more. Then a tiny smile appeared on his lips. “I don’t mind,” he mumbled.

Almost dying of embarrassment, Hikaru walked to his boyfriend’s side and held his hand.

They didn’t realize, but everyone around them was looking. Then they applauded, making both boys even more embarrassed.

Akira didn’t mind, though. He was too happy by his boyfriend’s side.

“But if we marry, I wanna wear a pure white dress,” he teased, making Hikaru redder than him.

Though it was only a joke, they got married ten years later. And Akira was one of the cutest boy brides in the world in his wedding dress.
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My Friend might be gay

“I think I might be gay,” said my friend, Alex, one day out of the blue.

We were playing videogames at his house, and I didn’t bother pausing.

“Cool,” I said. “Help me out here!”

“Are you serious?”

“What?

“That’s all you got to say after I come out to you?” Despite his complaints, he too didn’t pause the game. And he did kill the enemies shooting at me.

“What did you expect? Me freaking out and saying you can’t be gay because you had girlfriends?” I said as more enemies surrounded me.

“Maybe…”

“Sorry, I’m a supportive friend. I don’t care if you’re gay, bi, pan, or whatever. You’re still the same idiot I’ve known since we were kids and that doesn’t change the fact that you’re letting me die here! Shit!”

Alex died a few seconds later but he didn’t seem to care.

“Thanks,” he mumbled, flashing a tiny smile. “I need that kind of support. I’m not sure if I’m gay though. I said, ‘might be.’”

“Are you attracted to guys or something?” I pressed a button when the game over screen appeared so we could play again.

“It’s one guy, and I’m not sure about my feelings…”

“Do I know him?”

“I think so,” he said evasively.

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

“I don’t wanna say.”

“Why not?”

“You might screw things up if you know.”

“I’d never do that.”

“You’re not subtle at all. Remember my first crush? You couldn’t keep cool, grinning whenever we were hanging out together.”

“I don’t remember that,” I lied. When I had trouble sleeping, sometimes I remembered my middle school days and how lame I was. Thanks for that, brain.

“Well, I do.”

“Y-You two got together, so there was no harm. If you’re worried about me screwing things up, it means I know the guy.”

“Maybe…”

“Whatever,” I wanted to get back to the game, but I could tell there was something else bothering Alex. “You need my help?”

“Yeah…”

“If it’s something I can do, you can count on me.” I smiled at him. For my best friend, I would do a lot, just like he had done for me.

“I know, but it might be too much…”

“What is it?”

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

“A kiss!?” I widened my eyes. I wasn’t expecting that. “Ah! I-I get it. It’s to see if you like kissing another guy, right!?”

“I know it’s a lot to ask…” His cheeks became red.

I crossed my arms, thinking hard. We’ve been friends ever since I can remember. Kissing him is something I can do and I wouldn’t lose anything. Besides, I can tell he’s not asking just out of curiosity. He wants to know if he’s gay or not.

“Let’s do it.”

“Are you sure?” Alex seemed surprised. “I’m asking you to kiss me on the lips to see if I like guys or not.”

“Despite my grades, I’m not dumb,” I joked, he laughed, I punched him on the arm. “You’re laughing too much. You’re supposed to deny that, dude.”

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

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

“Thanks. You’re a great friend,” he said, flashing a bashful smile.

Dude, don’t do that! Sometimes I can’t help but think you’re cuter than your sister! If you do smile like that, it’ll make this awkward!

“Wait a sec!” Alex exclaimed and dashed out of the room.

I got back to the game, hoping that would calm me. Or at least anger me enough to dismiss any embarrassment.

He took so long I forgot about the kiss.

“I’m back,” Alex muttered, half opening the door.

“Took long enough,” I complained. Then I realized he was still outside. “What are you doing? Let’s get this over with.”

“Don’t say anything, okay? Just be quiet… Please,” he said in a soft voice.

“What are you talking about?”

Slowly, Alex entered his room.

I widened my eyes as I looked at him. My best friend was dressed as a girl.

He didn’t just put on his sister’s miniskirt. He wore black stockings, long-sleeved cold-shoulder white blouse, and had light makeup that only enhanced his girliness. His short brown hair was tied in twin tails.

Holy shit… He’s cute!

Why are you dressed like that!? You’re just making this ten times more awkward!

You know I’m a simp for twin tails with an absolute zone!

Crap. I need to keep my cool. I need to keep my cool!

If I do something weird, he won’t ask for my help again. He’s my best friend and I’ll do anything for him!

“You’re grossed out,” Alex mumbled, trying to cover his body with his slim arms, his entire face red.

“I’m not! I’m just surprised, that’s all! You’re wearing the stuff I like,” I mumbled the last part, averting my eyes. I can feel my face burning.

“I was trying to make you comfortable about… you know… kissing a guy…”

I mustered all my determination and faced him. “You look cute…”

Though I complimented him, the mood turned awkward.

“Thanks.” Despite his embarrassment, Alex looked happy.

We both stayed in silence for a long time, neither of us taking the initiative.

Damn it! He asked for my help! I need to be a man.

“L-let’s do this,” I said, trying and failing to sound confident. Talk about lame.

Alex said nothing. Still red, he got closer, closed his eyes, and leaned forward.

Dude, you might be dressed like a girl, but you’re a guy too. Just because you might be gay, doesn’t mean you can’t take the initiative.

Wait, what the hell am I thinking?

I shook my head and focused on him.

His lips have this pink and glossy color…

It looks too kissable!

What the hell!? How can a dude look this kissable!?

Argh! I need to stop thinking. It’s just a kiss to help my bro. No biggie. Bros can kiss their bros. No homo.

I closed my eyes and leaned forward. But I was too fast.

Our lips touched. So did our teeth.

Yep, I screwed up. I screwed up a simple kiss.

It’s not like I headbutted his teeth, but still. Talk about lame.

I’m so lame I can’t even kiss my bro properly.

I turned my head before opening my eyes. There’s no way I can look him in the face.

After the silence had gone on for ages, or maybe seconds, I don’t know, I sneaked a glance at him.

Alex had a blank expression and was touching his lips.

“My teeth hurt,” he mumbled, finally looking at me. I wasn’t sure if he was making fun of me or not.

“G-Guess I’m more nervous than I thought,” I laughed awkwardly to hide my embarrassment. Talk about super lame. “Your cuteness caught me off guard.”

“It was worse than my first kiss.”

My pride, or whatever, was hurt. “I-I can do better!”

Alex seemed surprised. Then he flashed a coy smile.

“Thanks for helping me,” he murmured, closing his eyes again.

This time, I leaned closer with more confidence. Even so, I only touched his lips for a second.

“There!” I exclaimed. “H-how was it? Did you like kissing another guy?”

I did my best to not wipe my mouth. I could feel his glossy, pink lipstick on my lips.

He touched his lips with the poker face again. “It was fast.”

“That’s not what I asked,” I complained. Dude, I’m embarrassed enough.

“It was so fast I can’t tell if I liked it or not. Could you kiss me for at least ten seconds?”

“Fine.” I kissed him again.

Alex was so surprised he didn’t even close his eyes this time. Despite that, he reacted and kissed me back.

It was longer than before, but it lasted less than ten seconds.

“How was it?”

“Good, but still fast.”

I looked him in the eyes. Then, without a word, I kissed him again, making sure it lasted the ten seconds he wanted.

“How about now?”

“Better… much better…”

“Hell yeah!” I exclaimed full of confidence.

“Can you do it again?”

“W-why?”

“Please,” Alex asked, blushing and looking me in the eyes.

Embarrassed but with my confidence growing, I kissed him again.

“Again,” he asked when our lips parted.

I obeyed, kissing him.

“Again.”

I listened to him.

“Again…”

Before I realized, we were making out. Then, without even thinking, I lead him to his bed, undressing his girl’s clothes.


♂x♂

Crap, crap, crap!

How did this happen?

I know we were taken by the moment, but this shouldn’t have happened!

We were just kissing because my bro wanted to see if he was gay or not and then… and then…

Holy crap!

How did we go from kissing to sex!?

We’re both adults and all, but he’s my friend. My best friend! He wanted my help but I don’t think he meant sex!

That’s a huge leap!

Wait. Doesn’t that prove he likes guys? He seemed to like what we did…

Argh! That’s not the point!

While all that went through my head, Alex slept peacefully by my side.

Once I calmed down a little, I glanced at him. His hair and makeup were a mess after what we did. Despite that, and being naked, he still looked cute and girly!

How can a guy look so cute? Something like this should only exist in fiction, damn it!

Why didn’t I notice this until now?

I knew Alex was girly since he can switch places with his twin sister, but still… He looks like her. Or the other way around. I don’t know who was born first. They both claim to be the older sibling every time that subject comes up.

Wait, why am I thinking that? It doesn’t help me at all now!

Alex grunted and winced.

I grew still. I don’t wanna wake him. Not when I’m freaking out like this.

A second later, I knew it was useless.

He yawned and smacked his lips. When he opened his eyes and looked at me, he was surprised. Then he flashed a bashful and sleepy smile.

Oh, god! He’s cute! Too cute! Even with the drool on the corner of his mouth!

I might fall for him!

Wait a second…

Alex said he likes a guy I know. Could it be me?

I’ve read stories about clueless protagonists who don’t notice when someone likes them…

Could it be that?

I wouldn’t mind…

“Morning,” Alex said in a drowsy voice.

“M-morning,” I stuttered. How lame can I be? “H-how are you?”

“Wonderful,” he beamed. “My butt hurts a bit though.”

“S-sorry,” I looked away embarrassed. I never thought I’d have gay sex, but I didn’t mean to hurt him. It was great for me, so I wanted it to be the same for him.

“Why are you apologizing? For our first time, it was amazing,” he said, smiling. “I read somewhere you might be sore if you’re not used to anal sex.”

“I see,” was all I said.

I have no idea how to react to that. He said it was good. That means I did a good job, right? Alex chuckled again.

“W-What?”

“You thought I didn’t enjoy sex with you, right?”

I blushed and averted my eyes. “Maybe…”

“My legs are still weak, if you know what I mean,” Alex whispered with a mischievous smile. “I’m surprised gay sex with you was so good considering you bumped teeth with me before.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Couldn’t you word it better?”

“You seemed confused so I had to dumb it down to your level.”

“Are you calling me dumb?”

He grinned. “Hey, you got one right.”

“Shut up,” I mumbled, fighting back my smile. God, he looks so cute!

We looked at each other and then laughed at the same time.

“I know we didn’t plan this, but… you know…”

“What?” he asked with an innocent expression.

I knew it was fake. Bastard. You just want me to say, don’t you?

“D-Did having… sex with me help you find out if you like guys?”

Alex hummed, thinking. “I liked kissing you and sex was great. My first time with a girl wasn’t anywhere like this,” he said without any embarrassment. It was as if he was having a normal conversation.

“I-I see… Glad I could be of help, I guess…”

“Thanks to you, I’m sure I’m gay. Or at least I liked being bottom since I wanna do this with the guy I like.”

I gulped. I-Is he talking about me?

Am I the guy?

I wouldn’t mind dating him…

But it’s gonna ruin our friendship if I say something and I’m not the guy.

That’s the last thing I want.

“A-are you gonna confess? To the guy you like, I mean?” I asked, hoping I sounded casual.

“Not now. I doubt he’d like if I came up to him and confessed out of the blue when we barely know each other. And I don’t know if he’s gay too.”

“You’re right…”

I kept my cool, but I felt as if a knife stabbed my heart. If they barely know each other, it means I’m not the guy Alex likes…

“Thanks for helping me figure this out. I know it was a lot, but you were the only one I could ask. You’re my best friend!” he exclaimed with a huge smile at me.

That was cute, but those words hurt and I had to force a smile back.

“Any time…”

His smile became slightly stiff as he scratched his cheek. “Can I ask you another favor?”

“What?”

“Could you carry me?”

“W-Why?”

“I told you my legs were weak. I was trying to move, but they’re not obeying me. Since this is technically your fault, you should take responsibility,” he joked.

My heart pounded faster. “S-sure.”

I got out of bed, put a hand on his back and the other under his legs, lifting him. Since he’s light, I can carry him without much effort.

Oh, Crap. I didn’t think this through. This is the bridal carry. He’s like my princess right now.

After everything, and with both of us naked, this only made things more awkward.

Alex noticed, chuckled, and wrapped his arms around my neck, swaying his legs slightly. He turned to me with a bright smile.

“W-what?”

“I never thought I’d be carried like a princess. Being carried like this feels nice. Even if I wasn’t gay, I’d love it.”

I blushed. And that wasn’t the only reaction I had. My friend down there also reacted. I can’t help it. Alex is too cute.

He felt it. Of course he would. We’re both naked and my friend is poking his butt.

He looked surprised. Then he flashed a sly and sexy smile.

“Since your friend is up, I don’t mind gay sex again. Let’s see if our second time is better.”

“W-what about the guy you like?” Those words made my throat dry. I had to force them out of me.

“I like him, but if you want, I won’t say no. Let’s say this is my way of thanking you for the help.”

I couldn’t control myself. I kissed Alex as I put him on the bed again.

Now that we had done it before, neither of us was nervous, and it was much better. We ended up having sex more than once.
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I was playing a game, but I just couldn’t get into it. No matter how many goals I scored or suffered, I felt nothing.

The reason was obvious to me; I couldn’t stop thinking about Alex and his date today.

It’s been a couple weeks since we had sex. I thought things would be awkward between us, that it’d be impossible for us to be in the same room after that. I even dreaded our friendship wouldn’t be the same anymore.

That was what I was thinking. I believed he was the same, but he came to my house the next day as if nothing happened.

I was weirded out at first, and you can guess why. I couldn’t stop remembering what we had done, how great it was, and how I wanted to do it again. Guess I was the only one.

I didn’t say anything, of course, but Alex realized I was overthinking and brushed the matter off as if nothing. Then we played games and watched TV like always.

We didn’t talk about it anymore and after a few days like that, things were back to normal.

Or so it seemed.

I was trying my best, but I couldn’t stop looking at Alex with lewd eyes.

Even when I was by myself, I couldn’t help but imagine him naked and us having sex again. But that wasn’t all. I imagined us kissing, me embracing him, feeling his warmth. I dreamed of us dating.

He said I helped him confirm he was gay, but I realized I like him in the process. Not just as friends. As lovers. I want him to be my boyfriend. I wanna be his boyfriend.

Despite my feelings, I didn’t confess. There’s no way I could.

I might have fallen for him but he still likes this other dude that I have no idea who he is. Asking the guy I love about his crush would kill me.

So I listened when he talked how he was getting along with his crush for weeks. I couldn’t tell him to shut up. Not when he looked so happy. He hadn’t confessed to him yet, but I knew he’d do it soon.

Alex’s date is actually a group date with his crush. My heart pounded faster when he sent me a pic of his outfit.

He was wearing one of the cutest clothes I’ve ever seen. Or maybe it’s plain and he’s just too cute. I can’t trust my eyes anymore. I catch myself thinking he’s cute even in his normal clothes all the time now.

It’s not like he became a cross-dresser. He wants to make his crush aware that he was cute. With the help of one of his girl-friends, Alex planned to go to the group date dressed like that and say he had lost a bet.

Or something like that. I wasn’t listening. That hurt me.

Alex said he doesn’t plan to confess today. This date was only to make his crush aware of his cuteness and maybe see him as boyfriend potential.

That’s why I can’t focus. My mind keeps thinking about how some lucky bastard is getting along with him right now.

Damn it. Why couldn’t it be me? Why couldn’t it be me on a date with him?

Why did I only fall for Alex after we had sex? I didn’t feel like this when I lost my virginity to my ex-girlfriend.

Damn it…

I tossed the controller aside and stared at the ceiling. I held back my tears, waiting for time to pass as I relived the moments when we had sex.

I got hard, but I didn’t want to masturbate. I’m not in the mood to do that.

I want him…

I want to hold him…

I want to make him happy…
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I woke when my phone rang. Groggy, I answered in a hoarse voice without even checking who was calling. “Hello?”

“Are you home?”

Even sleepy, I recognized Alex’s voice. “Yeah.”

“Open the door,” he said and hung up.

Confused, I rushed to the front door. Standing on the other side, was my best friend, the guy I fell in love with.

Instead of his bright smile that lit the room and made my heart skip a beat—yeah, I know that’s gay. I am, so shut up. You’d be gay too if you had a cute and girly friend like him—he was looking at the ground. At once I knew something bad had happened.

“What’s wrong? Did something happen during your d-date?” I asked, feeling a stab in my heart.

“Can I come in?” he muttered, still looking at the ground.

“Y-yeah.” I stepped aside to let him in.

That was the second sign something was wrong. I don’t ever remember him asking to come in. Even with my parents around, he simply entered, just like I do in his house. That’s the level of our friendship.

He went to my room and I ran to the kitchen to get a glass of water for him. It’s faint, but he smells like alcohol.

Alex was sitting on my bed and drank the water in one gulp. When he finished, he grew silent. I didn’t say anything either.

“You’re not gonna ask how the date went?” he said after a while. He still didn’t look at me. His eyes were fixed at the empty glass, rubbing it with his thumbs.

“No.”

“You’re not curious?”

“I’m dying to know.” More than you can imagine. More than I can say. “I might be dumb, but I can tell something’s wrong, so I won’t force you tonight. If you wanna tell me, you know I’m here.”

Alex grew quiet for a while. Then he opened his mouth again. “He dumped me.”

His voice was so low I almost didn’t hear.

“I’m sorry…”

It was all I could say. And I meant it. I’m not happy.

The guy I liked got rejected by his crush, which means I still have a chance. That should make me happy. But how can I be happy when he looks so miserable? I’d have to be a horrible person to celebrate.

Without no idea of what to do or say, I simply hugged him.

Alex hugged me back, clutching my clothes as if his life depended on it.

“Everything was going great. At the club, we were even dancing as if we were a couple. He knew I was a guy, but said I was cute and didn’t mind,” Alex said, almost crying. “After a couple of drinks, I ended up blurting out that I liked him. He didn’t look disgusted, but I could tell he was weirded out. Then he said he wasn’t like that and rejected me.”

“I see…”

“I couldn’t stay after that. I said goodbye and left, but I couldn’t go home. My mom has no idea I’m gay and cross-dressing, so this was the only place…”

“You know you can come here any time.”

“Thanks.”

When I relaxed a little, he wrapped his arms tighter around me. I did the same, making sure he knew he was safe with me.

I have no idea for how long we hugged, but after a while, Alex finally let go of me.

“Let’s have sex,” he said, kissing me.

Out of reflex, I kissed him back. Bliss coursed through me. Kissing him again made me happier than I dreamed.

Even so, I stopped. I don’t want to take advantage of him. Not while he was like this.

“A-are you sure? You just got rejected…”

“Please, fuck me. I wanna feel something. Something good,” he begged. “I want you to make me forget about tonight. Please make me feel good.”

Alex looked me in the eyes for the first time. He seemed desperate.

There’s no way I can resist him.

I kissed him and undressed him, making love to the guy I fell in love with.
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When I woke, I watched Alex’s sleeping face. He seemed much better than yesterday. Instead of that desolated expression, he looks peaceful and happy.

At least I think, since he’s smiling now.

God, he’s so cute. I know I’m gay and all, but how can a guy be so cute? Anyone would fall for him no matter if they’re gay or straight.

As I watched the guy I fell in love with sleeping, I put a lock of his hair behind his ear just so I could see more of his face.

He breathed in and out so peacefully he doesn’t even seem the same guy who bit my pillow to muffle his moans yesterday. I had no idea he moaned like that. I don’t remember him doing that the first time we slept together.

When he was all sweaty and panting, he looked so erotic. Since when did Alex have those kinds of expressions? I never knew that nor his peaceful face either!

I’m so glad we had sex.

I’m not saying it just because I fell for him. Thanks to that, I got to know another side of him. I had no idea there was something about him I didn’t know.

We all hide something from those close to us. Even I have a thing or two I never told him. But as best friends for ages, I never dreamed there was so much I didn’t know about him.

Guess I’m dumb like he says. I bet there’s a lot more I don’t know. I don’t know how he is during a date. I don’t know what type of boyfriend he is. We had double dates a few times, so I know he worries if his partner is enjoying themselves. But I have no idea how he is with them when there are no people around.

Is he one of those guys who’s romantic all the time? Or maybe he’s the type who’s cute on the outside, but a wolf on the inside. He was wild last night. I couldn’t even believe. It was nothing like our first time.

If… If I could be his boyfriend, I’d know those stuff. I’d shower him with love every day.

Just imagining us waking up every day like this…

As I thought of us as boyfriends, I couldn’t stop myself. I closed my eyes and leaned closer to kiss him.

I only wanted to touch his lips, even if for a second. But before I could stop, he kissed me back.

I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to. Kissing him felt so good.

After what felt like an eternity in heaven, I opened my eyes. Alex was looking back at me with a half surprised, half blissful expression.

“Ah… eh… hey,” I mumbled, blushing. Despite my embarrassment, I didn’t look away. I didn’t want to.

“That’s a great way to wake a boy,” he said with a dreamy smile.

“H-How are you feeling?”

“Much better. All thanks to you.”

“Glad I helped, I guess,” I said, letting out an awkward laugh. I’m not used to receiving compliments in bed. Not real ones, at least. My ex-girlfriend sucked at lying. “Thanks for the boost in confidence.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you. You really helped me. And you’re getting better. My legs are way weaker.”

I felt embarrassed and proud at the same time.

“I don’t know why you’re blushing. It’s not like this is our first gay time,” Alex said, grinning at my reaction.

“I-I know, but still…”

“Don’t tell me you’re embarrassed about gay sex now. Remember it’s my ass that’s getting dicked. I’m the only one being gay here.”

“I don’t think it works like that. It takes two to have sex…”

“Don’t think like that. Let’s say you’re… hm… A helpful and supportive straight guy!” he beamed when he thought of that.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “What straight guy would have sex with his male friend so many times?”

“That’s where the supportive part comes in. You’re so sure of your heterosexuality you’d sleep with a guy just to help him. You’re a real supportive chad!”

I laughed again. Not only because of his idiotic smile, but because of this conversation too. I never imagined I’d go through something like this in my life.

I’m so happy I fell for him.

“I don’t know if you’re using that term right. Besides, don’t you think I might be gay after sleeping with you? Or bi, pan, or anything else other than straight?”

Alex thought for a moment. “Nah. You’re too straight to be gay. I bet even if we kept having sex like this, you’d still be straight. Maybe even more.”

“What are you talking about?”

“That’s a great idea!” he exclaimed, his face shining as if he just had the best idea in the world. “Yeah! Whenever one of us is feeling down, we can have sex! How about it? Don’t worry. I’ll be bottom every time. Actually, I wanna be. It felt amazing when you were inside me. You have no idea how. And we can try other things while making sure you’re still straight. Like, I wanna get better at BJ. Yes, let’s do this!”

I looked at him with a blank expression. I have no idea how to react. Then I chuckled. “You can’t be real.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” he beamed.

I couldn’t help but smile at such sight.

It’s my dream to see him like this for the rest of my life.

I leaned closer for another kiss, but this time, it was long. Hope I can transmit some of my feelings through it.

Though surprised, Alex kissed me back, grinning when our lips parted. “I take it that’s a yes?”

My heart was torn. Just thinking that I could kiss and make love to him made me the happiest guy in the world. But it’d only be as friends, and that felt like a punch in my gut.

“How about if we became more than that?” the words escaped my mouth.

Alex had a puzzled expression. “More than sex friends? Like what? Sex best friends? Sex best friends forever?”

“That’s not what I mean…”

“Then sex friends fetish’s testers?”

“What the hell is that?”

“What it sounds like. We’d have sex and try other fetishes. I know you have a bunch.”

“I’m offended by that,” I joked, laughing.

“Are you telling me you don’t have fetishes?” Alex raised an eyebrow at me, smirking.

“I have nothing to say.”

“You know I’ve seen your PC, right? I know you love cheerleaders’ outfits. And also putting toys in girls.”

“How do you know that!?”

“I’m not a girl, but I wanna try those toys. Your dick is the only thing that’s gone in my butt so far. Even though I can take something that size, let’s start small. Maybe a plug or a rotor. You’ll have the remote of course.”

I blushed at the idea. I couldn’t help but picture it and got hard. That made him grin.

“You’re imagining it, right? Putting those things in my butt. You’re so naughty,” Alex whispered in a seductive voice, his expression matching his tone. “I think it’ll be fun. Me wearing a cheerleader outfit, with cute panties, a plug up there, and with you ready to plow me.”

“Dude, shut up!” I exclaimed.

My friend down there was growing a lot because I was imagining all of it.

Alex lifted the sheets and saw it armed and ready. “I see I caught your interest.”

I kept quiet. There was nothing I could say.

He pushed me and climbed on top.

“Let’s try cow girly-boy position,” he said, sitting on my member.
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We were both glistening with sweat and panting heavily when we finished. Despite his size, Alex has a lot of energy. I barely managed to hold while he moved up and down. But I did it and it was the best sex ever.

“We can do stuff like this all the time if we become sex best friends fetishes explorers,” he said. His grin was somehow both sly and wholesome at the same time.

“Wasn’t testers?”

“It’s a working title.”

My heart pounded faster. It wasn’t because of the sex. It was because of that smile. Because of him.

I love him.

“I want more than that. I wanna be your boyfriend,” I poured the feelings that I have been harboring inside me for weeks.

“What?”

“I know I shouldn’t say this. Confessing to you right after you got dumped is a scum move, but I can’t help it. After the first time we had sex, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I fell in love with you.”

“You fell for me?” Alex had a confused expression as he couldn’t understand what I was saying. “I… I…”

Before he could say anything, my mom entered my bedroom.

“Son, have you seen my charger—!”

She stopped talking when she caught us. Naked. In bed.
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Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God!

This is the worst thing that could’ve happened in the world! This is the worst timing in the world!

I can’t believe my mom caught us in bed just after I confessed my feelings for my childhood friend!

Getting caught after having sex is embarrassing. Getting caught after having gay sex is probably worse. And I can’t explain the situation to her!

If we were a proper gay couple, that would be one thing. We could come out of the closet and that was it. I know she’ll be fine with that.

But it’s not like we’re boyfriends!

Oh, God!

I turned to Alex. He was so shocked he didn’t seem to know how to react. But unlike me, he was more awkward than embarrassed slash freaking out.

“What should we do?”

“Hell if I know!”

“What if we tell her it’s not what it looks like?”

“That would work if she was blind!” I exclaimed.

Damn it. I don’t wanna yell at him. It’s not his fault. We both did this. I’m just freaking out.

“Don’t worry. Your mom’s cool. She’ll understand.”

“I know she would. If we could explain the situation.”

“Maybe we can say we spilled booze on our clothes and were too drunk to change, so we just slept on the same bed naked. We don’t need to say we did anything gay.”

“That would work if she was one of those gullible cartoon moms! And when you come out to your mom, she’ll know what we were doing,” I said, letting out an exasperated sigh. “What are we gonna do?”

“I can take the blame. It’s my fault we had sex anyway. I can say you helped figure out that I’m gay and you’re not. The last thing I want is to make things awkward with your parents—” I flicked him on the forehead before he finished. “Ouch! That hurts!”

“Good!”

“Why did you do that?” he complained, massaging his forehead.

There was already a big and red mark on it. I didn’t hold back.

“Because you were saying stupid shit and I wanted to shut you up.”

“Where and when did I say something stupid? I usually say smart things, unlike you.”

“You’re not as smart as you think you are. You say you don’t wanna make things awkward between me and my parents but you’re forgetting I just confessed to you! That means I’m gay too. Or bi, or whatever!”

“That was true?” Alex looked me in the eyes. “I thought you got caught up in the moment after we had sex…”

“It’s true. It’s all true. I realized I’m in love with you and that I’m not straight. There’s no turning back now!”

He grew quiet, blushing so hard the red mark on his forehead vanished. “You fell for me?”

“I said it, didn’t I? I love you, you idiot!” I exclaimed to hide my embarrassment but I knew I had failed miserably.

Shit. I can’t even act cool in front of the guy I like? Can’t I be one of those cool and confident gay guys for one second?

We both grew quiet, not sure what to say.

“Let’s talk to your mom. She must be freaking out right now,” Alex said after a long time.

Neither of us said anything as we got dressed.

Ah, crap. I forgot he was cross-dressing before coming here last night.

When Mom sees him in a skirt, it’ll only make things more awkward. But the only other option was my clothes, which are too big for him.

That would make it seem as if he was wearing the boyfriend shirt after sex.

The idea made me happy and embarrassed.

Almost as if we were facing the last boss, we went to the kitchen. Even though it was morning, mom had a glass of wine.

I can only see her back now, but I can tell she’s not mad. I think she’s more shocked by what she saw.

I can’t blame her. I never showed any hint of being gay. Neither of us, actually. Then she catches us naked in bed like that. It’s a big deal.

At least I know she’ll accept us.

I mean, I know she’ll accept a gay son. I don’t know if there’s an ‘us’ to accept…

“H-hey, Mom,” I mumbled, approaching her slowly.

She turned around, looking at me first. Then she saw Alex cross-dressing. Even without makeup and his hair a mess, he looks cuter than most girls.

She drank the rest of her glass and poured more wine for herself.

“Does this have anything to do with… with what I… with you two?” she managed to ask after drinking half in one gulp.

“Yes,” Alex answered before I could open my mouth. “A few friends were making fun of him for not having a girl, so he paid me to cross-dress and pretend to be his girlfriend for a night. We got a little drunk and ended up like that.”

“What?” Mom widened her eyes.

“What!?” I did the same.

Mom looked at me and then back at him. “Is this true?”

“No,” Alex said, lowering his head. “The truth is that we made this stupid bet and I lost. He wanted to humiliate me and made me dress like a girl. Then one thing led to another…”

“I can’t believe this,” she said, finishing her wine. “I knew he had trouble with girls, but to do something like this…”

“Why are you believing in him so fast? Don’t you have any faith in me?”

“It’s not hard imagining you doing something like this,” she said, letting out a weak chuckle. “I take it it’s not true?”

“Actually…”

Alex sat on the chair next to her and told her everything. About him wondering if he was gay and falling for a guy. About dressing as a girl to get closer to him, about confessing and getting rejected. He didn’t say we had sex before, making it seem as if last night was the first time we did it.

When he ended, he cried, and he wasn’t pretending.

“Sweety…” Mom hugged and patted him on the back. “It’s okay. Everything will be fine.”

Alex said nothing, hugging her back.

“So you like boys, huh?” she said after he stopped crying.

“Yeah…”

“Your Mom’s gonna freak out.”

“Yeah…”

“Don’t worry. I know she’s a bit conservative, but I know her. She’ll accept you.”

“You think?”

“Yeah. Trust me. I’ve known her for longer than you,” she said, laughing. “It might take a while, but remember she loves you.”

“Thanks, auntie…”

“Hey…” I said to break the mood on purpose. It was annoying me. “I’m not trying to steal his spotlight or anything, but I also came out of the closet.”

“So?”

“Don’t you have anything to say to me? I am your son,” I reminded her.

“Oh, please. You know I love you and that I support you.”

“Then why were you drinking? It’s not even 7 am!”

“Don’t you think it’s shocking finding your son naked with a boy you’ve known your whole life? It’s like a bomb before breakfast.”

I wanted to retort, but she had a point. “Fair enough…”

“Speaking about that, are you two…”

My heart throbbed painfully.

I grew quiet and glanced at Alex through the corner of my eyes. He wasn’t looking in my direction, but I could tell he was paying attention to me.

“I don’t know,” he mumbled. His words felt like a punch in my guts. “But I think we might… work together… At least I wanna try…”

“I want that too!” I exclaimed, surprising even Mom. When she looked at me, I blushed but I didn’t look away. I can’t back down now. I’m a man, damn it!

Alex said nothing. All he did was reach out and hold my hand. His face was an alarming shade of red and I knew he was trying to hide it from me.

My face was blushing as much as his. When he squeezed my fingers, my heart burst with joy and I wanted to scream.

I did my best to suppress it. I couldn’t, no, I didn’t want to gay up in front of Mom so fast.

That made no difference. She saw through me and smiled. “I always thought you two looked cute together.”

“Liar,” I muttered to hide my embarrassment.

“I’m not lying! You two were together all the time when you were kids. I remember you used to protect Alex when the other kids bullied him for not being boyish enough.”

“I did?” I blushed even more as I looked at my friend. No. At my boyfriend.

It was getting harder and harder to not gay up.

“Yes,” she said. “I used to say you were his knight.”

Something stirred at the back of my mind. I think I remember something like that happening back then.

That only made me more embarrassed. But at the same time, I was so happy I thought I could die of joy.

When I finally looked at Alex, I saw his smile, and I knew I was the happiest guy on earth.

Mom noticed and hugged us both at the same time. Then she kissed us on the cheek many times.

“You two can count on me. If you want, I’ll be with you when you tell your mom.”

“Thanks, auntie.”

“Call me Mom now!”


♂x♂

Alex and I are officially a couple now. I couldn’t be happier.

Despite that, it’s not like our lives changed a lot. We’re not having fun and lovey-dovey gay sex every day yet. Mom asked us to restrain ourselves until we told my friend’s, I mean, my boyfriend’s mom about us.

I’m still not used to calling Alex that, but every time I do, I can’t stop smiling and giggling. Gay, I know. Shut up.

I get why Mom asked us that. We’re both adults, but I live under her roof. She doesn’t want us sneaking behind her best friend’s back.

We could ignore her and do stuff while she’s not around, but she’s been so awesome with all this neither of us wanna do that. We’re doing our best to postpone our new dating life until we’re both out of the closet.

The most we’ve been doing is kissing. That was enough to make me happy but doing only that is hard. For both of us.

It’s not like we’re not doing anything though. We’re not having sex, but we found new ways to enjoy stuff we already did. Watching a movie while snuggling under a blanket is amazing. Playing videogames with him sitting on my lap too. Hell, I like just to watch him play. Alex’s too damn cute.

I wanted to tell my new mother-in-law right away, but it’s not so easy. My friend, I mean, boyfriend had planned to tell her, but that was way later in the future, after everything had worked out with his first gay crush. Now that we’re dating, he’s gonna speed up the process so we can be together openly.

But that doesn’t make things any easier. In fact, it’s the opposite. Alex’s original plan was to soften the blow little by little. Now it’s gonna be in one gay punch…

I wonder how I’d feel if one day someone close to me came out suddenly.

Wait. That’s what my friend, I mean, my boyfriend did to me. But we’ve known each other for two decades. I’d support him no matter who he likes. But his mom…

I think his mom is the same… I hope she is…

Best friends and sons are different. Unlike me, she must’ve lots of expectations about his future. Like marriage and having kids…

We can still do those things. Actually, I hope we do. I won’t lie; I think about those things from time to time.

But I doubted she imagined him getting married to another guy. Having those expectations destroyed out of the blue can be shocking.

I just hope it’s not enough to make her forget that she loves him. She’s a bit too conservative. I doubt she’d kick him out of home because of this… I hope…

Ah, crap, I’m getting nervous. I want us to date properly and do boyfriend stuff, but I don’t want him rushing his coming out. This is a big deal to him. To us.

The problem is that college will start soon. We don’t wanna hide our relationship… We both know we won’t be able to not act like a couple all the time.

Our friends are gonna be surprised when they hear the news…

Suddenly, my phone rang. When I saw it was my friend, I mean, my boyfriend—I added a few hearts to his name. 1000% Gay, I know. Shut up, I am gay—I smiled and picked up at once.

“Hey.”

“Hey,” Alex said back. “Why are you smiling?”

“Because I’m talking to you. And how do you know?”

“I’m smiling too, so I thought you might be doing the same.”

“And why are you smiling?”

“Because I’m talking to you.”

I blushed and smiled even more. “That’s so gay, dude.”

“Since we’ve done way gayer stuff, it’s a good thing we are. Now we can say things like this without worrying about sounding gay. That’s cool.”

“We’re dating now and all you have to say is that we can say gay things?”

“Of course. You already poked my butt with your dick. That’s normal. And fun. Can’t wait to do that again.” I blushed and grinned a bit more. He’s an idiot. My idiot. “Are you blushing right now?”

“How do you know? Do you have supernatural powers I don’t know about?”

“You figured it out. I can make my boyfriend blush and hard at the same time with just a few words.”

Even without seeing, I knew he had that sly smile that made my heart pound faster. I fell for him so hard I can’t believe.

I wanna be by his side. I don’t care if we don’t do any lovey-dovey stuff. I just want to hold him. To feel his warmth. To hear his heart, his breathing.

“Sorry, but I don’t have a boner,” I said, laughing.

“You mean you don’t have one yet.”

“Why are you teasing me when we promised my Mom we wouldn’t do anything until you came out?” I complained. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to control myself around you?”

“Yeah. I feel the same,” Alex said in a soft voice. “The reason I’m doing this is because I’m about to tell Mom. Teasing you is like fuel for me.”

“Does that mean you’ll tease me even more from now on?”

“Yes. All the time.”

“I can’t wait.” And I meant it. The idea of Alex teasing me makes me happy. Guess I have a bit of M when it comes to him. But then my joy vanished and I became serious. “So you’re coming out tonight.”

“Yeah. I wanna tell her so we can date properly. Dad has the night off, so he’s here too. He’ll be my ally and help me smooth things over with her.”

“Are you sure?”

“Coming out is like a band-aid. Better rip at once. Besides…”

“What?”

“I wanna have sex with you again soon. After experimenting your dick, I can’t pleasure myself any other way. My dildo isn’t enough,” Alex said in a voice that was both lewd and shy at the same time.

My face beamed and burned with embarrassment as I pictured him using a toy. I can’t believe he really bought one.

“I want the same,” I mumbled my honest feelings. Then my curiosity grew. “Since when you got a… you know… that thing?”

“Dude, we’re gay now. You can say dildo without getting embarrassed. Actually, even if we weren’t, there’s no reason to get embarrassed. It’s just a dick-shaped toy,” he said, laughing. “Hey, I just had an idea. You should have a go with it. That would be hot.”

“What!?” I exclaimed, laughing.

“Don’t play dumb with me. Do you want to try using my dildo one time?” Alex asked slowly, pronouncing every word so I couldn’t say I didn’t understand.

“Eh…”

I have no idea what to say. He said he wanted to be bottom all the time, but I don’t mind switching if he wants. The idea of putting something fake in my ass doesn’t seem fun though. But if he’s the one doing it…

“Maybe…”

“That’s a weak maybe. Lame. I can’t believe my boyfriend can’t be bottom once in a while.”

“I told you I don’t mind switching if you want. If you’re the one putting the dildo in me, I wouldn’t mind…” There was a moment of silence and then we both laughed. “What the hell are we talking about?”

“I have no idea. But I’m glad. Even if we’re dating, we can have idiotic conversations like this. It’s not like we’re just boyfriends. We’re still friends.”

“You thought it’d change?”

“Maybe.”

“What did you expect?”

“I don’t know. Maybe you being romantic and lovey-dovey with me all the time. Showering me with kisses. Giving me surprise hugs and lifting me around.”

“I’ll do those things. You’ll see. I’ll be an awesome boyfriend.”

“I’ll hold you to those words,” Alex said, chuckling. Then he took a deep breath and let out slowly. “But that’s only after I tell my mom.”

“Are you sure you don’t want me there with you?”

“Yeah. Don’t worry. I might go to your house after everything.”

“Okay. I’ll be waiting for you. Hope everything goes well.”

“Thanks.”

We didn’t have anything more to say to each other. Even so, neither of us wanted to hang up.

I think we went for a full minute just saying goodbye to each other, only ending the call when his parents came home.

Nothing I did could distract me. I only watched the black screen of my phone, wondering how long it would be until my boyfriend called me again. Hopefully with good news.


♂x♂

I was sleeping but someone woke me in the best way possible; with a kiss. Even groggy, I recognized those lips, that kiss, and reciprocated. When we stopped, I opened my eyes and saw my boyfriend.

“Hey,” I said, smiling and holding his hand.

“Hey…”

“How did it go?”

Alex closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and let it out slowly. He made me sit, curled on my lap, and leaned against me. At once I knew he wanted me to hug him, so I did.

“There was crying. A lot of crying. Mom had a lot of trouble accepting. She asked me if I was sure, if I wasn’t confused by something I had read on the internet, if I could try not being gay.”

“As we expected.”

“Yeah,” Alex said, holding my hands and snuggling closer to me. “She cried some more, but with Dad’s help, she looked as if she could accept she has a gay son. Auntie showed up too.”

“Mom did?”

“Yeah. She brought a lot of booze. Before I left, I heard them laughing. You know what that means, don’t you?” my boyfriend asked, turning his head.

Though I was happy everything went well, I was still half-sleeping. My mind wasn’t working yet and I gave up. “What?”

“This.” With a grin, Alex kissed me again, but more passionately now.

I became wide awake. I hugged him closer and I kissed him back.

He pushed me away, opened his backpack, and pulled it out. “I brought this.”

I widened my eyes, staring at the dildo. It wasn’t big, but it was still larger than anything I had inserted up my butt, which was nothing.

“I… eh…”

“I’m kidding.” Alex laughed, put it back in his backpack, and pulled out a bottle of lotion. “Dating you is gonna be so fun.”

Laughing, I kissed him and prepared to use the lotion on him.

This would be our first time—the first of many—we would have sex as official boyfriends.

It was much better than the previous time. I never thought I could feel this happy.


♂x♂

“I still can’t believe you decided to wear that,” I said to my boyfriend.

Sorry, not my boyfriend. Not anymore. Alex is my husband-to-be now.

Yes, that’s right. We’re engaged. In less than half an hour, we’ll get married.

If I thought I was happy when we became boyfriends, I’m in heaven right now.

I dreamed of this ever since I realized I fell in love with my best friend.

There’s only one thing to complain about; unlike the image I had in my head, he’s not wearing a suit. Instead, my fiancé is wearing a wedding dress.

Yes, he decided to get married while cross-dressing.

“Is that your way of saying I don’t look cute?” Alex asked, twirling around. The hem of his pure white dress trailed after him.

With the short dress, the flowers, his hair braided, and his makeup, he looked like a fairy. No, more like a Goddess. Wait, he’d be a God in this case.

That sounds a bit off too. It’s more like a guy-Goddess. My gay guy-Goddess that I’ll marry soon.

“You look perfect. You always have,” I said, blushing and smiling. Even after all these years, I’m still embarrassed when he cross-dresses like this.

“Then why are you complaining about my cute dress?”

“I’m not complaining. It’s just that whenever I imagined us getting married, we’d be wearing matching suits,” I mumbled, aware he’d make fun of me. Actually, I was kind of expecting it. I love when he does it.

“Matching suits? That’s so gay,” Alex said, flashing a sly smile as he poked me on the cheek. “Dude, you’re so gay you might be one of the gayest guys in the gay side of the force.”

“I know that. And I’m proud,” I said grinning. “But hearing that from a guy who’s dressed like a girl and about to marry another guy is more than strange.”

“This dress has nothing to do with me being gay.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. This wedding dress is because Mom was insinuating she wanted to see one of her kids getting married in a traditional way soon.”

“Of course. There’s nothing more traditional than two guys getting married with one of them in a dress. A traditional and completely normal wedding.”

My future husband laughed.

God, his laugh is wonderful.

“I know what you mean. And I have nothing to say. But she insinuated so much, and since I looked cute in this, I caved in. Besides, you love when I dress like a girl. You always go crazy. And when I cosplay a character you like…” Alex flashed a sly smile. “I couldn’t walk for hours after I cosplayed Elli from The Cutest Demon King. You were so wild.”

He had a huge smile as he remembered.

I became an alarming shade of red. I remember that too. I was overtaken by something when I saw him with those tight short shorts.

“I can’t deny… But that’s when we’re alone. You rarely cross-dress in front of others.”

“You wanna keep my girly cuteness all to yourself? Aren’t you being too possessive?”

“Yes,” I said, trying to suppress a smile. God, he’s too cute.

“So cute. You have the same face as when I proposed to you.”

“I still can’t believe you beat me to the punch,” I grunted.

A year ago, I was planning to propose. I had a ring and a whole special scenario ready. It was going to be so romantic.

Then, a week before our anniversary, when I was planning to do it, Alex proposed.

Of course I said yes, but when I said I was planning to propose too, I looked lame. I didn’t have my ring at the time and it seemed as if I said that out of the blue.

“You’re gonna complain about it for the rest of our lives, aren’t you?” He poked me on the cheek again.

“You’re gonna remind me of it for the rest of our lives, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” my future husband exclaimed, beaming. “But that doesn’t matter. We’re both used to getting down on our knees.”

Under his grin, I sighed and smiled too. There was no reason I should complain about who proposed first. In the end, I would marry someone so wonderful as Alex.

Thanks to his high heels, I didn’t need to lean to give him a light kiss. That has its advantages. I can kiss him faster.

However, I had to restrain myself; if I didn’t, we wouldn’t stop at a kiss.

If I mess up his makeup, our Moms will kill us.

I’m glad we’re both guys and there’s no such thing as the groom seeing the groom’s wedding dress before the ceremony. If there is, I don’t care.

“How do you think our married life will be?” Alex asked. He locked his arm with me and we looked at our reflections in the mirror.

With him in a wedding dress, we looked like a straight couple. But no matter if we looked gay or straight, we looked perfect side by side.

“I think it’ll be the same.”

After we graduated from college, we got good jobs and rented a small two-bedroom apartment. We’ve been living together for over two years now.

“Lame answer. If you think nothing’s gonna change, why did you say yes when I proposed?” he emphasized the last words, grinning.

“Because your last name is cool. That’s the only thing that’ll change.”

“You’re taking my last name?”

“I don’t see why not. Or maybe we could hyphenate our last names, but it’d sound like a law firm.”

“I can’t believe this,” Alex looked shocked. “We’re getting married and all you can think about is stuff like that?”

“I thought a lot about our future. I want us to have four kids, a dog, and a cat and buy a huge house in the suburbs. Since we can do our job remotely, we’d travel with our family from time to time.”

That took my husband-to-be by surprise. He blushed and looked me in the eyes.

“You thought about stuff like that?”

“I’ve been thinking about stuff like this ever since I fell for you,” I said, hugging him.

Alex hugged me back. Then he kissed me lightly.

“Let’s be happy,” he said in a low voice.

“For the rest of our lives.”


The web novel

“Shit!” Elliot cursed when he died. He lost count of how many times that had happened and didn’t want to check his death count. He knew that would only make his mood worse.

With a frustrated grunt, he turned off the video game. He loved the Dark Spirits series, but he couldn’t take dying at the same part over and over anymore. After he calmed down a bit, he realized he had nothing better to do.

“I’m bored.”

When there was no reply, Elliot turned his head.

Jimmy was at the corner of the bed, so focused on his phone, he didn’t hear.

He’s been staring at his phone ever since he got here, Elliot thought. Why did he come to hang out if he wanted to read?

“Hey… hey… Hey!” he said, nudging Jimmy with the foot. There was no reaction. “Dude, I’m talking to you!” Elliot exclaimed, almost pushing him with his feet.

“What?” Jimmy asked, finally looking up from his phone. “Why are you shouting and kicking me?”

“You were ignoring me,” Elliot complained, not hiding his irritation. Part of it was because of the game.

Jimmy grinned. “You die again, didn’t you? You suck, dude. Just give up.”

That didn’t help Elliot’s anger. “Shut up. What are you reading, anyway? Why come here to do that?”

“I’m reading a web novel.”

“Isn’t that one of those horny nerdy stories?” Elliot asked. He knew it wasn’t, but he still wanted to lash out his irritation. “Don’t fap here, dude. Go do that in your own room.”

Jimmy laughed and shook his head. “Nah, dude. I’m not fapping. This isn’t anything like that. It’s actually interesting. Here.”

Jimmy handed him his phone, but Elliot didn’t accept it.

“I don’t wanna know what you’re into. We might know each other for years, but better not cross that line.”

“Just read.”

Jimmy tossed the phone and Elliot caught it out of reflex.

“Is this gay porn?” he asked the instant he saw the cover art.

The protagonist, a guy, was dressing as a maid. You could tell by the volume in his panties and the male symbol behind him. The description only confirmed that, saying he was a man in both heart and body.

“Ignore that.”

“I didn’t know you’re into this. Is this your way of coming out to me? I support you and all, but wasn’t there a better way than showing me gay porn?”

Jimmy laughed and shook his head again. “I’m just reading because you’re the protagonist. Look at the art.”

“What!?” Elliot exclaimed, looking at the cover again—his eyes had gone to the bulge in the panties, and he hadn’t seen the protagonist’s face. “You think this girly dude looks like me? Are you blind?”

Though he said that with a disgusted face, Elliot was panicking on the inside. Shit! This drawing is me! It’s like someone drew me doing gay shit!

The protagonist was slim and had delicate and girly features. His hair, the only difference from Elliot, was pink instead of blond. It was even the same length and style.

“It’s like the artist drew you with pink hair. Even the mole is in the same place.” Jimmy’s grin became wider.

“You’re blind. This looks nothing like me,” Elliot lied. “And if you think that, why are you reading gay shit with me?”

“I thought it was a girl when I saw the cover. I had no idea it was a story about you cross-dressing.”

“This isn’t me,” Elliot reminded him through gritted teeth. “And why the hell read this shit in my room?”

“I was gonna show it to you, but I couldn’t stop reading even after I found out it was a cross-dresser and not a girl. The author is good,” Jimmy replied. Elliot said nothing, staring at his best friend with an incredulous face. “Read it and you’ll see.”

“No, thanks. I’m not into cross-dressing gay porn.”

“It’s not gay porn. At least not yet, I think,” Jimmy said, chuckling. “Don’t worry, dude. You don’t become gay by reading a chapter.”

“I know.”

“Then read. At least the first chapter.”

To get rid of that annoying grin, Elliot clicked on the first chapter. To his disgust, the writing was good. Even though it was about a cross-dresser, it had a strange allure that made you keep reading.

The author is good indeed. To make everything worse, this character is also called Elliot. I can’t believe this…

The protagonist was always called cute by his classmates even though he hated it. No one bullied or made fun of him because of that, but he wanted to be a man among men and wanted to be treated as such.

To prove he wasn’t girly, he decided to cross-dress for the maid café his class chose for the school festival. His plan was to show everyone he looked bad dressed as a girl and no one other than his classmates thought that.

Not only was his class the most popular attraction, but web novel Elliot won the beauty contest. In the girls’ category. Though he wasn’t a girl, nor had he signed up, no one complained. The girls admitted he was cuter and deserved the victory.

After that, the whole school was calling him cute. Despite that, web novel Elliot refused to accept his girliness, saying everyone was in cahoots. He vowed he would never cross-dress in his life ever again.

The next day, he received a package from one of the most popular guys in school and couldn’t believe it when he opened it. Inside was the same maid outfit as the one he had worn for the café. Next to it was underwear. Female underwear. That was something web novel Elliot refused to wear even though everyone begged him to. The girls even offered to buy something cute just for him, but he said no.

I couldn’t stop thinking about you. You looked so cute in this I had to buy it for you, the note said. Please wear it and send me pictures. You don’t have to if you don’t want though. Just imagining you dressed as a maid makes me hard again.

Web novel Elliot was disgusted. However, there was part of him, a tiny part, that couldn’t help but be intrigued by the idea. The guy was one of the most popular boys in school, and many girls had confessed to him. Despite that, he didn’t have a girlfriend. He had even rejected a girl at the festival. And that guy said he got hard imagining web novel Elliot cross-dressed.

He can get any girl he wants. And yet he says he got hard because of me… Because of me dressed as a girl, the protagonist thought. He looked at the maid outfit again, not sure what to do.

He gulped and picked the clothes up, imagining himself wearing them again. His heart thumped faster at the idea. And this time no one would ever know if he did it. This would only be for him.

His phone rang with a text from his parents, and it brought him back to reality. He shook his head, put the maid outfit back in the box, and closed it.

Web novel Elliot spent the entire weekend trying to forget about the package hidden underneath clothes at the back of his wardrobe. He vowed he would never think about that ever again. His classmates didn’t help; they kept sending him pictures of the festival, saying how cute he looked and that they wanted to see maid Elliot again.

After countless photos, his resolve lost to his curiosity. He opened the package and wore the maid outfit. Though it was brand new, it was like the one he wore at the festival, and he didn’t feel any different.

See? I’m not into this, he told himself, satisfied. Then his eyes lingered at the red silk underwear.

He hadn’t noticed it before, but now he realized they weren’t regular panties. They were lingerie. The front had just enough to cover his man’s part, but the back was nothing but a string that would go between his butt. A T-back lingerie.

Blushing widely and saying there was something wrong with him for doing that, web novel Elliot took off his briefs and put his legs in the panties’ holes. Then, with a feeling he was doing something that was crossing a line, he pulled them up.

To his surprise, the lingerie didn’t feel tight. It was snuggling his male parts as if embracing them gently. As if they were made for someone with those parts. That made him harder. And getting a boner gave him a guilty and naught pleasure sensation he could get addicted to.


♂x♂

When the real Elliot finished reading web novel Elliot doing that, he had a reaction. A reaction he didn’t realize was happening, and worse, he never imagined he would get. He got a boner.

His face was an alarming shade of red. He shoved the phone back in Jimmy’s hands, hoping that would cover his boner and his embarrassment. “It sucks. I can’t believe you think that shit is good.”

“Because it is, and you know it. Don’t try to hide. You’re blushing because the dude is you and you’re thinking about cross-dressing.”

“You’re an idiot. He’s not me and I’m not thinking about anything!” Elliot exclaimed, mad at himself for being so easy to read. At least he didn’t notice my boner.

“Why don’t we find out?”

“Find out what?”

“Wait here,” Jimmy told him. He left the apartment and came back a couple of minutes later with a plastic bag. “Here.”

Elliot opened it and saw a frilly pink skirt and red panties. “What the hell!? Where did you get these?”

“My sister. She’s out of town with her boyfriend this weekend, so there’s no chance of her finding out about this.”

“And what do you want me to do with this?” he asked. Elliot knew, but he wanted to hear it from his stupid friend’s mouth.

“Wear it and we’ll see if you have the same reaction as your web novel version.”

“Not a chance, dude! And don’t call him my web novel version! I’ll never cross-dress!”

“It’s just what he said. C’mon, it’ll be fun. Just once. It’s not like you’re losing anything. You’re just wearing different clothes, that’s all.”

“No.”

“Afraid you’ll enjoy?” Jimmy said and flashed a cocky smile.

Elliot stared at him with a blank expression. “Do you really think I’d fall for such low-quality bait? How stupid do you think I am?”

“You don’t have to be so against cross-dressing. It’s just this time. Let’s see if the author got it right.”

“Forget about that and let’s play something.”

“Weren’t you done with it?”

“A different game.”

Jimmy didn’t mention the web novel nor the clothes anymore. They ordered a pizza and when he left, Elliot was alone for the night; his parents were out of town. Bored, he was playing with his phone when something caught his attention. It was the plastic bag with the skirt and the panties.

That idiot forgot this, he thought opening it. I can’t believe he wanted me to dress like a girl just because of something he was reading. Glad it wasn’t porn. His small brain would think of something even stupider.

Are these his sister’s panties? Looks brand new.

As Elliot looked at it, phrases from the web novel crossed his head. Despite what he said, the author was good, and he could vividly picture everything.

It can’t be true. What guy would get a boner because he’s dressing like a girl? That’s all fiction. There’s no way… The author was just horny and good.

Elliot stared at the skirt and the panties. There’s no way it feels good. I’ll prove it.

He undressed, taking off his shorts and putting on the miniskirt. He waited a couple of seconds, but nothing happened. He felt nothing strange or different.

See? It’s like putting on short shorts with the bottom ripped. There’s no way I’d get a boner because of it. It was all fiction like I thought.

Elliot was smiling, but then he stopped when his eyes went to the pink panties. Unlike the web novel, these were regular panties instead of sexy lingerie. I won’t get a boner no matter what type of underwear is.

He put one leg in the hole and then the other. When the panties were between his knees, he realized he was doing exactly like his web novel version.

I’m not him. He’s not my web novel version or anything like that! I’m just doing the same thing because of a freakish coincidence. It doesn’t mean anything!

With his cheeks reddening, he pulled the panties up. At first, he didn’t feel anything. Then he realized web novel Elliot was right; the panties weren’t tight but snuggled his friend gently. That was comforting.

I prefer letting my dick loose, but this isn’t bad. Going to the gym with this might be better than boxers.

N-not that I’d do that. I’m not a pervert…

Against his will, his mind pictured what would be like wearing panties without anyone ever knowing.

Elliot had the same guilty pleasure feeling as his web novel version. No… No way this is happening… I’m not a pervert like him…

The panties got tighter.

No way… No way…

Before he could get rid of the boner, he heard the front door opening.

“Elliot, I forgot my sister’s stuff,” Jimmy said, entering the apartment without invitation like usual.

Crap!

Elliot tried to undress the skirt and the panties at the same time, but he tripped and fell.

“Are you okay?” Jimmy asked when he entered the room.

Elliot had no idea what to say as they looked at each other.

It took Jimmy a couple of seconds, but he finally noticed the skirt. He widened his eyes and smiled like a kid during the holidays.

“Don’t say anything…”

“I can’t believe you’re wearing the skirt!”

“Shut up…”

“How does it feel? Did you get a boner too?”

“Shut up!”

“Are you wearing the panties?”

“No!” Elliot lied.

Jimmy picked up the empty plastic bag and grinned. “Where are the panties?”

Elliot became an alarming shade of red and averted his eyes.

The grin became wider. “Let me see.”

“You wanna see a guy wearing panties?”

“I don’t wanna see that. Just you.”

“That’s even worse!”

“I just wanna see if you got a boner like your web novel version. The author is so good, it’s making me wonder.”

“Wear it yourself!” Elliot exclaimed. “There’s no way a guy would get a boner because of that! This isn’t fiction!”

“Then let me see.” 

He pressed his lips. He had been stalling so his boner would go away. But, for some reason, he didn’t want to think about, getting caught dressed like that made him harder. What’s wrong with me? I’m not a perv!

Giving how idiotic his best friend was, Elliot knew Jimmy wouldn’t give up this time. If he said no, Jimmy would bring this up for a long time.

Dying of embarrassment, he raised the frilly skirt, exposing his hardening bulge. “Are you happy about seeing a guy wearing panties?”

Jimmy said nothing, observing intently.

The silence only made the situation even more embarrassing. And that was making Elliot even harder.

I can’t believe I’m a pervert who gets hard because there’s someone looking at me cross-dressing, he thought. A couple seconds later, he had enough and lowered the skirt.

“Are you satisfied!?”

“I can’t believe this,” Jimmy spoke after a while, a dumb grin on his face. “You got a boner just like the web novel you!”

“We’re nothing alike!”

“You look cute with those,” he said, and his smile was honest.

Elliot blushed. He wasn’t expecting that. “I-I don’t care. I’m taking these off now!”

He was about to pull down the skirt when his hands stopped.

“Aren’t you undressing?” Jimmy asked with an innocent expression, watching him as if it was normal.

Elliot pressed his lips. If I tell him to get out, he’ll make fun of me. We’re both guys, after all. But there’s no way I’m changing with that idiot watching!

Redder and with his hands trembling, he slowly undressed, removing the lingerie without taking off the skirt.

“That’s a strange way to undress,” Jimmy said, laughing.

It’s because you’re here, you idiot!

Ignoring him, Elliot wore his boxers, removed the skirt, and put on his shorts. Then he threw the girl’s clothes at Jimmy’s face.

“You’re satisfied, right? Now get those things out of here,” he grunted, hoping he could hide his embarrassment.

“But you liked cross-dressing.”

“I didn’t.”

“I saw the proof.”

Elliot became an alarming shade of red. “Just get those things out of here!”

“Fine, fine,” he replied. Jimmy picked the panties and the skirt. “They’re warm.”

“Shut up!”

“I wonder if my sister’s gonna notice someone wore her underwear…”

“That’s not my problem.”

Jimmy grew quiet for a moment, the panties in his hands. “You know what. Keep them. I’ll buy new panties for her.”

“I don’t want that!”

“Why not? You enjoyed it and probably will like it again.”

“I’m never doing cross-dressing again!”

“Sure, sure. Don’t forget to tell me when you do it, please.”

“Shut up and get out!”

“Let’s play something,” Jimmy ignored that and turned on the videogame.

Still red, Elliot got the controller and didn’t notice his friend putting the panties and the skirt next to the bed.
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“There’s a new chapter!” Jimmy exclaimed, entering Elliot’s room without knocking.

“What?”

“A new chapter!” he said again, grinning. He was too excited.

“New chapter of what?”

“Of your story.”

“My story?” he asked. Elliot paused the game and looked at his best friend. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“Your web novel.”

He took a minute to understand. Jimmy was talking about the web novel whose cross-dressing protagonist was Elliot’s spitting image.

It had been a couple of weeks since the cross-dressing incident. After a lot of trouble, he managed to suppress the memory of him getting caught with a boner because of the skirt and panties.

“Stop calling it my web novel. I have nothing to do with that. I thought you’d forgotten about it,” Elliot said, doing his best to hide his embarrassment. He was having flashes of the cross-dressing incident.

“The new chapter is as good as the first. Why don’t you read it?”

“No.”

“It has a new art too. Look,” Jimmy ignored and pushed his phone in Elliot’s hands. 

Elliot tried giving it back, but Jimmy refused. Grunting, he looked at the screen to show he wasn’t bothered by it.

The chapter wasn’t as long as the first. It started with web novel Elliot trying to forget the sensation he had when he cross-dressed. But then he received another box from the popular guy. This time it was makeup. He tried ignoring it, but he couldn’t resist. Web novel Elliot cross-dressed again followed by a lengthy description of him putting on makeup, and what he felt during the process.

The author made the whole thing interesting. Like in the first chapter, the reader could feel the same forbidden allure web novel Elliot felt. One might wonder if they would feel the same way if they tried.

The new art was of the protagonist cross-dressing and even cuter with his makeup that only enhanced his girliness.

I can picture everything without any trouble. This author is too good, damn it. And because of the new art, I can’t help but see me with makeup and looking cute, the real Elliot thought, doing his best to keep his face empty.

He couldn’t show any reaction. If there was the slightest brink on his poker face, his idiotic best friend would see.

“It sucks,” he said, tossing the phone. Jimmy got it before it fell on the ground. “Forget about that and help me with this boss.”

“That’s all you have to say?”

“Yes.” Elliot looked at him almost defiantly. “Did you expect me to go like ‘wow, this chapter was amazing! I wanna use makeup too!’”

“Not with those words…” Jimmy muttered, somewhat hurt.

“You’re an asshole.”

“The author got it right last time. Aren’t you a little bit curious?”

“No.”

“You enjoyed it so much… You still have the skirt and panties, right? Did you try them on after that?”

“No!” Elliot exclaimed, his cheeks reddening. Jimmy finally broke his poker face. “And I only still have those things because you refuse to take them!”

“I bought new panties for my sister. It’d be weird if she had two. Now that you mentioned it, I don’t think she ever used it. That means you’re the first one to wear it.”

“I couldn’t be happier,” he said. Elliot didn’t skimp on his sarcasm.

“Why don’t you put them on again and I’ll do your makeup? Maybe you’ll feel like your web novel version and wake up to cross-dressing for good.”

“No, thanks. Once was embarrassing enough.” And I’d rather not touch that door again, he thought. He would never say that to his best friend though.

“I wanna put makeup on someone other than my sister.”

When Jimmy was a kid, he adored his sister, so much, he learned about makeup just to spend more time with her. He had grown out of that phase a long time ago, but his skills helped him through high school, making him popular with the girls. In college, that had yet to prove itself useful though.

“Ask one of the girls then. I’m sure they’d love if you did that. Maybe you’d even get another girlfriend.”

“Good idea, but my skills are rusty. Let me practice on you.”

“No.”

“C’mon, dude. Help me out here.”

“By doing gay shit?”

“Makeup isn’t gay,” Jimmy laughed, amused at the comment. “Lots of straight guys put on makeup too”

“I doubt they also wear skirts and panties because their stupid friend found a weird web novel with a protagonist that slightly looks like them.”

“Slightly? He’s you, dude. The resemblance is uncanny. I wonder if the artist used your doppelganger as inspiration.”

“Don’t care. I’m not doing it.”

“Are you afraid you’ll enjoy it again?”

“You tried the same thing last time. I’m not an idiot who’d fall for such low-quality bait. Just give up before I get mad for real.”

Jimmy dropped his shoulders. Just when Elliot was about to smile in victory, he flashed a strange expression.

“Okay, I’ll give up trying to make you cross-dress.”

“Finally.”

“If you can beat me,” he said, picking up the videogame’s controller.

Elliot stared at him incredulously. “Are you serious?”

“Let’s settle this like men. If you win, I’ll stop talking about the web novel. If I win, you’ll let me put makeup on you.”

“Fine. Let’s do this. That’s the best way to shut you up,” Elliot said, saving his progress and changing games.

Now I can kick his ass and get payback from the humiliation.

Or so he thought. He never expected he would lose by one goal.

Elliot couldn’t believe it. He put the controller down and stared at the screen.

Even without looking, he could feel Jimmy’s eyes on him. He also felt the stupid grin.

“Best out of three!”

“Fine, but you’ll have to cross-dress if you lose. Including your cute panties.”

“There’s no way I’m losing to you again! It was a fluke!”

To his relief, he won the next match, though it wasn’t an easy victory. Elliot only won with a goal in the last minutes.

However, he lost the third and decisive match.

“Best out of five!” he exclaimed the moment the referee blew the whistle.

“Are you going back on your word?” Jimmy asked. “Wear the panties and let me put makeup on you like a man.”

Elliot pressed his lips and then sighed, dropping his shoulders. Those words were worse than the low-quality baits.

“Fine…”

Jimmy grinned. “Where are your panties?”

“Hidden under my socks in the drawer…”

“Get them while I’ll go get cute clothes and the makeup kit.”

Jimmy left before Elliot could say anything.

Since when that idiot got so good? It’s been ages since he defeated me twice in one day in that game…

Groaning, he opened the drawer and found the red panties that now belonged to him even though he didn’t want them. I can’t believe I’m gonna put this thing on again. But I won’t go back on my word. I’m a man…

Knowing it would be less embarrassing if he put it on without Jimmy watching, Elliot removed his shorts and boxers and wore the panties. At once they got tighter. Damn it… I’m having a boner again. Why does doing gay shit make me hard?

Urgh, better not think about it. I need to get rid of this boner now. If that idiot sees this…

Elliot did his best to think non-sexy thoughts like bugs and laundry and about his grandma as he put back his shorts. By the time Jimmy came back, the boner was gone, but his embarrassment was still plastered on his face.

Hope that idiot doesn’t notice anything, he thought, not looking at Jimmy, his heart pounding faster.
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“Put this on,” Jimmy said, handing him some clothes.

“This is what you’re into?” Elliot asked. He had no idea what to think as he looked at the denim micro shorts, black stockings, and pink hoodie that left the belly exposed.

Jimmy laughed and shook his head. “Nah, dude. But I know you’re gonna look super cute in that.”

“You’re an idiot…”

Crap. I thought he’d bring me another skirt. I can’t put this on without undressing and showing the panties…

Elliot turned his back, took off his shirt, and put on the hoodie. Though it was size S, it fitted him perfectly, and he hated that. The combination of long sleeves and exposed bellybutton felt strange.

However, that didn’t bother him. Not compared to exposing his panties. Doing his best to ignore his friend’s presence, he pulled down his shorts.

“You were wearing the panties all this time!?” Jimmy exclaimed. “I knew you’d awaken to cross-dressing like your web novel version!”

“I didn’t awake to anything!” Elliot shouted, his embarrassment growing; being watched was making him harder.

He put on the micro shorts with his face burning. And it only got worse when he realized it was like his panties, not tight but snuggly. Ignoring that, he wore the stockings.

I feel like an anime character. I never wanted to be a cute girl. This isn’t even the fetishes I like…

“You look cuter than I dreamed!” Jimmy exclaimed. To make things worse, he wasn’t making fun of Elliot; he was being honest.

“T-That doesn’t make me happy, you idiot,” Elliot muttered, blushing. Damn it! How did I lose to this idiot in a game? “Don’t go picturing me cute or whatever. No guy likes being called cute!”

“Don’t be embarrassed. There are lots of guys who like that. Cute is cute and gender doesn’t matter at all. Now let me make you even cuter. Sit here,” he said, tapping the chair with a stupid grin.

“Why are you so happy? We’re doing gay shit…”

“You’re still on that? I’m telling you makeup isn’t only for girls and gays. Stop saying nonsense.”

With a heavy sigh, and once again questioning how he lost, Elliot sat on the chair.

“Close your eyes. When you open them again, you’ll be even cuter than you already are.”

“That’s my dream,” he muttered, knowing there wasn’t enough sarcasm in the world.

Elliot became nervous. He knew Jimmy wouldn’t do anything strange to him, and yet he couldn’t shake the feeling. No matter what he says, this is beyond weird. No way two straight guys would do this because of a random web novel.

With his eyes closed, his other senses enhanced, and that made things worse. He didn’t understand anything about makeup, so he had no idea what was going on. All he knew was that his best friend was putting some strange product on his face.

I’ll never admit to him, but this feels nice, Elliot thought, relaxing despite himself. It’s like I’m a celebrity.

When Jimmy touched his lips with lipstick, he tensed up. He couldn’t help but remember the web novel.

The author had put a lot of emphasis on the lipstick part and how the web novel Elliot felt amazing with it. As if he became sexy with just that. The feeling only grew when he looked at his reflection in the mirror. It was as if looking at a much sexy and girly version of himself. One that the character would love to call his girlfriend.

“You can open your eyes now,” Jimmy said after a while.

Elliot had no idea how much time had passed, but it was too soon for him. He wasn’t ready to see his new appearance.

“Okay…”

He took a deep breath and opened his eyes slowly. Since he didn’t have a mirror in his room, Jimmy used his phone in selfie mode as a substitute.

“I-I can’t believe this is me,” Elliot mumbled before he could stop; it was the same thing his web novel version said.

“Yes, it is. You look stunning.”

He wanted to say no, to tell Jimmy to shut up, to say he didn’t look good at all. But he couldn’t. Not when the undeniable proof was right before him.

His eyes were wider and sparkling. His cheeks had a faint red color, and his eyelashes were long and pretty. But the most eye-catching thing was his lips. They had a glossy pink color and looked alluring.

I didn’t think I’d look this cute! This idiot is too good. He can be a professional makeup artist if he wanted! Look at me! Any guy should consider himself lucky if they could kiss someone as cute as me!

“What do you think?” Jimmy asked. Despite smiling, he looked a bit anxious.

“You have a lot of talent,” Elliot muttered grudgingly.

“Thanks. What about your look?”

“You have a lot of talent,” he said again. He could feel Jimmy’s eyes on him and he got more embarrassed. Then he reached his limit and snapped. “I look super cute! There! Are you happy!? I can’t believe you made a guy like me this cute! I thought I was a girl for a second! If I could date someone this cute, I’d be happy!”

Elliot’s face was redder when he finished and that had nothing to do with the makeup. He refused to look at Jimmy but knew his friend was grinning. Are you happy you made me look like a girl?

“Now that you had your fun, take this off.”

“No way. It’d be a waste,” Jimmy said, snapping a couple of photos.

“Don’t you dare post any of this!”

“Don’t worry. This is just for me.”

“I’m not asking what you’re gonna do with those. Just take this makeup off so we can be done with this.”

“Why the hurry? There’s no reason to take it off so fast.”

“I just agreed to this because I lost the bet. I’m not enjoying it at all. I wanna get rid of this as fast as possible.”

“Is that true?”

“Yes.”

Without a word, Jimmy looked down. Elliot did the same thing, looking at where his best friend was staring.

On the micro shorts that left nothing to the imagination, there was a bulge. And it was growing. Elliot was hard again and this time he didn’t even notice.

He tried to cover it with his hands, but it was too late.

“You’re awakening to cross-dressing, Elli.”

“Don’t call me that! You know I hate it!” he yelled. When they were kids, people call him Elli because it was cute and girly, just like he was. “And I’m not awakening to anything!”

“Right, right. Say whatever you want. The proof is here, Elli.”

“Shut up! And take this off!”

“Let’s make another bet. If you win, I’ll take it off. If I win, you’ll keep the makeup for the rest of the afternoon. I’ll take it off before your parents come home. I don’t want them finding out. Your cuteness is all mine.”

“You’re on!”

Elliot was too embarrassed, couldn’t concentrate and lost again, so he had to keep on the makeup. However, as they played, he had so much fun, he stopped worrying about it. There was part of him that enjoyed having a boys’ afternoon while dressed as a girl. It was as if adding a new spin on something mundane made things a bit different. He would never tell Jimmy that though.

Before dinner, he was back to his usual self. He gave the clothes back, but Jimmy refused to take them.

“I don’t want any of that here,” Elliot said. The panties were also there. It’s a reminder of the gayest thing I’ve done in my life and I don’t need it.

“It’s a present. I bought them because of last time,” Jimmy said, pushing everything back to him.

“What? I know you’re an idiot, but this is beyond stupidity!”

“I knew you’d look cute.”

Jimmy’s honest smile was too much, and Elliot blushed. He wanted to keep arguing, but his parents came home, and he kept the girl’s clothes, hiding them as best as he could in his closet.
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When Elliot saw the notification, he became pale. There was a new chapter of the web novel. Yes, the web novel about a guy who looked like him and cross-dressed.

He subscribed to it because he didn’t want to be blindsided. He suspected Jimmy came up with a new idea to make him cross-dress with each new chapter. However, that wasn’t the only reason he did it. Though Elliot would never admit it aloud, he liked the web novel.

The way the author wrote was so good, you couldn’t help but wonder if a normal person could wake to cross-dressing like that. It didn’t help that the protagonist looked exactly like Elliot and even had the same name.

Though the real one didn’t hate the idea of cross-dressing anymore, he wasn’t eager to do it either. It was just a tiny seed at the back of his mind planted by the author.

The moment he finished reading the new chapter, Elliot pressed his lips. He knew Jimmy would read it soon, or maybe already had. Last time he made me cross-dress was on the day there was an update, he thought. I know he’s gonna try something today. But I’m ready.

Waiting made Elliot anxious. He held his breath whenever he heard the front door opening, thinking it was his best friend with another way of making him cross-dress.

However, Jimmy didn’t show up, and that made him more anxious. I bet that idiot’s scheming something right now. I’m sure. When he shows up, I’ll be ready.

Later that day, Elliot received a text from him.

Movie tickets are 70%off today. Let’s go watch something.

He smiled as he reread Jimmy’s text. This idiot’s inviting me to a date like in the new chapter. I bet he’s gonna try to get me in girl’s clothes for some stupid reason. I’m not falling for that, he thought, typing a reply.

I need to finish a few things first. I’ll see you in the mall in an hour.

Let’s see how he’s gonna reply. Elliot waited with a cocky grin that vanished when he received a simple okay from Jimmy. He’s okay with that? Isn’t he planning to make me cross-dress this time?

No. That idiot must have a plan. I’m sure. There’s no way he’d let a chance to put me in panties again go by without trying anything. Unless he doesn’t know there’s a new chapter yet…

No, I’m sure he knows. I need to be on my guard today.

Elliot took a shower, got dressed, and went to the mall. When he arrived, he got another text from Jimmy.

The earlier session is sold out, and the next is in two hours. I already bought the tickets, so let’s hang out until then.

Elliot replied okay and waited.

“I can’t believe you didn’t buy the tickets fast enough,” he said when Jimmy arrived.

“My bad. I only found out about the promotion a couple of minutes before I texted you. At least we can go to the arcade.”

“It’s been ages since the last time we went. Let’s go.”

“Before that, let’s eat something. I’m starving.”

“I didn’t bring a lot of money…”

“It’s my treat.”

Is he really not planning anything? Maybe he doesn’t want me cross-dressing in front of others. He did say he wanted to keep my cuteness to himself, Elliot thought, his cheeks a shade of pink.

They went to the food court and ordered fast food. When they almost finished, Jimmy reached out for Elliot’s fries and ended up spilling their drinks.

“Crap!” he exclaimed, trying to dry the table with the napkins.

It was useless; they had just refilled their drinks and it was a huge mess that went mostly on Elliot.

“Sorry,” Jimmy apologized.

Elliot wasn’t mad; he was too busy trying to salvage his clothes. Both his shirt and jeans were soaked and there was nothing he could do.

“Let’s go back so you can change.”

“With traffic at this hour, we might not make it back for the movie,” Elliot said.

“What if you buy new clothes?”

“I don’t have money.”

“I’ll pay.”

“Fine…”

After they cleaned the table, they headed to a cheap store that was having a sale.

“Go to the changing room and I’ll get you something.”

“Okay,” Elliot said. He couldn’t wait to change; his clothes were sticky and disgusting.

By the time he undressed, Jimmy’s hands appeared through the curtain. When he saw the girl’s clothes, he widened his eyes.

This was his plan all along! Soil my clothes and make me cross-dress! I dropped my guard because I thought he didn’t plan anything. I can’t believe he got me!

Crap… I need to wear something, and I doubt this idiot’s gonna give me guy’s clothes. I could wear my gross clothes and get something for myself, but I didn’t bring money because he said he’d pay for the tickets…

“Are you kidding me?” Elliot asked, hoping his embarrassment wasn’t obvious.

“What?”

Even without seeing, he could tell Jimmy was grinning with that fake innocent voice behind the curtain.

“You know what.”

“Please try before saying no,” he begged.

Elliot took a deep breath and let it out slowly, checking the clothes. A frilly black skirt with a cold shoulder white blouse. Grudgingly, he had to admit they were cute. Why does an idiot like him have good taste? It doesn’t make sense.

“You spilled the drinks on purpose, didn’t you?”

“No, I swear.”

Without seeing his face, Elliot couldn’t be sure if his friend was lying or not. Then he gave up. He couldn’t wear his clothes and didn’t have money to buy new ones anyway. His only options were to cross-dress or make Jimmy buy him guy’s clothes. That will take too long. This idiot got me.

“You suck, you know that. You suck as a friend. No, as a human.”

“Aren’t you exaggerating a bit?”

“Not when you go out of your way to make me dress like a girl.”

“But you enjoy it.”

“I don’t,” Elliot said. The last thing he needed was Jimmy finding out he didn’t hate cross-dressing anymore.

Tired and cold, he wore the girl’s clothes. Then he realized there was no underwear.

“I forgot this,” Jimmy said, handing a pair of purple panties through the curtain.

“You’re an idiot,” he replied. Elliot grabbed and put them on.

He looked himself in the mirror and couldn’t believe it. It was as if he was seeing his web novel version before him.

But that wasn’t fiction. It was him looking as girly as the last time he cross-dressed. Even without makeup and his normal hairstyle, he looked like a cute girl with those clothes.

I hate I’m cute. No normal guy should look like this…

“Hurry up and let’s go to the arcade.”

Even though Jimmy tried to keep his cool, Elliot could tell he was eager. I have no idea why this idiot’s so into me cross-dressing. I know the web novel is good, but this is too much…

Blushing, Elliot pulled the curtain. He was even more embarrassed when Jimmy beamed at him.

“You look even cuter than I imagined!”

“Shut up. I’m not happy with that. Go pay so we can go to the arcade.”

“Done!”

When they left the store, Jimmy offered to hold the bag with the soiled clothes. Then, almost naturally, he held Elliot’s hand, who was walking slower than usual because of his embarrassment.

He was too conscious of himself and of the gazes he was receiving. But as he played and had fun with Jimmy, he stopped worrying and even forgot he was cross-dressing.

When it was time, they went to the movie theater. Besides the tickets, Jimmy also paid for popcorn and drinks. When the food was gone, Jimmy held his hand, and because of the mood, Elliot held his hand back.

He knew from the beginning Jimmy would try something to make him cross-dress because of the new chapter, and he prepared for that. But Elliot never imagined he would enjoy it so much.

Damn it. This ended up just like in the chapter. No, this isn’t a date. It’s a boys’ outing.

Wait, that doesn’t sound good either. Let’s say this is us hanging out like usual. The only difference is me dressed as a girl. That’s all. I do enjoy this, but it’s not like this is opening any new door. Definitely not.
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There’s something wrong with me, Elliot thought, shaking his head as he moved away from his phone.

Seconds later, he came back, picked it up, and stared at the screen again, incredulous. There was a new chapter of the web novel. And this one wasn’t safe for work.

In the last chapter, web novel Elliot cross-dressed and hung out with James, the popular guy. The same one who sent him the lingerie and the maid outfit. Even though James called it a date, there was nothing gay. They didn’t kiss or anything. They didn’t even hold hands.

It was two friends hanging out with one of them dressed as a girl. That was all.

However, everything changed with today’s chapter.

They were hanging out with web novel Elliot cross-dressing again. When he was like that, James called him Elli, to the real Elliot’s disgust.

Somehow, the mood became romantic. They gazed into each other’s eyes and ended up kissing. The protagonist refused to admit it, but when James closed his eyes and leaned closer, he did the same.

It was a simple kiss, but it felt great. Though web novel Elliot had mixed feelings about kissing a guy, he didn’t want to stop. In fact, it became intense and before they knew it, they were sleeping together.

The author didn’t hold back, writing as graphically as they could. They wrote how the characters undressed each other, how James lubed web novel Elliot. How he played with and sucked the girlish and hard nipples. How the protagonist sucked him, and how they became one.

To make everything worse, it wasn’t vulgar. The whole thing was sexy, alluring, and romantic. The author described the protagonist’s feelings and how he was afraid it would hurt. They wrote how James didn’t rush and addressed those worries, only penetrating web novel Elliot when they were both sure. And they both loved it.

Why is this gay shit so good? Stupid author for writing so well. It doesn’t even matter if they’re two guys. It’s romantic, wholesome, and sexy. This isn’t porn at all! I bet the author is a guy who took many dicks in his ass. There’s no way someone could describe this without experiencing it!

And why there’s a new art? I look so sexy. I mean, my web novel version. I mean, the protagonist! I’m not him. I’m not gay. I might have cross-dressed more times than any straight guy should, but I’m not gay. I don’t wanna a dick in my ass!

It doesn’t matter if the author made it seem amazing and the web novel me loved it. Just because he and his friend became a couple, it doesn’t mean I want the same with Jimmy.

And why the hell is the friend’s name James? This can’t be real!

Ah, crap! Speaking of that idiot, when he reads this, he’s gonna have stupid ideas. He’s been too gay lately. If he suggests anything about crossing the line with me, I’ll… I’ll…

Elliot couldn’t stop recalling the web novel, but with Jimmy as the friend. He got a boner instantly.

No! I’m not gay! I don’t want us doing that! Go away, boner!

No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t stop imagining him and Jimmy doing the things described in the web novel. That made him even harder. I’m not gay, damn it!

Before he could think of anything, he heard the front door opening.

“Elli, I got a new game,” Jimmy said.

Ah, crap! The idiot’s here! In the worst time ever! I need to get rid of this boner now!

Elliot did his best to think of anything other than the web novel and push the sexy images away from his head. He had to get rid of that boner in the next few seconds.

“S-Stop calling me by that nickname, you idiot. I don’t like it,” he complained when Jimmy entered his room. He wanted to sound mad, but he failed. This idiot’s gonna realize I’m acting strange.

“It’s cute and suits you.”

“S-Shut up,” Elliot stuttered. Jimmy tilted his head and narrowed his eyes. “W-What?”

“You’re cute even without cross-dressing,” Jimmy said, smiling.

Elliot blushed and threw his pillow at him. “Shut up, you idiot! I’m not cute or anything! I’m a guy!”

“I know. Both in body and soul. But that doesn’t mean you can’t be a cute and girly guy.”

“I-I don’t want that! What game you brought!?” he shouted to change the subject and hide his embarrassment. Can’t this idiot shut his damn mouth for once!?

Chuckling, Jimmy showed him the game. It was a somewhat dated Japanese medieval fantasy game with a guy and a girl on the cover. He put it in the console and sat on the floor with his back against the bed.

“I’ll be the guy,” Elliot said when the characters on the cover appeared on the screen you had to select.

“No problem,” Jimmy said, smiling. “I don’t mind being the girly one for a change.”

Blushing for overreacting, Elliot pressed start and the game began.

Since neither of them cared much about collectibles or exploring the whole map to discover all the secrets, they quickly advance through the game. Though they were both having fun, something was bothering Elliot.

The cover didn’t show any hint of it, but there were a lot of lewd cutscenes with his and Jimmy’s characters. The first time it happened, Elliot ignored it. But the more it came up, he couldn’t help but remember the web novel. Then the image of them doing it popped into his head.

He thanked the fact the characters didn’t have sex. He dreaded what his mind would do with that.

Almost six hours later, the credits rolled up and they finished one of the routes.

“That was cool,” Elliot said, resting the controller and stretching. “Gameplay is a bit dated, but the game aged well.”

“I’m glad we finally managed to play. Back when it came out, our parents didn’t let us buy it. Remember?”

“Yeah. I know it has a lot of gore scenes and other… things, but it wasn’t that much. I don’t know why it’s marked 18+.”

“I heard the main characters can have sex depending on the players’ choices. And the developers showed everything.”

“Couldn’t they make a censored version?”

“I read somewhere they refused to do that.”

“That’s stupid. They lost a lot of sales because of that,” he remarked. Elliot grunted as he massaged his shoulders. Whenever he got too into a game, he remained in the same position for hours and didn’t notice. Jimmy massaged the places he couldn’t reach. “Thanks.”

“Japanese developers have their pride as artists. I read somewhere most of the smaller ones don’t even bother localizing in English because of censorship.”

“There wasn’t any sex in this route…” Elliot trailed off.

The credits had finished, and the main characters were on a beach after saving the world. There was some dialogue and then they were making out. The next moment, they were naked and having sex. There was no censorship.

Elliot became a wild shade of red as the web novel popped in his head. He was even more embarrassed when he realized Jimmy was massaging him. Then it got worse when he had a boner because of those things combined.

Damn it! I’m not even cross-dressing!

N-not that I want…

“The developers showed everything, huh?” Jimmy said, not noticing his friend’s hardening bulge. “I don’t think they used motion capture technology back then. That’s all CG.”

Elliot didn’t even hum. He was too focusing on getting rid of the boner.

When there was no answer, Jimmy looked in his direction. “Elli?”

Elliot panicked and stormed out of the room. Or at least he tried. His plan was to go to the bathroom, pretending he was holding his pee for ages. But his legs were numb for sitting in the same position for hours and he tripped, falling on top of Jimmy.

“Ouch… What are you doing?”

“My legs…” Elliot grunted. When he opened his eyes, he couldn’t believe it and blushed a bit more.

He didn’t just fall on top of Jimmy; he was lying on his chest as if they were lovers. It’s just like the scene where my web novel version initiated the gay kiss! I mean, the protagonist! I’m not him!

Before he could get up, Jimmy opened his eyes.

They gazed at each other, the silence filling the bedroom.

Jimmy put a lock of Elliot’s hair behind his ear.

“You’re cute,” he whispered with a loving smile on his lips.

Shut up, Elliot wanted to shout out of embarrassment, but he couldn’t. Even if he denied it, the compliment felt good. His heart pounded faster because of those simple words.

He didn’t say anything. All he could do was gaze into Jimmy’s eyes.

Then, to his utter surprise, his best friend for years closed his eyes.

Elliot remembered the web novel’s description of their kiss. Then, to his utter astonishment, he did the same thing and kissed Jimmy.
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“How do you feel?” Jimmy asked joyfully, kissing Elliot on the top of the head.

“My butt hurts,” Elliot complained in a flat voice to hide his embarrassment.

Jimmy chuckled and wrapped his arms around him. “I wanted to be gentle, but I couldn’t control myself. You’re so cute. And lewd.”

“Shut up, you idiot…” Elliot’s heart pounded faster, and his cheek blushed so hard, he felt his face warming up.

“Did you like it?”

“No comment.”

How can you ask if I liked your dick in my ass, you idiot? If I didn’t, I wouldn’t have sat on it myself after the first time we had sex, he thought, keeping that to himself.

Though Elliot was determined to not recreate any scene from the web novel, everything vanished from his head when they kissed. He lost control of himself as if he became his web novel version and wanted to be one with Jimmy.

Despite enjoying it to the point of repeating it three more times, he had mixed feelings about liking it. I can’t believe the stupid author got it right! Gay sex is good, damn it!

“Can I ask something else?” Jimmy said, kissing him on the neck.

“What?”

“I love you.”

Elliot’s face became an alarming shade of red in one second.

“That’s not a question,” he muttered, pressing his lips to suppress his smile. He would never admit it, but that made his heart skip a beat.

That’s so gay… How can he say that so easily?

“I mean it. I realized I was in love with you, but I had no idea how to confess, so I wrote that web novel.”

Elliot’s bliss was replaced by surprise. His brain refused to connect the dots. He turned around to look the guy who took his gay virginity in the eyes.

“What did you say?”

“I wrote that web novel. That’s why the characters have the same names as us. I used your cutest photo as reference for the artist I hired. He’s amazing and managed to get it. Though you’re way cuter in real life.”

Jimmy beamed and kissed him on the lips.

Even surprised, Elliot kissed him back, enjoying it a lot. His member was hardening again, but he pushed Jimmy back.

“You wrote that? You’re the author of that gay web novel?”

“Yes. It was my way of confessing to you. And I know you liked it because you subscribed to it. I recognized your user name at once. I’m so happy you’re my fan.”

Elliot had mixed feelings. This idiot wrote a gay story about us just so he could confess his feelings for me?

Actually, since when could he write more than two-line sentences?

“So? What do you think about us?” he asked. Despite his smile, Jimmy was nervous.

Behind his idiotic exterior, he’s serious about the gay things he did to me…

“This is so sudden… I… I like what we did. I liked when you called me cute and kissed me,” he admitted in a low voice, not looking Jimmy in the eyes. It was too embarrassing.

“Does that mean we can be boyfriends?”

“Guess we could try…”

Jimmy beamed and showered Elliot with kisses.

“Stop that, dude. It’s gay,” Elliot mumbled, though he didn’t dislike nor push his new boyfriend away.

“I know. I am.”

Me too, I guess…

Once those words sunk in him, he pushed his embarrassment aside and kissed Jimmy back. It was much better now that he admitted his feelings.

Then, before he knew it, they were having sex again and he couldn’t be happier.
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When Elliot received an email from a site he didn’t remember, he was surprised.

He was even more surprised when he opened it; there was an update of an old web novel he had forgotten about even though it had changed his life.

He was already smiling with nostalgia before he even clicked on the link. By the time he finished the new chapter, he was beaming. He climbed up the stairs and went to the door at the end of the corridor. That was his boyfriend’s office. No, his fiancé’s office.

Though Elliot didn’t like bothering Jimmy while he was writing, he had a feeling his soon-to-be husband was expecting him.

“Hello there,” Jimmy said, smiling when Elliot entered. “What’s up?”

“You know what. Why did you update our web novel?”

Jimmy shrugged. “I ended up writing a chapter. Why not post it?”

“You don’t just end up writing something. Does that mean you finished your new book?”

He groaned and scowled. “You promised you wouldn’t ask…”

“And you said you’d focus on your book.” Elliot sat on his fiancé’s lap and wrapped his arms around his neck. “Putting that aside, should I take the new chapter as your way of saying the kind of life you want for us after we get married?”

In the latest chapter, web novel Elliot wasn’t dating web novel Jimmy anymore. Years had passed and they were married, had four kids, and lived happily. Elli was an influencer who had millions of followers because of his cross-dressing and earned a lot of money with sponsors’ ads. James was a bestselling author.

No self-insert there, the real Elliot thought, smiling.

“Maybe,” Jimmy murmured. “I never hid I want lots of kids with you.”

“And I want the same,” Elliot replied, kissing him. “And the wedding?”

The narrator said web novel Elliot wore a white dress for their wedding. In real life, they hadn’t talked about that at all. Their mothers were handling most of the details according to their preference.

“Do you want me to wear a white dress?”

“Yes,” Jimmy admitted, blushing. “You’d look so cute as a bride. You know I love you and what you wear doesn’t matter…”

“So you want something straight in your life?” Elliot raised an eyebrow, grinning.

Jimmy let out a hearty laugh. “Yeah because being straight is important when I marry another guy.”

“You know a wedding dress is expensive.”

“I know.”

“A lot of money for something I’d only wear for one party.”

“It’s not any party. It’s the celebration of our love and the beginning of our new married life. The white dress symbolizes that.”

Elliot chuckled and shook his head. He wrapped his arms around Jimmy’s neck and leaned closer to his fiancé’s ear.

“If you manage to finish the manuscript this month, I’ll wear a dress. And garter belt. I know you love those,” he whispered in a seductive voice.

The reaction was instantaneous. He felt something poking his butt and flashed a sly and satisfied smile.

“I see I got your interest. If you manage to finish your book before our wedding, I’ll even do a special surprise for you.”

“Yes!” Jimmy exclaimed, his eyes firing up.

He gave Elliot a passionate kiss and then began tapping his keyboard with his fiancé still on his lap.

Thanks to that incentive, he managed to finish his latest book faster than his editor ever hoped.

The special surprise was Elliot cosplaying Jimmy’s newest protagonist. When he posted it on his social media, it went viral, and the book sales were better than the most optimistic projection.

Then, a few weeks later, they got married with Elliot wearing a pure white dress. One of the cutest boy brides to ever exist. They had three kids and were very happy.
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Chapter 01

Yuuto Amane was nervous. Even if the chances of someone recognizing him right now were slim, his heart thumped faster. Because if someone recognized him while in cosplay, his secret would be discovered, and that could ruin his reputation as a teacher.

I should’ve changed after the contest, he regretted, pressing his lips as he looked around. Why didn’t I think of this at the time?

The teacher always considered the risks, but with the thrill from his victory, he wanted the feeling to last a little longer and dared to wear his art on the streets. Just because I was defending my title… Despite his mixed feelings, a smile appeared as he felt the first prize plaque through his bag.

When the sound system announced the next station, a few passengers moved closer to the door. Yuuto hugged his bag and got as close as he could to the seats without disturbing anyone. Even with his care, the little girl looked worried when the bag got too close to her nose.

The cosplayer smiled at her, but her expression didn’t change. All she did was look at him without making a sound.

Despite being used to kids looking at him in wonder, the girl stared at him so much it became awkward. She didn’t realize I’m a man… did she? After a few seconds, Yuuto averted his eyes and ended up seeing his faint reflection on the window.

When the cosplayer noticed his purple hat misplaced, he fixed it right away out of reflex. After confirming it was straight, before he realized, he smiled as he checked himself. But it disappeared when he saw a few eyes on him.

I bet everyone thinks I’m strange… strange, but cute… too cute, the thought crossed his mind before he could stop it. Yuuto barely suppressed his own surprise, let alone his shy grin. As a man, he didn’t like using the word cute on himself. But as a cosplayer, he couldn’t help but like the compliment.

Besides the hat, Yuuto wore a long white pleated skirt with a frilly hem, purple ankle boots, a long-sleeved collared purple shirt and a matching scarf in a lighter color. The cosplayer knew, however, the long white wig, the red colored contact lenses, and with just the right amount of blush enough to make a cute contrast with the light red lipstick, attracted the most attention.

I was so wrong about this cosplay, he thought, shivering a little. I was so sure it’d perfect for winter…

The clothes did protect him from the cold in most places, but it left others exposed. The top of his head was hot under the hat and wig but even with the overcoat, Yuuto’s legs quivered. Though he didn’t wear it during the contest, since it wasn’t part of the cosplay, he had put on a black pantyhose. But even that wasn’t enough.

I have no idea how my students can wear our school’s short skirt in this weather. The teacher sighed but when he smoothed his scarf, he smiled. I have to thank sis again. If not for her, I’d have picked white instead of this light purple color…

It would have been a minor mistake, but unthinkable for Yuuto as an artist. I need to search my cosplays more thoroughly, he reminded himself again. More official illustrations and fewer fanarts.

Glancing at his reflection once again, Yuuto couldn’t help but feel pride in his art. It didn’t matter that he was a man who cosplayed female characters who went to some strange measures to make sure his art was kept apart from his regular life, he was one of the best cosplayers in the country.

But even with the pride, his smile grew thinner. The passengers might not stare at him directly, but Yuuto sensed their eyes. I’ll change back to my regular clothes at the station… I don’t want my neighbors seeing this ‘girl’ entering my apartment, he thought when the subway slowed down.

When the swaying stopped, and the passengers climbed out and in, Yuuto looked for an empty seat.

He found one on the other side of the wagon, but someone got to it before him. He sighed in defeat, but when he realized who the person was, his cheeks lost its color.

It wasn’t just someone he knew; it was one of his students, Akaishi Seiji.

W-w-why is he here? I use this subway every day and I’ve never seen him here! Then he remembered one of his colleagues mentioning something about the student during the last staff meeting before winter break. Akaishi-kun[1] was at the hospital because of a fight or something. Was he released today, when I felt bold enough to wear my cosplay outside for once?

The teacher turned around. If he finds me out, I’m done… I’m not gonna look, I’m not gonna look.

Against his good sense, Yuuto sneaked a peek. He confirmed the bandage on his student’s hand, but that brief peek became a huge mistake. Akaishi-kun was looking at the teacher’s direction at the same time.

Yuuto turned back right away. He didn’t see me, right? And besides, there’s no way he’ll recognize me in cosplay… I’m sure… he barely paid attention to my classes… I doubt he even knows my name…

Doing his best to ignore his urge to check, the teacher tried to move farthest away he could from his student. However, in the crowded subway, it was impossible to move around without disturbing the other passengers and making a scene, the last thing he wanted.

I hope nothing happens until my station… please, Yuuto prayed in his heart. With cold sweat running down his neck the entire time, the ride turned into the longest one he had in his life.

The cosplayer resisted at first, but his curiosity grew. Before Yuuto noticed, he caught himself sneaking a few peeks at Akaishi-kun whenever he got distracted. To his luck, his student had his head down, looking at his phone almost all the time.

My station is coming soon… I think I’ll be fine, Yuuto thought, letting a sigh of relief when he took another peek. He looks… angry… and sad… As he observed his student, Akaishi-kun raised his head and looked in the teacher’s direction.

Even in the crowded subway, their eyes met.

It only lasted a second, but in that brief moment, it felt as if there was only the two of them in the word.

Yuuto’s heart pounded faster. The moment he realized what was happening, the teacher turned his head so fast he lost his balance. He threw his hand at random as he tried to grab anything to keep standing.

“Hey! Let go!” someone shouted.

Yuuto grabbed a passenger’s muffler and pulled down as he fell. He let go at the same time. “I’m so sorry,” he apologized, bowing the moment he stood.

“What you think you’re doing?” The old man screamed, fixing his muffler, his face red. “Do you know where you are? How could you…”

“I’m so sorry!” Yuuto interrupted him in a hushed whisper. Everyone nearby looked at him. If Akaishi-kun saw this, the teacher thought, bowing again and again.

“Ah…” The old man cleared his throat and smiled, his cheeks red for a different reason. “Just be careful next time, okay?”

Yuuto flashed a tiny grin. He forgave me just because I look like a girl… Sorry for deceiving you, mister, but despite how I look, I’m a guy, the cosplayer apologized again in his head.

The passengers around lost interest and turned their attention back to their phones, though Yuuto could still feel their gazes here and there. The cosplayer did his best to ignore them and become invisible.

Despite his curiosity, the teacher had no courage to look at his student again. All he did was close his eyes and wait for the station that was still too far, his heart still thumping a bit faster than normal.

Every time the sound system announced the next station, Yuuto crossed the names in an imaginary list. Three to go… two to go… one to go… just one more station… come on… come on… His heart thumped so loud he could swear the passengers near him could hear. The closer he got, the harder he grabbed his bag.

After what felt an eternity, almost like words from heaven, the sound system announced his station.

Smiling, Yuuto realized he was holding his breath and opened his stiff fingers. Thank goodness I wasn’t found out, the cosplayer thought, sighing in relief as he joined the line to get out of the subway.

It’s okay to look, right? I mean, I just want to check and make sure he didn’t find me out. Convincing himself, Yuuto risked one more peek at his student.

His heart almost stopped when he didn’t see Akaishi-kun.

Where is he? The teacher looked around, desperate to find his student. He was there the entire time…

Don’t tell me this is his station too… No, it can’t be… Yes, I’m sure he got off and I didn’t notice… yeah, that’s it…

Dismissing the bad feeling with a shake of his head, Yuuto stepped out of the subway.

He hadn’t taken two steps when someone stood in his path.

“Excuse me,” he said in a low voice, but the person didn’t move away. When Yuuto raised his head, his heart stopped.

Standing before him was the person who made him sweat cold for the last half-hour.

Yuuto’s mind went blank as he stared Akaishi-kun’ expressionless face.

The last people got out and the passengers in the station entered. They moved around the two people staring at each other, too busy to care.

Student and teacher stood in silence, time and everything else in the world forgotten.

Despite the crowded and noisy station, everything seemed quiet to Yuuto. There was only Akaishi-kun and the sadness in those empty brown eyes. Behind them, there was a man, a person in pain.

Before he realized, Yuuto felt drawn to those eyes and was about to ask what was wrong. Wait… What am I doing? We’re not teacher and student right now…

The cosplayer had no idea how much time had passed, but only now he realized his face felt hot and heart pounded faster.

Does he… recognizes me…? He lowered his eyes and walked around Akaishi-kun. Please don’t recognize me… please don’t recognize me! Yuuto begged in his heart.

For a second, the thought of walking as fast as he could without running crossed his head, but his trembling legs didn’t let him. When he saw the exit of the station, he picked up his pace. Just a little more.

“Wait.”

Yuuto’s brief relief crumbled when a strong and yet gentle hand held him by the shoulder.

“Why are you dressed like a girl, teacher?” a voice whispered in his ear, so close the breath sent a tremor across the cosplayer’s body.

“What… what you talking, Aka… I mean, who…?”

Yuuto’s mind stopped working. All the words the literature teacher knew seemed lost to him. His cheeks reddened, and the makeup didn’t hide.

“I don’t… know who are—”

“Don’t lie to me,” Akaishi-kun whispered again, though his voice was sharper now. “I know who you are, teacher.”

The student forced Yuuto to turn and face him. He still had the empty expression, but there was a strange light in his eyes.

You know who am I? Ha! That’s a miracle! You barely came to my class all year! How would you know me, huh? I bet you don’t even know my name! Yuuto wanted to say, to shout. It won’t help me, he knew. Instead, he took a deep breath, swallowed the words and waited for his student to say something.

But Akaishi-kun kept quiet.

After a minute under that silent gaze, the cosplayer blushed. Even if he was used to the spotlight, it was never from so close.

To make matters worse, the mysterious light in the student’s pupils had grown little by little. It was so intense now the teacher couldn’t help but look away. He has beautiful eyes, he caught himself thinking.

I can’t take this anymore, he thought when the silence became unbearable. Before he could say anything, however, Akaishi-kun walked around him.

“Come,” the student said without turning his head.

Yuuto blinked as he watched his student’s back. Wait… is he ordering me to follow him?

Is that it…?

If it is, then no! Not happening. There’s no chance of that happening!

But… I can’t let him go like this… I need him to keep quiet about my cosplay… if he spread at school that I dress like this… Ah, damn it!

Yuuto raced after the younger man.

As student and teacher walked side by side, he waited for the other to say anything.

Once again Akaishi-kun kept quiet. He didn’t even look to check if the teacher was following him.

Is he gonna ignore me the whole way? Wait, the whole way to where? Where exactly is he taking me? Ah, damn it! Say something, Akaishi-kun!

Yuuto looked up at him, hoping to get anything out of him.

But he got nothing.

The student showed nothing more than the same empty façade, though Yuuto felt something different. Before, Akaishi-kun hid some pain inside him; now the teacher could feel a sort of determination emanating from his eyes as well. Hope it’s not related to me…

More than once Yuuto glanced up. I’ve never looked at him properly, but he’s quite handsome…

Taller than Yuuto, lean but with some muscles, and with features that could be both sharp and sweet.

He’s perfect for cosplaying, the cosplayer caught himself thinking with some jealousy. Wait, what am I thinking? He’s my student! Just because there are some cosplays he’d look perfect in… No! Stop thinking about that! Realize the trouble you’re in!

But the more he tried to avoid it, the more his mind imagined Akaishi-kun cosplaying. He could cosplay so many characters… Then the images change into the two of them cosplaying together.

Yuuto widened his eyes and stopped glancing up at his student, his face a bit warm.

Concentrated in keeping his imagination in check, the cosplayer said nothing else and didn’t notice where Akaishi-kun led him.

“You live here?” Yuuto asked when his student walked to the entrance of a building.

He had to raise his head to see the top floor. Amazing… Wait, why am I surprised he lives in a fancy building? Look at his name…

Since the teacher preferred to treat his students regardless of their families, he had little interest in their family name. But thanks to some of his colleagues, Yuuto knew Akaishi-kun belonged to the Akaishi family, the owner of the Red Stone Corporation, one of the biggest company in the country.

Akaishi-kun glanced at Yuuto but said nothing as he headed to the elevator,

The teacher saw him smirking but before he could get mad, the student entered the building. With the cosplayer by his side, Akaishi-kun pressed the last floor’s button still without saying a word.

This is beyond awful! What’s up with this awkward silence? Why won’t he say anything? What’s he thinking? What does he want from me?

Though he showed nothing, the lack of conversation was making Yuuto explode with anxiety. Is this one of those blackmail settings I read in stories? Wait… it can’t be… look where he lives… Then what he wants from me? Something about school…? No… he doesn’t care about that… Argh, damn it! Say something, Akaishi-kun!

No matter how much he forced his head, to the point where he became a bit dizzy, Yuuto’s mind kept going to bad ends for him. He tried to be optimistic but couldn’t imagine anything good that might come out of this situation.

The best I can hope for is if I manage to make Akaishi-kun keep my secret. I need to do at least that I don’t even wanna imagine what my colleagues would say if they found out that I cosplay, the cosplayer thought, quivering from the idea of failure.

His head began to ache, he became breathless and his vision blurred. Yuuto closed his eyes, took a deep breath and waited.

Too soon for him, the doors opened with a ding, almost like a bell announcing Yuuto’s fate had come.

Still without a word, Akaishi-kun walked out of the elevator.

Yuuto lingered behind for a moment, his heart thumping faster and faster as he watched his student’s back move away. The thought of pressing the button and just going home crossed his mind.

Pressing his lips, he reached out his hand but stopped before he pressed the button.

Even if I go home now, I doubt Akaishi-kun would just let this go. If he gets mad, he can tell everyone about my secret at school and then… Ah, damn it… Too bad I’m not a kid, otherwise I’d run anyway… but I already came all the way here, the teacher thought, sighing and dragging his feet after his student.

Akaishi-kun reached the last apartment in the corridor. Without a key, he reached for the knob.

But before the student opened the door, the teacher noticed the lights were already on.

Is there someone in the apartment? A mixture of fear and anger filled the cosplayer as his imagination went wild. So he brought me here to make fun of me in front of someone… To parade me as some cross-dressing freak!

If he thinks he can humiliate me for being a cosplayer, for dressing like I girl, I’ll show him that I have nothing to be ashamed!

Without lowering his head, Yuuto followed his student, ready for anything.

But when Akaishi-kun stepped aside, the teacher forgot about the situation.

The apartment was huge. With the open kitchen and the living room, the main room was bigger than the cosplayer’s entire apartment. There was a large window on the other side.

Yuuto took off and tossed his boots and ran across the hardwood floor to see the view. From here, he could see the buildings, houses, the park, the river in the back. Even the buildings that looked so tall seemed tiny from up here. The city seemed to stretch endless, the tiny dots of light shining like bubbles of many-colored lights.

“Amazing… It’s almost like a painting,” he whispered to himself after a while.

“You think?” a soft voice said beside him.

Akaishi-kun stood next to him. But instead of looking at the view, he was observing the teacher with a mild interest.

“Yes… can’t you see it?”

The student turned to the window, as if trying to see what his teacher saw.

“No…” Despite his word, he kept observing.

After a couple seconds of wonder, Yuuto realized his rudeness. Though Akaishi-kun didn’t seem to care at all, the teacher ran back to the entrance, picked up his boots and placed them neatly on the corner facing the door.

It seems there’s no one beside us in the apartment, he realized after seeing only his and Akaishi-kun’ shoes. That made him lower his head even further. I have shouldn’t suspect my student like that.

Yuuto took a better look around the apartment. It wasn’t just huge; the lack of decoration and furniture made even more evident. The kitchen, however, seemed to have everything a chef would need from what the teacher could see in the through the expensive looking glass of the cabinets.

Can Akaishi-kun cook? That’s a surprise…

The living room, however, felt cold and empty. There was a bookcase in the middle of the wall opposed to the hallway. In the corner, a couch for three people, an armchair, a table, a TV and a few video games spread on the floor, leaving a wide free space in the center. The walls had no wallpaper nor any kind of decorations except for a few paintings hanging here and there.

Akaishi-kun live alone in this huge apartment…? That’s a little sad… where is his family? Do they let him live like this? That Akaishi family?

But it’s not my place to ask… at least not in this situation, he thought, walking around to check the paintings. There are all wonderful.

But one in particular caught the teacher’s attention. A naked woman sitting on the floor with her knees together to hide her womanhood and cupping her breasts in each hand. Despite the amazing level of detail, the face, however, was empty. There was no nose, no eyes, no expression. Only a smile.

There wasn’t anything erotic from it. In fact, Yuuto could only sense a sort of sadness despite the smile.

“Why is this painting unfin—”

“It’s finished,” Akaishi-kun answered curtly before Yuuto could ask.

For the second time, the teacher didn’t notice his student standing by his side.

How can someone with his height be so sneaky? He should know not to sneak up on his teacher, he thought for a second before turning back to the painting.

It’s beautiful… how can Akaishi-kun say this is finished? Yuuto was about to ask that when he noticed his student’s eyes.

There was something behind those pupils. A vestige of emotion that the student hid most of the time. But no matter how much he tried, the teacher couldn’t find out what it was.

As Akaishi-kun stared the canvas, the vestige became stronger. Even he couldn’t hide the deep and powerful emotion behind his eyes anymore.

It’s like his memories are coming back, Yuuto realized, feeling sad for his student.

“Even if there were only lies behind it, the smile was the best thing about her,” Akaishi-kun said, his fingers lingering over the canvas, almost touching it.

When his eyes watered, he pulled his hand back.

It only lasted a heartbeat, but the teacher understood his student’s feelings; sorrow. Whoever this girl is, she has hurt him.

“There wasn’t any reason to paint the rest of her face,” he added, the emotion gone when Akaishi-kun faced the teacher. “But we’re not here for this painting or the girl.”

It took a moment for Yuuto to understand the words. That’s right! With the apartment and the paintings, the teacher had forgotten all about his current situation for a moment.

Now that he realized he was in his student’s apartment in cosplay, Yuuto became overly conscious of how embarrassing was his situation.

Akaishi-kun didn’t seem to care about Yuuto’s embarrassment. All he did was rest on the armchair with a foot resting on the knee and gesture for his teacher to sit as well.

Sighing, Yuuto took off his overcoat, folded it and sat on the leather couch. When he faced his student, the teacher noticed Akaishi-kun pressing his lips to suppress a smile.

It took a second, but the cosplayer realized the reason. He sat with his knees and legs together in a delicate manner, the same way the character would sit.

Damn it! Yuuto cursed himself and leaned back on the couch, spreading his legs and leaning back on the couch. I always play the character too much!

The sight of Akaishi-kun openly smiling reminded the cosplayer he was wearing a skirt. Glad at least someone is enjoying the situation, he thought dryly. With his cheeks reddening, Yuuto gave up and brought his knees together.

Akaishi-kun stopped smiling, though it took a while until the amusement left his face. He leaned back on the chair, rested his elbows on the armrests and stared the cosplayer.

Is he not satisfied yet? How long can he stare at me? I know that I’m cute and all, but still…

The teacher blushed, averting his eyes for the fourth time. How can you stay in silence for so long, Akaishi-kin? Yuuto had lost track of how much time had passed, but his student still hadn’t said a word. Come on… say something! Anything! Yuuto was already near his limit.

“Akaishi-kun… what do you—”

“How long have you been cross-dressing?” the student asked bluntly.

Yuuto stared at him for a while. At least he finally said something, he thought. Even so, the cosplayer couldn’t help but get a little annoyed. Guess I can’t blame him for asking that first… He breathed through his nose slowly.

“Please, don’t make me sound like I put on a skirt and go around town. I’m not a cross-dresser, I’m a cosplayer.” He managed to let almost all the annoyance out of his voice.

“Cosplayer…?” Akaishi-kun seemed confused.

He doesn’t even know that? With a sigh, Yuuto felt the annoyance leaving him against his will.

“It’s a combination of the words costume play. We’re artists who bring to reality characters from books, manga, anime, video games, movies and any other media for a short while and bring joy to ourselves and the fans,” Yuuto explained with a smile.

It’s been a while since I talked about cosplay with someone who knows nothing. He couldn’t help but feel the same satisfaction he felt during his classes. It’s like I’m teaching him about this world.

But what made the cosplayer happy was the fact that Akaishi-kun didn’t seem to judge him nor the art that could be strange to many.

“So that outfit is a character’s representation?” The teacher nodded. “Is it common for guys to cosplay as girls?” Akaishi-kun emphasized his newfound word.

I knew it would end around that, the cosplayer thought with a tiny smile.

“It’s not uncommon… there are quite a few of us and…” The teacher bit pressed lips. Akaishi-kun hasn’t made fun of me until now… “There’s even a term for us. Crossplayers,” he said, averting his eyes.

Part of him feared his student’s reaction. Yuuto could deal with laughs; he had done it in the few times people found out and tried to make fun of him.

Disgust, however, he could not handle. It was the same as rejecting part of him.

“Cross-dressing cosplayer…”

Akaishi-kun deduced the meaning almost right away. His voice was so soft Yuuto couldn’t tell if there was any hint of judgment. But it was enough to make him look at his student again.

“Going by common sense, and the way you said it, there must be a lot of downsides of crossplaying. Aren’t you afraid of someone finding out?”

Someone like you? Yuuto wanted to say but held his tongue just in time. It’s true anyway.

“Yes. There are times part of me imagine what would happen if someone finds out about my art and tells everyone. When… when I can’t stop thinking about it, my heart hurts, my legs tremble, my hands sweat…”

As his voice trailed off, the cosplayer felt his fears embracing him and no matter how much he tried, the images of strangers without faces laughing and pointing at him appeared in his mind. Then the strangers became his students, colleagues, and others he knew.

Yuuto closed his eyes, clenched his fists to stop the trembling and took deep breaths. Why am I telling him this? The teacher wondered as his heartbeat returned to normal. Even my sister doesn’t know about this…

Akaishi-kun went to the kitchen and came back a moment later with a glass of water, offering to Yuuto without saying a word.

The teacher accepted the drink as Akaishi-kun sat on the armchair again. Suddenly he felt his throat dry and drank all in one gulp.

“Thank you,” he said, resting the glass on the on the table.

“You must know that’s a great risk for a teacher.” Akaishi-kun ignored Yuuto’s thanks and returned the conversation as if nothing happened. “Why take such risks for this hobby?”

So he one of those who doesn’t understand, Yuuto thought, a sad smile crossing his lips.

“You’re right. I know I’m taking an enormous risk. But this isn’t just a hobby.” The cosplayer stared Akaishi-kun in the eyes. “To me, cosplay is my form of art and my way of expressing my love for the characters who brought me much joy.”

The student kept quiet for a while.

“You are an artist…” With his eyes shining with interest, Akaishi-kun leaned forward on the chair. “How did you start? For how long you have been cosplaying?”

Yuuto didn’t have to answer; saying nothing wouldn’t worsen his situation anyway. But not only Akaishi-kun seemed interested, even if he didn’t understand the art, there was something else.

The cosplayer wanted to talk about this, which he loved too much. It’s been a while since someone listened to me about cosplay, the teacher thought, a strange warm filling his heart.

“I’ve been cosplaying since my first year of college… It all started because of my sister. She was going to sell her first original manga at a convention and asked for my help advertising. I agreed before knowing what kind of advertising she had planned,” he said the last part with a sheepish smile.

I’m glad I had no idea… I doubt I would’ve helped her if I knew before…

Akaishi-kun leaned back on the armchair without taking his eyes off his teacher. His eyes were so intense Yuuto reddened.

This is more embarrassing than usual, Yuuto thought, not meeting Akaishi-kun’ eyes. As a cosplayer, he was used to being the center of attention. Even though it always embarrassed him a little, he could handle thanks to the smiles he received. But it’s different when someone I know stares at me so intently like this while I’m in cosplay…

“Do you regret helping your sister?”

“No,” Yuuto answered right away. “I have no regrets.”

“Even though it’s her fault you became a crossplayer?”

Yuuto sneered.

“I’m responsible for my own decisions,” he said, his voice louder than he intended. “I’m not a kid who blames others for their own actions. My sister might have opened the door, but I was the one who chose to enter this world.”

“That world isn’t well seen,” Akaishi-kun replied, his voice also rising, though it was still a normal conversational tone. “What would you do if people from school found out?”

“Is that why you brought me here? To make me beg for your silence?” Yuuto jumped to his feet before he noticed. I have to calm down… I can’t let my anger get the best of me, he said to himself. But the words came out before he could stop. “Do you want me to cosplay for you in exchange for my secret? Your own private show?”

“That’s not why I asked you to come here,” Akaishi-kun said. His voice was so soft it managed to calm Yuuto a bit.

The teacher tried to see what was behind his student’s eyes. I don’t think he’d blackmail me… he’d have done it by now, anyway, he believed. But what comforted Yuuto was the light in Akaishi-kun’ eyes; it shone brighter than before.

“Then why you asked me to come here?” Yuuto’s was voice back to normal, though he couldn’t stop his sarcasm. Like I had much choice. “What do you want?”

“I wanna know why you keep cosplaying despite being a teacher,” Akaishi-kun leaned forward, looking into Yuuto’ eyes. “How can you ignore that fear of your students or colleagues finding out.”

He says as if he’s not one of my students, the teacher thought with a wry smile.

“It’s true that terrifies me… so much it paralyzes me sometimes… Just imagining how they might look at me,” he admitted in a low voice, looking at the floor.

His body quivering had nothing to do with the cold. It was one of the things he feared the most; lose the respect of his students and being made fun for being whom he was and what he loved.

Yuuto clenched his fists to stop the quivering as he turned back to Akaishi-kun.

“Even so, I can’t see me stopping cosplaying.”

“Why?”

“Why…?” Even Yuuto himself didn’t know. “I have no idea…”

“Tell me.”

Yuuto sensed something different in Akaishi-kun’ tone. At the same time, the glow in the student’s eyes became more intense.

“What do you want me to tell you?”

“Tell me what drives you through your fear. Tell me what makes you fight common sense and dress like a girl?”

“I told you. I don’t know. I just love it too much.”

“There must be something,” the student insisted, ignoring the teacher’s answer. He leaned so much he was almost on the edge of his seat.

Yuuto finally understood what was behind his student’s eyes. This is more than just cosplaying… Akaishi-kun needs an honest answer, and as a teacher, I’ll give him one.

He closed his eyes and sought within himself for that answer.

Even if most people looked down on those who shared the love of cosplay, even if they ridiculed the crossplayers, even if… the school found out about his art, and the students made fun of him…

Would I stop?

Under Akaishi-kun’ intense gaze, the cosplayer went through all he had experienced thanks to his art. The good, the bad, the fun, the painful…

The answer came to his mind easily.

Even if people found out, he wouldn’t stop cosplaying.

But how can I explain him this feeling? When he opened his eyes, something on the corner of his vision made words come to him.

“Would you tell a painter not to paint? To give up his brush?”

Akaishi-kun narrowed his eyes and glanced at the same painting as his teacher; the nude woman.

“It’s not the same,” he said in a low voice, his eyes lingering on the woman before turning back to his teacher. “Don’t try to trick me. Give me a real answer.”

“Trick?” Yuuto’s eye twitched. He did his best to control the rage in his voice, but it was hard. “You’re too immature if you think I’m doing that.”

“Then why won’t you tell me?” For the first time, Akaishi-kun raised his voice. “Do you wish you were a girl? Is that why you dress like that? Or do you hate your life and need to be someone else for a few measly hours? Or do you like tricking men? Tell me!”

Though leaned back on his sit, his presence became more and more intimidating.

Teacher and student stared each other for a long time, their breathing the only sound in the room. Yuuto felt the rage boiling inside him and did nothing to stop it.

“You’re just a kid who knows nothing about me,” he said in a barely audible voice, breathing hard through his nose.

Yuuto forgot about everything. The fact that his secret was found out, their position as teacher and student, the fact that Akaishi-kun could tell everyone. He might tell everyone… but I can’t let him make fun of my art!

“I’m not a crossplayer because I wanna be a girl, nor because I like tricking men. And it’s not because I wanna look cute.” Though it did make him happy, there was no reason for Akaishi-kun to know. “I cosplay because I love bringing characters to reality, even if it’s only for a few measly hours.”

Akaishi-kun remained in silence for a moment.

“If you feel that strongly about cosplaying, then why do you teach?” he asked after a while, his voice back to normal. “You could choose another job, one that could allow you to do both without worrying about being found out.”

Yuuto knew he had to answer his student. Or he would fail to teach something, and that was inconceivable to him.

“Being a teacher isn’t just a job to me. It’s my profession, one that I feel thrilled to wake up every morning and go to work.”

As he spoke, the teacher felt the same way as he did during his classes, when he was passing his knowledge to young people.

Then the cosplayer gestured to his cosplay.

“Laugh if you want, but this is my art. Thanks to this, I met wonderful people with burning passion that inspired me. I love teaching at the same level. I love seeing the students’ eyes shining when they learn something new the same way a kid beams up when he sees me as his favorite character. Teaching is my profession, cosplay, my art. I can’t, no, I won’t give up neither!”

Teacher and student stared into each other’s eyes again, the seconds stretching into minutes, or perhaps hours, Yuuto wasn’t sure.

But he knew one thing; if he looked away, he would lose something important to him.

“I won’t laugh… no, I can’t. How could I?” Akaishi-kun broke the silence. As he looked at Yuuto, his unreadable façade disappeared and now there wasn’t just a hint of emotion; the student had a smile filled with admiration for his teacher. “No matter how you dress, you have a soul of a man, of an artist. How could I laugh at an artist, at someone’s determination if they feel this strongly? I honestly envy you.”

That single smile took Yuuto off guard, making his anger disappear. So Akaishi-kun can make that kind of expression too, he thought, smiling as he fell back on the couch wordless.

Once again student and teacher fell in silence, but now Yuuto avoided making eye contact. There was no battle of determinations this time. He just had no idea what to say as the silence stretched and turned awkward.

Part of him always feared being caught, and he had always prepared himself to face that. But he never expected someone like Akaishi-kun accepting him, even if it had happened a couple times in the past.

Even though Yuuto had no idea what to say to break the silence, because of his student’s words, the teacher couldn’t help but feel happy.

“Take off your shirt,” Akaishi-kun said abruptly.

It took a moment for Yuuto to register those words. I misheard him… I’m sure, he tried reassuring himself. “What did you say, Akaishi-kun? I didn’t hear quite right.”

“I said to take off your shirt,” Akaishi-kun said slowly, emphasizing every word. His expression was the same, as if his request wasn’t weird.

“What…?”

Yuuto blinked. He had heard something completely unexpected from his student. Twice.

Akaishi-kun chuckled as he stood up.

The cosplayer soon saw why and flushed. Out of reflex, he had grabbed his shirt with both hands and half-turned his body. It was a reaction he developed while cosplaying to protect himself from the more excited guests at conventions and contests without breaking character.

He knew it looked weird, as his sister pointed out after a great deal of laughter the first time she saw. The cosplayer did it anyway and by now it had become natural to him while in cosplay. But reacting like this in front of someone who knows I’m a guy…

“You said cosplaying is your form of art and your way of expressing your love for the characters, didn’t you?”

Yuuto nodded despite his embarrassment.

“Then show me. Show me how far you go for your art.” Akaishi-kun got closer, his eyes shining brighter than ever. He brought his hand near the cosplayer’s face, his fingers almost touching the other man. “I wanna see all your determination as an artist.”

Yuuto had no idea how to react. The first thing that crossed his mind was to refuse the weird request and leave. His secret life might be exposed or perhaps Akaishi-kun would keep quiet. The cosplayer couldn’t know.

But there was one thing he knew; there was no way he could leave now.

It wasn’t because of his pride as a cosplayer. Yuuto couldn’t leave when something he loved, when part of him was being challenged like that.

The teacher stood up without taking his eyes off his student. One by one, he opened the buttons of his shirt, his fingers moving slowly but steady. But on the last one, his hands stopped.

Akaishi-kun still stared him, the glow in his eyes stronger than ever now.

The teacher turned around, but his hands didn’t move. No matter the situation, taking my shirt off in front of my student is too bizarre! He breathed in and out slowly, trying to gather his courage. But his fingers still didn’t move.

Yuuto felt two hands on his shoulders. Instead of shaking off Akaishi-kun, however, he froze. They’re cold, the teacher thought as the sensation spread.

Everything seemed still for a second, and then, unlike the rather big and cold hands suggested, the student opened the last button and took off Yuuto’s shirt delicately.

Contrary to his determination, the cosplayer covered his chest. This is too embarrassing!

“You go so far as to wear a bra…” There was a hint of admiration in his voice. Akaishi-kun circled Yuuto slowly, checking every inch of the cosplayer’s skin. Then he touched and felt the bra.

“What are you—”

“Are these pads?”

“Of course, it is! I may dress like this, but I'm a man!” Yuuto lashed out due to his embarrassment before he could stop himself.

Akaishi-kun smiled and said something as he felt every inch of the underwear, his touch always delicate.

He seems used to seeing bras, the thought crossed Yuuto’s head. The teacher didn't tell him to stop though. He's just checking the pads and the fabric… there’s no reason to get embarrassed… I mean, the situation is weird, but we're both guys…

Without warning, Akaishi-kun' hands slipped under the bra and the pads.

The cosplayer did his best to keep his reaction to a minimum. Blaming it entirely on the cold hands, his nipples hardened a bit. If he notices this… Yuuto did his best to avoid the thought, but with every second Akaishi-kun felt his chest, the nipples became harder and harder.

But just as fast as they came, the hands were gone.

“You’re flat,” he said, almost disappointed.

“Of course I am!” Yuuto picked up his shirt and covered his chest. “Are we done?” he asked angrier than he meant.

“Raise your arms.” The student once again ignored his teacher. “Please,” he added when Yuuto didn’t move.

Grudgingly, the teacher obeyed, raising both arms to his sides.

With a now warm finger, Akaishi-kun touched under the cosplayer’s right wrist, sliding one finger slowly on the entire smooth forearm.

It tickles, Yuuto thought when Akaishi-kun reached the crook of the elbow. There was a weird tingling spreading to the rest of his body from where the student touched him.

“You shave everywhere?”

“Yes,” Yuuto muttered.

Akaishi-kun still checked, his hand sliding from under the arm to the lower back.

For a moment the teacher thought the student would feel his butt too, so he clenched it.  Wait, why am I doing this? Yuuto didn’t relax, though.

The hand moved to the hip and belly. The fingers spent a moment around the belly button and then felt the other arm, this time a bit rougher, but never harming the cosplayer’s skin.

Finally, Akaishi-kun stepped away.

Even considering the first time he cosplayed and his first photo shoot, it was one of the weirdest experience Yuuto ever had in his life. At least it’s over now, he thought, his cheeks red. But before a sigh of relief came from his lips, the hand was back.

With just one slide of his finger, Akaishi-kun unhooked the white frilly bra.

“What are you doing?” Yuuto raised his hands to keep the underwear, but the student never tried to undress him.

“With this amazing level of commitment, no one can deny it’s your form of art,” Akaishi-kun said in a serious voice. He took a few steps back and admired the cosplayer with the intense glow in his eyes. “Your actions far surpass your words.”

Despite the smile, the teacher could tell it had no other meaning behind.

“Thank you,” Yuuto said, not meeting Akaishi-kun’ eyes.

Though still cautious, the compliment did make him lower his guard. Even with everything that had happened this evening, Yuuto was happy. It was the first time he heard someone from this side admitting his cosplay wasn’t just a hobby.

Without knowing what to do, he just stood still, holding the bra with his hands. The teacher tried thinking of something to say, but Akaishi-kun spared him.

The student walked to the bookcase without any word.

Are we done…? Yuuto wondered but didn’t voice his question. Suddenly he felt a shiver and picked up his shirt.

“Please… don’t put on your shirt yet. I’d… I’d like to portray your art,” Akaishi-kun said, avoiding the teacher’s eyes, his cheeks a shade of pink. Behind him, almost invisible against the wall, a blank canvas on an easel. “I wanna portrait you and your art.” The student looked the teacher right in the eyes this time, still blushing.

“You’re a painter?” Akaishi-kun stared him with a puzzled expression, and then gestured the walls. It took the teacher too long to connect the dots. “You painted all these…?”

Yuuto looked at the paintings again with amazement. He never thought the student who barely came to school and was, according to the rumors, involved with fights, could create such beauty. Then the paint with the nude woman too…

“I wanna paint you,” Akaishi-kun repeated in a firmer voice.

“There’s no reason to paint me,” Yuuto said with a tiny smile.

“Why?” Akaishi-kun came closer. “At least give me a reason.”

“Because…” Yuuto had a reason, but it was too embarrassed to say it aloud. He looked at the paintings again, his eyes resting on the nude woman. “They are so amazing… and I’m…”

“I wanna paint you.” The student was so close the teacher had to look up to see his face.

“Why?”

“I have no idea,” Akaishi-kun repeated Yuuto’s words.

“That’s… different…” Yuuto averted his eyes.

“Are you trying to tell a painter not to paint?”

Yuuto opened his mouth… and then a chuckled escaped his mouth. Against his own words, there was nothing he could do.

With no more protest from the teacher, Akaishi-kun brought a stool from the kitchen.

As he set up the canvas, Yuuto looked at his student’s back. With a sigh, he sat on the stool, hoping it would be over soon. A second later, Akaishi-kun’ hands were all over the teacher’s body again.

“Put your leg like this and the hands here. Yes, like this. And half turn your body.” Despite giving the instructions, Akaishi-kun placed everything the way he wanted.

At least it’s a tasteful pose… I suppose, Yuuto thought when Akaishi-kun finally let go of him. The cosplayer sat with one leg on the stool and had his head to Akaishi-kun with his chin on his hands over the knee. Except for the unhooked bra, his back was naked and half-facing the window, the beautiful sunset behind him.

The student took a deep breath and began to paint, so concentrated the teacher didn’t dare to break the silence. He didn’t want to ruin the moment.

Even if it was one of the craziest afternoons of his life, Yuuto couldn’t help but smile at the sight of Akaishi-kun painting. So he can make this kind of expression too, he thought, his smile growing.


Chapter 02

A tired and confused Yuuto tried to understand what was happening around him.

Everywhere he turned, the students and his colleagues complimented him. Some even went so far as to pat him on the back. All because a certain someone, who had barely shown up since the beginning of the school term, appeared.

And that didn’t seem enough for Akaishi-kun. Not only he made it clear the only reason for his return was because the teacher had told him in person, he even thanked Yuuto in front of the class. Despite all his seriousness, the teacher saw the student’s lips curling in a smile.

“Did you really have to say that?” Yuuto asked in a hushed voice. He had dragged the student to the old art club’s room after school.

“Why are you mad? Did I lie by any chance?” Akaishi-kun had a puzzled expression. But then he flashed a sly smile. “You told me to come to school after our time together, so here I am.”

“You… you…” are enjoying this too much!

Yuuto had no strength to reply. He sighed in defeat and sat on one of the stools, sinking his face in both hands. Technically speaking, he’s right, the teacher had to admit, though grudgingly.

That Saturday, after Akaishi-kun discovered his secret and made a seminude painting of the cosplayer, Yuuto, trying to retain some respect as an educator, told his student to go back to school on Monday.

Though third years whose grades were good enough to graduate weren’t required to attend school after the universities’ exams, Akaishi-kun was in rather a delicate situation.

If he didn’t show up soon, he might have to repeat the year due to his poor attendance. Because of that, the vice principal almost begged the faculty members to try talking with the student.

Yuuto, who wasn’t the teacher in charge of his class and had almost no contact outside the classroom with Akaishi-kun, said it more out of responsibility. I never thought for a second that he would actually show up.

Because of that, Yuuto wasn’t ready to Akaishi-kun’ unexpected appearance. All the shameful memories kept popping into his mind the entire day. Despite trying, the teacher couldn’t stop blushing whenever he saw the student, which happened more than it should, since Akaishi-kun kept appearing out of nowhere between classes.

What was worse was that the student didn’t talk or anything. He just watched Yuuto with an intrigued expression.

“What’s wrong?” Akaishi-kun’ voice brought the teacher back. The student got closer, so close Yuuto had to look up to see his face. “You seem tired.”

Whose fault do you think it is? He thought angrily but held his tongue. Yuuto forgot he was sitting and took a step back. The only reason he wasn’t on the floor was because Akaishi-kun managed to grab and pulled him closer. The teacher flushed once again, mumbled thanks, pushed the student away and rubbed his eyes.

Yuuto spent the rest of the weekend in complete disarray. His mind was in a sort of haze after the afternoon at his student’s apartment. He couldn’t stop smiling as the sight of Akaishi-kun painting kept appearing before his eyes. But after he go home and changed to his normal clothes, the events truly sank.

Not only someone discovered his secret, because his pride as a cosplayer, he ended up letting a man, who was his own student, no less, touch his body. And what was worse was that Yuuto couldn’t shake the lingering sensation of Akaishi-kun’ finger on him. He could feel it sometimes, along with a strange tingling where he was touched.

On Sunday, after barely sleeping, Yuuto tried taking his mind off his student. But neither revising the lessons for the week or finishing his latest cosplay helped at all. Even reading any book became hard.

The teacher was too worried and had no concentration. All his mind did was go over the event and the conversation after Akaishi-kun finished painting again and again.

At least he promised he’d keep my secret… Yuuto had lost count of how many times he had said that to himself over the weekend.

Not only Akaishi-kun didn’t seem like the type of person who would spread rumors, he had assured he would keep their secret, as he kept calling. But there was something in the way he said those words, something behind the smile which made Yuuto feared what he might find on Monday morning.

I don’t think he’d tell anyone, but he seems so reckless he might end up exposing me accidentally.

With a restless day and two sleepless nights, Yuuto went to school filled with dread. He hesitated as he walked on the corridor, when he turned the corner, every time someone got close or talked to him. Whenever someone talked or laughed, he turned around, half expecting to see the students laughing at him, or his colleagues looking at him as they whispered among themselves.

To his relief, nothing seemed different; everyone treated him like always. The boys and the girls greeted him, a few students shared their weekend with him—for some reason girls felt comfortable sharing with Yuuto since he was a kid—and Sawa-chan and Dan-kun, his friends and colleagues, talked with him like usual.

It was a normal day.

With his mood rising, Yuuto went to the classroom filled with confidence.

But a little after the bell rang and the teacher had begun his lesson, Akaishi-kun entered the classroom through the back door, and his confidence crumbled at once.

Their eyes met only for a second, but all the memories of what happened popped in Yuuto’s mind for the first time in the day. The embarrassment crossed his face as Akaishi-kun’ lips curled. The teacher felt his heart and mood plummeting at once. Why did he come? What does he want? Is he going to break the promise?

With the eyes of everyone in the classroom, Akaishi-kun sat on the last chair near the window, as if he did it every day.

The class had fewer students than usual, but that didn’t stop them from creating a ruckus. After a moment of surprise, they began bombarding him with questions after questions, not giving him time to answer. It was hard to understand everything, but what most wanted to know was why Akaishi-kun came back to school.

Yuuto did nothing to regain control of the class. Although afraid of what he might hear, the teacher waited for the student’s answers too, though he tried to stay out of Akaishi-kun’ line of sight.

“Someone told me to come,” he said when his classmates finally settled down.

Unfortunately for Yuuto, that wasn’t enough for them. Instead of changing the topic, they now wanted to know who could make the famous Akaishi-kun show up after so long.

With that many faces staring him, Akaishi-kun curled lips became a smile. When his eyes met Yuuto’s, his smile turned sly.

Every else turned around. When they realized their teacher was the person in question, they showered Yuuto with praises. Soon the word spread, and other students and faculty members did the same.

Contrary to the compliments around him, Yuuto felt his belly tightening. Why did he come? What does he want? Against his will, the same questions kept filling his head all day. Before he realized, the school day was over and he barely remembered giving his lessons.

All Yuuto wanted was to ask Akaishi-kun his motives, but even now, when they were alone, it was hard to bring it up.

“Yes, I’m tired,” Yuuto managed to answer Akaishi-kun with some dignity. But seeing that carefree face, something snapped inside him. “Actually, I’m exhausted! I couldn’t sleep because of you!”

And there goes my dignity as an educator, Yuuto thought miserably a second later after lashing out his anger. No matter if it is his fault, I can’t do this to a student…

Instead of getting annoyed, Akaishi-kun’ smile broadened. “Were you thinking of me?”

“What? Of course not,” Yuuto lied.

“I could only think about you.”

The student stopped smiling, his eyes glowing with the same intensity Yuuto saw that day.

That expression left the teacher without reaction. It took him a while to recover.

“Stop with those weird jokes,” Yuuto managed to mumble as he averted his eyes. If someone hears him say that…

“I’m not joking,” Akaishi-kun came closer and Yuuto ended up looking into his eyes. This time the teacher didn’t step back. “It’s been a long time since I wanted to paint. That day… I felt something. Something I thought it was gone. Don’t treat like a joke… please…”

“I…” Even after a while, the literature teacher hadn’t found words. He took deeps breaths to organize his thoughts. “I won’t say it’s a joke anymore. I couldn’t sleep and was worried if you’d say something,” Yuuto answered the student’s initial question, all the anger gone from his voice.

“I made a promise,” Akaishi-kun said in a low voice, taking a step back. The glow on his eyes vanished so fast Yuuto gulped.  “Did you doubt my word?”

“I’m sorry,” the teacher said right away, his eyes on the floor. “I didn’t mean to doubt you. Is just that… no one in a position like yours has discovered my secret before… I’m tired and nervous, but you haven’t given me any reason to doubt you. I’m sorry.”

Yuuto bowed, too ashamed to look Akaishi-kun in the eyes.

The student remained in silence.

“I’ll forgive you if you come to my apartment after dinner,” Akaishi-kun said suddenly and walked to the door before Yuuto could say anything. But when he was about to leave the room, he came back and whispered into the cosplayer’s ear. “Bring your boldest cosplay. One that even today makes you embarrassed.”

“Wait, what?” It took Yuuto too long to process what his student had just said. “Why would I do that?”

“You do wanna apologize to me, don’t you?” His voice suggested it was obvious. “This is the best way for both of us.”

“Those are two different things!” The teacher’s tone was louder than he wished. “And how is that best for me?”

“And there’s something I wanna show you.” Akaishi-kun ignored Yuuto’s protest.

“What?”

“I could show you here.” The sly smile was back in an instant. “But I’m sure you’d prefer some privacy. I’d never risk breaking my promise because I wanna keep our secret a secret.”

“Stop saying… Wait!”

Akaishi-kun was gone before Yuuto could say anything else. I came here to ask why he said those things in class and somehow now I have to go to his apartment again?

Barely understanding what had just happened, the teacher panicked in the old art club’s room. Should I go? Akaishi-kun wouldn’t tell anyone, he’s made that clear… Yuuto was certain of that at least. But the conversation just now had just confirmed the student was too reckless.

I have to go… the teacher realized. If I don’t, he’ll keep insisting… and I it was unfair of me to doubt his promise…

Yuuto sat on the stool and buried his face on both hands, imagining what could happen if he ignored Akaishi-kun’ request. Their secret would be safe, but his student certainly wouldn’t let him off the hook like that.

The cosplayer resigned to his fate and was ringing his student’s doorbell a few hours later with a bag under his arm. He kept glancing sideways, hoping no one would see him. Even the short time waiting took too long. What’s taking Akaishi-kun so long?

When the student finally opened the door and stepped aside to let the teacher in, Yuuto quickly entered. He breathed out in relief, took off his shoes and placed them facing the door.

If I have to do this, let’s be quick about it! With that in mind, he faced Akaishi-kun. But even with his determination, the words didn’t come easily under those dark eyes.

“Down the hall, second door on the right,” the student answered the teacher’s unvoiced question.

Yuuto dashed to the bathroom, his heart thumping so loud he feared Akaishi-kun might hear. The cosplayer placed the bag on the counter and stared his reflection in the mirror. Am I really gonna do this? Am I about to pose in cosplay for my student… again? Wasn’t there a less embarrassing way to apologize?

With a resigned sigh, he took off his coat, shirt, and pants. Then his slow and trembling fingers took off the underwear. No matter if he was alone, Yuuto, a teacher, was naked inside his student’s bathroom. This is beyond bizarre… But at this point, there’s no turning back…

The cosplayer took a blue fabric from his bag and placed the right leg first. When the left leg was in as well, he pulled the rest of the cosplay up. After both arms were in the right place, he wore the white sailor blouse. Then his hand went under the swimsuit, adjusting so his member wouldn’t create a too visible bulge.

Why this cosplay looks so lewd now? I know I wore it only once, but even then, it didn’t look this lewd, the cosplayer thought as he turned around to observe his reflection. I don’t remember being this tight… His fingers went between the swimsuit and his butt, fixed it and released the fabric with a snap.

As a final touch, he tied his hair with pins and placed a short brown-colored wig on his head. Even if the cosplay wasn’t complete, his face became an alarming shade of red.

There’s no way I’ll wear everything in front of Akaishi-kun. He looked at his reflection again. I won’t be able to face him after this, the teacher thought, hesitating with each step as he left the bathroom.

The student was observing the view of the window when Yuuto came back to the living room. Once he heard the light steps, Akaishi-kun turned to his teacher in his boldest cosplay, as he had requested. His face indicating nothing as he stared the cosplayer.

The teacher could swear he saw a hint of a smile on his student.

“Is that the entire cosplay?”

Does he know the character? “No… T-there’s… the legs piece, but it broke, and I haven’t fixed yet,” the cosplayer admitted, avoiding Akaishi-kun’ eyes.

“What else is missing?” he asked, doing no effort to hide how much fun he was having.

Damn… How can he tell? Does he know the character or not? Pressing his lips, the cosplayer’s hand went into the bag and pulled a pair of dog-ears accessory and a fluffy tail with a belt. “There’s also… this…”

Wearing the complete cosplay in front of him… Yuuto had hoped at least to avoid putting on all the accessories. The school swimsuit with the top of the sailor uniform was embarrassing enough. The dog-ears and the tail would be too much.

But somehow, Akaishi-kun only needed one look to see through him.

Before the cosplayer could put the dog-ears and the tail, Akaishi-kun showed the open palm. Yuuto handed his student the accessory.

Akaishi-kun turned it around, observing every inch of the fluffy brown tail. Then he twisted the tail up and it stayed that way. “Isn’t this supposed to be limp?”

“It’s different than the ones from stores. It’s for professional cosplayers,” Yuuto answered with a certain pride.

“Hm…” Akaishi-kun kept twisting the tail, a low metallic sound filling the room. Then his hand slid to the base near the belt. When he found and turned on the tiny button, his face shone with a smile as the tail began vibrating. “Is this a plu—”

“It’s not a plug!” Yuuto shouted before Akaishi-kun finished his question. His embarrassment only made the student’s smile broaden. He tried to grab the tail, but the student was too fast for him.

“Why does everyone keep asking this?” he mumbled angrily. My fans asked the same thing on my blog, the cosplayer thought. A second later, he widened his eyes and glanced at Akaishi-kun.

To his luck, his student didn’t ask who everyone was. In fact, he wasn’t even paying attention to Yuuto; he was too busy watching the tail vibrate in his hand.

Thank goodness. The last thing I need is Akaishi-kun finding out about my blog… nor my cosplayer name… Yuuto knew he couldn’t handle the embarrassment if his student saw all his photos, especially the ones of him during the photo shooting with the male cosplayers.

After snatching his tail back and putting the accessories on, Yuuto did his best to avoid Akaishi-kun’s eyes. Even at the convention, this cosplay was already too embarrassing.

The teacher waited, but the silence between them only grew as the student got closer and circled him.

“So this is your boldest cosplay… It looks more like a parade of fetishes to me. A school swimsuit, the top of a sailor uniform, the animal ears, and tail. I can see the appeal though,” he said, slipping a hand down Yuuto’s back and turned the tail on, his fingers brushing against the teacher’s butt for a second.

“It is a genuine cosplay!” Yuuto screamed, pulling his tail away from Akaishi-kun.

In truth, the cosplayer knew he couldn’t deny the fetish part. He couldn’t deny that he liked some of those either. Even he only had the courage to wear it once. Yuuto knew that from the beginning but still chose to make the cosplay. Just because he loved the anime and the character. But now that he realized Akaishi-kun was the first person to see it in a long time, he got even more conscious about it.

“Laugh if you want, but I’m proud of this cosplay,” Yuuto lashed out to hide his embarrassment, even though, despite his words, Akaishi-kun carried no judgment in his eyes.

“I told you before. I can’t laugh at a true artist,” he said with a smile.

The smile wasn’t the sly one nor a smug; it was a genuinely gentle smile. One that caught Yuuto off guard and made him avert his eyes, ashamed.

“I’m sorry for screaming.” The teacher bowed to his student for the second time that day.

Akaishi-kun didn’t seem bothered and just got closer, so close Yuuto could smell him. He smells nice, the thought popped into his head before he took a few steps back. What am I thinking?

“W-what…?”

Akaishi-kun raised his hand so fast Yuuto couldn’t react. He ran a thumb slowly around the teacher’s mouth, stopping at the bottom lip. “You’re not wearing makeup today.”

“N-no… this cosplay doesn’t need much makeup…”

Yuuto averted his eyes. So close…

But then Akaishi-kun squatted, his face too close to what was between the teacher’s legs.

Even with the swimsuit between them, Yuuto could feel the warm air from his nose on that sensitive part. It sent a shiver down the cosplayer’s spine. He had trouble stopping the impulse of covering that part with his hands.

“You’re this good at hiding. Only this close I can tell there’s something here. You’re lucky it’s small.”

It took Yuuto half a heartbeat to realize what his student meant. Once he did, the teacher half-turned his body, his hands covering that area.

“Shut up! Don’t call it small! And of course I hide it! What do you think it would happen if my fans found out I’m a guy?”

“What if you get hard?” Akaishi-kun ignored the teacher again, barely containing his own amusement.

Again, it took a moment for the teacher to realize the meaning behind the words. “Don’t make it sound like I’m a pervert! I don’t get that kind of excitement in cosplay! I told you this is my form of art!”

Akaishi-kun’s his lips curled into a smile. This time Yuuto recognized it right away; it was the sly one. “Are you telling me you’ve never had fun in cosplay?”

“Never!”

“Then I must confirm something.”

Before Yuuto could react, Akaishi-kun grabbed him and turned him around. A moment later, he was fondling the teacher’s chest over the swimsuit. It took less than a second for his fingers to find and rub the nipples.

The cosplayer grabbed the hands and tried to pull them, but the student was too strong.

Akaishi-kun twisted and pinched the nipples gently at first. Then a bit rougher, until they were hardening.

“Is this happening because someone’s touching you?” Akaishi-kun pinched the nipples harder. “Or it’s because I’m the one touching?” he whispered into Yuuto’s ear, so close the teacher could feel the warm breath.

Why… do you… care…? Yuuto wanted to ask, but the words were stuck in his hazed mind.

It wasn’t the first time something like this happened. When he decided to take cosplaying more seriously, his sister gave him one of her old bras as a ‘starting gift’. After forcing him to wear it, she fondled his chest, saying it would help him feel more like a crossplayer. Yuuto realized he shouldn’t have told her when she was drunk.

But when she pinched my nipples, they didn’t get hard at all… With the memory, Yuuto ruled out the first option. He didn’t want to think about the second.

No way! Against his will, the lower part of the school swimsuit was getting tighter.

One of Akaishi-kun’ hands slid down between the legs and stroked the cosplayer’s bulge gently over the cloth.

Please… don’t… Yuuto tried speaking but bit his lips instead; the mix of pleasure and the pain from the tight clothes would make his voice weird, he knew.

“I thought you didn’t get hard with your art,” Akaishi-kun said in a sly whisper.

Yuuto knew his student was speaking near him. But the voice seemed too far away for the teacher to understand the words right away.

Even so, there was one thing he could tell; Akaishi-kun was enjoying the situation.

“It’s… your… fault,” Yuuto managed to say between gasps. His member was getting bigger, but in the downwards position he placed to hide, it was starting to hurt. A lot. It’s too tight!

“It must be painful.”

Akaishi-kun’ hand slid inside the swimsuit and touched the cosplayer directly. The pain grew for a moment when the student grabbed and placed the manhood upwards.

“Please… don’t—”

The cold hand against his throbbing member was weird. But at the same time, it was good.

Too good, Yuuto admitted grudgingly, his mind hazed with pleasure. The other hand was still pinching and playing with the nipple. His entire body felt hot and sweaty despite the cool room.

With one gentle squeeze from Akaishi-kun, Yuuto’s seed flowed a bit, along with another moan of pleasure.

What’s… happening… why does… his hands feel… this good?

When Yuuto thought he was reaching his limits, the hand was gone.

Is it… over…? His shoulders dropped, his breathing irregular.

In the next second, Akaishi-kun’ hand was back, touching the throbbing member over the swimsuit again.

Yuuto felt his manhood tightening even more against the fabric as the hand moved up and down. But now there was no more pain; there was only pleasure now. I can’t… I have… to hold… it!

“I’ll stop if you answer me. Are you hard because someone’s touching you?” He pinched the nipple harder. “Or is because there a man touching you?” He stroked down there faster. “Or is it because I’m the one touching you?”

I… I… don’t… know, Yuuto admitted to himself. The wet and dark spot in the lower part of his blue swimsuit was bigger and bigger and his mind blanker with each stroke.

“Tell me.”

The teacher was about to pass his limit. His seed was about to gush out, he could feel it. Yuuto was about to feel pleasure because of another man.

“I… don’t… know,” he managed to say between gasps.

I… can’t… hold… anymore… He was about to give in to the pleasure…

Akaishi-kun let go of him, so sudden the cosplayer fell on the floor, exhausted.

“Why… did… you…”

Yuuto could barely speak. He tried standing but had no strengthen in his legs. He was sweating, his face hot, his breath short and wet down there. And the worst was, for half a heartbeat, he felt frustrated. Why did you stop?

Little by little, the blood flowed back to where it belonged. Before Yuuto had enough strength to stand up, however, Akaishi-kun placed a hand on his back and the other arm under his leg, lifting him.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” the student said, averting his eyes, his cheeks red.

No, you shouldn’t have! Yuuto wanted to scream, but his voice would come out weird, he knew.

Akaishi-kun gently placed the teacher on the couch and knelt with both hands on the floor.

“When you said you didn’t get hard… I kinda… lost control of myself and got carried away. Please, forgive me!” he shouted, lowering his head.

Is Akaishi-kun… is the Akaishi-kun bowing…? Is he truly sorry? Maybe I should…

No! He’s my student and a man, and he was touching me… and I almost…!

Yuuto stared the top of Akaishi-kun’ head, the tangle black hair right in front of him.

Maybe he’s sorry… He’s apologizing… Argh! The teacher messed his own hair.

With his head still down, Akaishi-kun raced to the wall and brought back a canvas. “I know it’s nowhere near enough but accept this as an apology… please.”

In a different manner from before, Yuuto had no words. When Akaishi-kun turned the canvas and revealed the painting, the teacher almost forgot what just had happened. “Is… this… me…?”

It was so beautiful Yuuto had trouble believing the one portrayed was really him.

The city’s glow on the background looked like bubbles of light illuminating his back, the unhooked bra, half of his face and the legs, giving a beautiful glow. And although he didn’t remember, Akaishi-kun had painted a gentle smile on the teacher’s lips.

Even if it was a painting of him, all Yuuto could see was a tasteful and sensual painting.

“It’s… marvelous…” The literature teacher had forgotten words to describe what he was seeing.

“This is you. How I saw you and your art.” Akaishi-kun blushed but didn’t look away. His smile was genuine.

How can you say something so embarrassing, Yuuto thought, looking back to the painting to avoid his student’s eyes. Even so, he couldn’t help but smile too. How long it’s been since someone complimented me and my art while knowing that I’m a man?

He kept observing the painting… until he remembered what had just happened between them.

“Those sweet words won’t undo what you just did!”

“I know. Even so, I ask you to forgive my behavior.” Akaishi-kun bowed again.

Yuuto could tell his student meant it and his anger faltered. Can I forgive him for… touching me? I mean… everyone deserves a second chance… at least one, anyway. He made a mistake and seems sorry…

“I know I shouldn’t have touched you, but I got carried away. I never planned to do that, but when I saw you, I wanted to see all your expressions, all of you and your art,” Akaishi-kun said, raising his head. His eyes shone with the same intensity from that afternoon. “When I came back to my senses, I couldn’t stop myself. I know it’s selfish on my part and you have every right to refuse, to hate me, but I ask you please forgive me and accept this painting as an apology!”

He lowered his head again, his forehead touching the ground.

The words were so sincere Yuuto felt his anger leaving him regardless of his will. He tried to hold it for a moment but then sighed in defeat again.

“Fine. I’ll accept your apologies,” he said, averting his eyes; Akaishi-kun’s smile was too bright for him.

I never thought I could inspire something like this, Yuuto thought, a smile forcing itself. His art was fulfilling to himself, but he knew some people used photos of his to get excited. Akaishi-kun could only paint this because of my art… because of me… the cosplayer couldn’t hide his smile anymore.

Wait a minute…

“Akaishi-kun… did you… was this what you wanted to show me?” The student nodded, avoiding the teacher’s gaze, his cheeks bright red. Yuuto chuckled and beamed. “You are a true artist.”

Akaishi-kun widened his eyes and held Yuuto’s free hand with his own.

Yuuto tried pulling back out of reflex, but he with the canvas on the other hand, he couldn’t move.

“Become mine!” Akaishi-kun shouted, his eyes glowing with intensity.

The words remained in the air for a long time, the silence reining between them.

Yuuto felt his entire body warming up, and, as Akaishi-kun’ voice echoed in his mind again and again, a stir occurred between his legs.

Panicking, the cosplayer wanted to pull the hem of the sailor outfit down right away, but with both hands occupied, he could not.

“W-what did you say?” Yuuto said to keep Akaishi-kun’ attention away from what was happening on the lower part of the school swimsuit.

“Please become my muse!” The intense light in the student’s eyes shone even brighter.

“What?” Yuuto blinked. His body was still hot, but now that he found out Akaishi-kun’ true request, he cooled down a bit, part of him disappointed. Wait… Why am I feeling this?

“Please become my muse!” Akaishi-kun asked for the third time, staring into Yuuto’ eyes, so close their noses were almost touching.

Yuuto didn’t know which eye to look, so he kept looking between them. Then he looked down a bit, staring Akaishi-kun’ lips.

A stronger stir between his legs swayed him. When he realized what was happening, he raised his eyes back to Akaishi-kun’ intense eyes.

“Yes.” The word came out of his mouth before he realized.

Akaishi-kun beamed and then kissed Yuuto’s hand for a long time.

“Thank you,” he said in a low voice brimming with emotion. “With you, I know can love painting again.”

Yuuto couldn’t avoid staring his eyes. Though it was fainter, the light was still there. After what could be seconds or perhaps hours, he wasn’t sure, the teacher noticed something behind them.

It was near invisible, but it tainted the light.

There’s anguish behind that determination. Almost as if he’s forcing to move forward, Yuuto thought, waking from the trance. He finally broke the gaze.

“Please let go of my hand,” he said to fill the silence.

“Whatever my muse desires.”

Akaishi-kun kissed the hand again and only then let it go. Almost as if regaining his vigor, he raced to one of the rooms and came back with a blank canvas this time.

Yuuto’s mind was still on the warm from Akaishi-kun’ lips when he realized.

“Wait… did you ask me to come in cosplay just to paint me again?”

“Yes.” His voice and expression suggested it was obvious.

The faint hot sensation lingering over his body went away. All that remained was the annoyance.

“Could you please remember our positions and not trick me again?” Yuuto asked through gritted teeth.

“You’re my muse,” Akaishi-kun said, tilting his head. Then he brought a stool from the kitchen and sat, ready to paint.

“I’m your teacher,” Yuuto said, trying to control his anger. “So please call me teacher!”


Chapter 03

Yuuto didn’t remember getting home; his mind still struggled to understand what had happened in the last few hours. When he noticed, he stood before his apartment with the keys in hands.

“I’m home,” said Yuuto out of habit. The way he was, even taking off his shoes was troublesome. He had sat on the entrance to untie the shoelaces.

“Welcome back,” his sister’s voice came from inside the apartment.

By the time Yuuto finally took his shoes off and threw it aside, Amane Yuuka showed up in her green sweater and black wool pants.

“Did something happen? What took you so long? I was starting to get worried.”

“My, err, appointment took longer than I thought…” Yuuto trailed off, never looking at his sister directly.

Her eyes narrowed, and the teacher knew he had to distract her. If he woke her curiosity, there was no way he could keep what happened between him and his student a secret. Not from his sister. He noticed the backpack on her back, the coat under her arm and her brown hair tied in two buns on the side of the head, the hairstyle she used when working.

“Are you going out to work at this hour?”

“Yeah… My tablet broke, but master said I could use hers.” She checked her brother from top to bottom and clasped his cheeks with the free hand. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” he quickly replied, dismissing the hand. “Shouldn’t you be going, sis? Your deadline is in a week. Can you finish on time?”

“To be honest, I’m a little worried,” she said, biting her lips. “I can borrow the tablet tonight and maybe tomorrow, but I know master needs it too…”

“I can take yours to fix it tomorrow morning if you want.”

His sister’s face beamed with a smile. She jumped to hug and kiss him on the cheek. “Thanks, Yuuto! You’re a real lifesaver! The best little brother ever!”

Yuuto couldn’t help but smile too. He liked that his sister always went overboard when she was happy, though sometimes it was troublesome for him. “Just promise you’ll sleep and eat. For real, not just naps and junk food like last time! You came home a mess!”

“Yes, grandma, I promise.” She was still smiling when she let him go and put on her shoes. The artist opened the door but then turned back to him. “You sure everything is okay? You look red.”

Out of reflex, his hand touched his cheek. It was true; it was a bit hot. For a second the thought of telling her everything crossed his mind, but he dismissed it almost right away. Yuuto himself was still trying to understand what had happened in his student’s apartment. Though his sister would help, after teasing him a lot, he didn’t want to burden her. Not now when her deadline’s so close.

“I’m okay… really,” the little brother said at last, forcing a weak smile.

“Okay… If you say so, then I’m off.”

Yuuto could tell she didn’t believe him, but she wouldn’t ask anymore at the moment out of respect for his privacy. Thanks, sis. He waited until his sister’s footsteps faded away.  Then, with a deep and tired sigh, he went to the bathroom.

He didn’t just feel hot; he really was. It’s almost as if I’m wearing makeup, the cosplayer thought, rubbing his cheeks. But my makeup never made me look as if embarrassed. And washing’s not gonna make a difference.

It looks even worse now, Yuuto thought when he took the cosplay from his bag, his cheeks warming with the memory.

The school swimsuit appeared like always, except for the dark stain on the lower part. Even against the deep blue fabric, it was visible. And without touching, Yuuto could tell it was still moist.

I can’t believe a man, and what’s worst, one of my students, touched me and almost made me… Yuuto felt the shame overflowing as he relived the memory against his will.

When he closed his eyes, he could feel Akaishi-kun’ touch once again, one cold hand pinching the nipple and the other caressing him down there. He remembered how the fingers moved up and down, almost making him reach pleasure.

His blood rushed where it shouldn’t.

With more strength than necessary, Yuuto threw the swimsuit in the washer and turned on the machine.

But that wasn’t enough to settle down what was still growing. With his mind hazing again, the teacher took the coldest shower he could, all while trying to block Akaishi-kun from his head.

Still wasn’t enough; Yuuto still felt his body aching.

Though it wasn’t even 8 o’clock yet, he put on his pajamas. I doubt I can sleep now, he thought, eying the bed. At this time, Yuuto would normally revise his lesson for the next day, read something or work on his latest cosplay, but he doubted any of those options would be enough tonight.

Since today was the first day after winter break, there was no work to do. And he already had revised his lesson plans the week before. There was a couple book on the nightstand, but after he read a couple lines, he gave up. I can’t concentrate at all… And the last volume ended in an awesome cliffhanger, he lamented.

What was left was work on his art, but that was the last thing Yuuto wanted. Whenever he glanced at the sewing machine or his closet with the cosplays, the picture of Akaishi-kun popped into his mind.

If that was all, he might be able to deal with it, but the student’s face came with a queer feeling and a blood rush the teacher was trying hard to ignore.

With no other idea, Yuuto turned to the TV in the living room. But after flipping through the channels, he found nothing decent enough to keep his mind busy and was almost throwing the remote on the couch to lash out his anger. Why the anime only air later?

Then he noticed the Blu-ray player’s light blinking. Did sis forget it on?

Yuuto changed the input on the TV and saw a message on the screen, asking if he would like to continue from where his sister left off. I can’t believe she forgot it on again…

She liked to work with some background noise, and without Yuuto around, she could use the big TV. This time I’ll let her off the hook. I bet when her tablet broke, she was too worried to think of anything else.

Well… I hope it’s something interesting enough… Glad he had found something to keep his mind busy for a time, Yuuto pressed play.

It took only a few seconds for him to turn off the TV, but it wasn’t fast enough. The damage was already done; Yuuto’s entire face burned.

No matter if he saw only for a few seconds, the image had carved itself in his eyes, the moans still ringing in his ears. T-two… two guys… naked… and…t-they were…! Even in his mind, he couldn’t bring himself to finish the sentence.

It wasn’t the first time it had happened. I should’ve known! Damn it, sister! I don’t what hentai on the living room! Why did you have to watch that kind of anime here? He remembered asking her that same question when he caught her watching a similar anime in the middle of the night.

Even though she had headphones on and was immersed on the screen, she hit pause when she somehow noticed Yuuto standing behind her.

The little brother was too shocked by what was happening on the screen to say anything intelligible. After many words fragments, Yuuto finally managed to ask, if barely, what she was doing.

She looked between the screen and her brother and then shameless answered ‘studying’ before hitting play again.

Even without sound, the video alone was enough to make Yuuto go an alarming shade of red. He would have dashed out of the room if he wasn’t frozen due to shock. The best he could do was to cover his face with both hands.

Even so, Yuuto ended up watching the anime through his fingers. Only when the characters finished the lewd foreplay and started the act, he recovered his senses and raced to his bedroom.

To his luck, his mind managed to erase the memory with great effort. Even with his sister doing the favor of reminding him, asking if he didn’t want to cosplay one of those characters for a photo shoot a few weeks later.

Now, thanks to the few seconds from this new anime, all that work was for naught.

With his face burning from ear to ear, Yuuto raced to the bedroom, threw himself on the bed and buried his face on the pillow, hoping to fall asleep as quickly as possible. But no matter how many positions he tried, sleep didn’t come.

After tossing around for what could be half an hour or all night long, Yuuto threw the covers aside and checked his phone. One in the morning? Exhausted, and with his body still hot despite cold room, he gave up sleep.

Yuuto looked around the bedroom, trying to find something, anything to pass the time. His eyes rested on the laptop on the desk. It’s better to relax than staying all night long like this, he said to himself, turning on the computer.

With any luck, I might get sleepy. Three sleepless nights in a row would certainly affect his health and his work.

Yuuto tapped the fingers on the desk, waiting for the computer to start. When the screen finally showed the work area, Yuuto blushed and clicked on the browser as fast as he could. The last thing he needed was to look at the background photo and see him with his sister and her friends during his first convention, the first time he cosplayed.

Damn it! He closed the browser and opened again in incognito mode. Even if it was his own laptop, his sister used it sometimes when her friends came to help her with the manga. It’ll be too embarrassing if sis or her friends find out what I use to relax… Again…

In the little time between closing and opening the browser, Yuuto saw the photo of him in cosplay. Akaishi-kun once again popped into his mind and the queer hot sensation grew.

Shaking his head to dismiss the feeling, he quickly typed the usual sites he used to relax. Certainly looking at the cute girls he liked the most would help him.

But almost half an hour later, neither Miu-chan, Renka-chan, Kurumu-chan, Moka-chan nor any of the other girls he liked could make him rise. Not even a bit.

With his eyelids heavy, his vision blurring, sleep still eluding and the queer sensation spreading, Yuuto gave up any common sense he had left. He went back to the bed and using the memories from earlier, he slipped a hand inside his pajamas and the other inside his shirt…

Twenty minutes later, he was finally sleeping.

For the second morning in a row, Yuuto arrived at school exhausted. After leaving his sister’s tablet to fix it, he ran to the teacher’s lounge, careful enough to avoid everyone.

He didn’t know what was worse; face Akaishi-kun right away or wait around until the student appeared with another request to pose.

Why did I agree to that…? What was I thinking…?

The thought of cosplaying only to his student again sent Yuuto’s mind into a chaos of mixed feelings.

On one hand, he had to admit, though grudgingly, it felt wonderful to have someone acknowledging his misunderstood and unappreciated art. That first painting Akaishi-kun had shown was simply beyond marvelous.

Now, after he was somewhat calmer, Yuuto regretted leaving the piece of art. But no matter how much he wanted to look at it again and again, he couldn’t bring it home and risk his sister seeing it. If she did find out, she would pry everything from him.

The idea of his BL loving sister knowing a man, who was also his student, almost pleasured her little brother would make her imagination go wild, and she didn’t need any help on that department.

On the other hand, the idea of what happened, and especially how his body reacted, made him scared of himself.

Not only Yuuto blushed every time he thought about that afternoon, what happened felt, he had to admit though he would never say aloud, good. Too good… For a moment I was about to let it go and…

And what scared him the most was the fact that part of him, the one which wanted to forget they were teacher and student, wished Akaishi-kun hadn’t stopped. Even now, that side that had awakened regretted the rules Yuuto himself had set up.

After the incident, after seeing the painting and hearing the request to pose for another, after Yuuto’s mind was back to normal and his blood had returned to the right place, the teacher realized he had just agreed to be a muse.

Right away he wanted to take his word back but stopped himself. It wasn’t just the newly awakened side of him that held his tongue; the rest of him feared the outcome. Who knows what Akaishi-kun could do if I go back on my word, the cosplayer thought at the time.

The student would never tell their secret. The teacher was certain of that. But perhaps he might sneak one of the paintings and hang it in the school or talk about how he found his muse to his classmates. Yuuto could very well imagine any of those.

It would fit his personality… trying to make me embarrassed so I’d accept just to shut him up…

Given the teacher’s excellent performance, not to mention his relationship with the students and colleagues, the chances of him losing his job for allowing that to happen were small. But at the very least, if his secret was out, he would lose the students’ respect. He couldn’t help but imagine their eyes, and that hurt him more than he could bear.

Being a teacher was his dream, his mission, his reason to live, his ikigai. Losing either that or his art was unthinkable.

The most likely option would be Akaishi-kun hanging around me, trying to wear me out until I accept becoming his muse. That’ll leave me tiptoeing all the time. Not to mention the risk of exposure… He trembled at the idea.

Another possibility popped into Yuuto’s mind at that moment. If he took his word back and gave up being his muse, Akaishi-kun’ might continue what he left off. and perhaps he wouldn’t stop this time. Perhaps he would cross the line and teacher and student would enter forbidden land.

That wouldn’t be bad… his touch felt so good… The voice that whispered in his mind every time he thought about Akaishi-kun was back. Yuuto tried to shut it out, but it still came back. That’s the truth. So much that last night—

But he’s my student! He screamed in his mind and ruffled his hair, trying to shut up the other voice. And I’m not a character of my sister’s manga to be interested in another man!

Yuuto rested his head on the desk. There was no reason to set those stupid rules, he thought, reliving the memory against his will.

“I said I’ll be your… m-muse,” Yuuto stuttered, his face red. Just the word was too much for him. How can Akaishi-kun say something so embarrassing like it’s nothing? “But I have rules!”

“Whatever my beautiful muse desires;” the student smiled, making Yuuto press his lips and blush a little more.

The teacher had lost count of how many times his face had burned hot that night alone. “First, stop with the… muse thing. It’s weird and… embarrassing…” and confusing!

Akaishi-kun looked at Yuuto as if he could read the teacher’s mind and his smile broadened.

Yuuto couldn’t tell if that smile was the true or the sly one. Maybe it’s both, he thought sourly.

“I can’t deny the truth. Your beauty and art inspired me to create this.” He gestured to the painting on the couch. “Setting my eyes on you inspires me even now. How can I say this? You excite me in more ways than you’d believe.”

You had to choose that word specifically… it’s already too confusing… But before the cosplayer could say anything, Akaishi-kun brought his hand closer to Yuuto’s face without touching. It was so close he could feel the warmth emanating from those fingers.

The student’s eyes had the intense glow back. He stared Yuuto and moved his hand down the cheeks, chin, neck, chest, belly, between the legs… all the way to the toes, always close but never touching,

Yuuto didn’t blush. He was speechless at the passion in those eyes. How long it’s been since I felt like this?

It had been long, but he could never forget. It was the first time I sewed a cosplay with my own hands and wore it… I spent two days without sleeping… there was no need for that while the cosplay wasn’t finished…

“I can’t deny. You’re already a muse…” He clasped Yuuto’s hand between his own, closed his eyes and breathed in slowly, as if drawing inspiration from the cosplayer. “My muse,” he said, opening his eyes again.

Teacher and student remained gazing into each other’s eyes in silent for a long time.

Yuuto had no idea how long they stayed like that, but when he realized he held his breath, he broke the silence. He looked away as he pulled his hand back.

“Fine… Call me your… your muse if you like…” It’s still embarrassing.

Akaishi-kun’ face lit with a smile.

“Then what are my muse’s other rules?”

“Rules?”

Ah, that’s right! Even the cosplayer himself had forgotten. He shook his head to dismiss the mood and closed his eyes, reliving all the bad experiences he had because of his art.

Yuuto winced, quivered for a second and then opened his eyes.

“My cosplay is about bringing characters to life. I don’t do generic cosplay.”

Akaishi-kun had a puzzled look on his face. He doesn’t understand, Yuuto realized, letting out a sigh.

“It means I don’t do generic cosplay as cat girl, maid girl, or devil girl or any other fetish. Only characters from manga, anime, and videogames.”

“Hum…” Akaishi-kun nodded his head. “Any other desires?”

“And I… I won’t do any lewd cosplay either,” he said in a low voice.

Akaishi-kun’ smile grew a bit, and the teacher noticed.

“I wouldn’t want my muse feeling lewd,” he said, looking Yuuto in the eyes again. “Your art isn’t about fulfilling pleasures, but about bringing joy. How could I ask you to do lewd things with me?”

This time the teacher’s cheeks reddened at once. Stop saying the world lewd! He wanted to say but kept quiet. At least it’s a cue to the last rule…

“And, on that matter… you can’t do… you know… again…” Yuuto trailed off, fidgeting.

“What?” Akaishi-kun asked, his face innocent.

The memories rushed back and Yuuto felt a stir between his legs. But he couldn’t cover with his hand or shift his legs to hide it without Akaishi-kun noticing. Damn it! Why is this happening?

“You can’t… do that kind… of stuff… to me… again…” Damn it! He just wants to make me say it!

“What are you talking about, my muse?” Akaishi-kun tilted his head, the innocent aura growing on his face.

Yuuto could tell he was faking it. Then he became pissed, his face red with rage and embarrassment.

“You can’t touch me like that!” he finally managed to blurt out.

Akaishi-kun’ flashed the sly smile and kissed Yuuto’s hand. “I promise while we’re still teacher and student, I’ll won’t do anything that might displease or make you feel lewd.”

The cosplayer wanted to say many things, but some part of him held his tongue. Yuuto pressed his lips for a moment and then let out another sigh of defeat.

“Now let’s start. Please, get in position,” Akaishi-kun said, excited again.

“What?” Yuuto let go of the painting and hugged himself. He opened his mouth, trying to say something, but no sound came out. “You promised…” the muse squeaked, almost crying.

Akaishi-kun blushed for a moment. Then he brought his face inches away from Yuuto’s.

The teacher could feel the artist’s breath; it sent a shiver through his body, all the way between his legs. Their lips were so close Yuuto only had to lean and then he would know how those lips tasted.

What am I thinking…? He thought as the stir became stronger.

“I gave my word. I won’t displease my muse, so there’s no need to hide that from me,” he said, looking at Yuuto’s lower half. The cosplayer covered the bulge with both hands, but it was too late. “It looks like you forgot I want to portray you again.”

Yuuto was blank for a moment and then smiled in embarrassment. Part of him felt relief, but the rest had a different feeling. Before the muse could try sorting his head, however, Akaishi-kun leaned into Yuuto’s ear.

“But this one I’ll keep only to myself,” he whispered, the teacher blushed and a few moments later, the student began painting.

“Hey, Yuuto. What’s wrong?”

A chirpy voice brought his mind back to the teacher’s lounge

He recognized who it was, but before Yuuto could raise his head, a hand slapped him on the shoulder a couple of times. It was a friendly gesture, but given the difference in strength between then, the cosplayer almost sunk in the desk.

Only one person could be this blunt; Dan-kun. As Yuuto rubbed his shoulder, he confirmed standing next to him was his friend. The blond, tall, and covered from head to toe in heavy clothes, man.

“Wow, you look awful, my friend.”

“I’d be amazed if anyone looked good after you hit them like that.” Yuuto laughed it off, but Dan-kun stared back, the stern expression on his face. Even if his fellow teacher was only a few years older, it was hard to keep any lie under those eyes. “I… I… I got into a bit of situation this weekend…” He tried to be as vague as he could.

Yuuto knew Dan-kun would understand. He had no doubt about it. Even if the foreigner was a bit too loud, the teacher was certain his friend would try to help. Dan-kun already knew about Yuuto’s art, and despite his appearances, he had never made fun of him for crossplaying, and was even interested, since he had an otaku side himself.

The foreigner truly was a great friend. But even with all the trust he had, Yuuto felt he should keep the situation with Akaishi-kun to himself.

Dan-kun studied him for a moment and Yuuto knew right away. Under those hazel eyes, he could hide nothing. After a while, the foreigner had a smug and rubbed his recently shaved beard.

“Seiji found out about your art and now he’s… well, I know he’s not blackmailing you. You’d look a lot worse if it was that…” He narrowed his eyes. “Since he’s a painter… he asked you to pose for him in cosplay or something like that.”

It wasn’t a question.

Yuuto opened his mouth and then let out a weak chuckle.

“You got everything right, Dan-kun.” He was too tired to deny. It would be useless anyway. One thing did bother the cosplayer though. “How did you know Akaishi-kun was a painter?”

“Elementary, my dear friend. His grandfather talked a lot about that. A lot.”

Dan-kun chuckled at his own words, but moments after, the laugh died. He looked down and ran a hand through his hair a couple times.

“I don’t think I can help you, but I can tell you this. Right now, Seiji’s in a bad place because of his grandfather. He needs someone to help him through these difficult times.” The foreigner stared Yuuto with those eyes that radiate strength and he could only nod. “But remember this; no matter how… tangled the circumstances get, you’re the adult. And his teacher. If anything happens, throw my name around. Seiji’s kinda afraid of me.” He smiled as he walked towards the door. “Remember I’m here for you.”

Then Yuuto was alone in the teacher’s lounge.

I know, the cosplayer thought. His friend’s words ringed in his head for a long time and Yuuto finally made his mind. Thanks for your help, Dan-kun. It’s as you say. I’m the teacher and I’ll do my best to help my student. Let’s just hope I can sort my feelings and handle him before anything happens…


Chapter 04

This is the right place, isn’t it? Yuuto asked himself as he stared the building. No matter how I look at it, it’s an art gallery.

With a bad feeling, he pulled the note from Akaishi-kun from his pocket and confirmed the address. Yeah… I’m in the right place…  But why would he tell me to meet him at an art gallery…?

Unless he’s planning something… like putting the paintings he made here to humiliate me… The cosplayer shook his head.

Even Akaishi-kun doesn’t have that much power… I think… I hope…

A cold breeze passed by him, making Yuuto shiver. I just had to forget my scarf, he regretted, blowing on his hands and hugging himself for some warmth.

Where is Akaishi-kun? He practically forced me to come in time in cosplay and he’s late! And he even had the nerve to give me the address at school! What if someone had seen? Ah, damn it! Just imagining makes my stomach hurt! And besides—

Before the cosplayer got any madder, everything went dark as something soft blocked his vision.

“Sorry I’m late,” a familiar voice said behind Yuuto. “Did you wait much?”

The teacher turned around to see a smiling Akaishi-kun wrapping a scarf around his neck. Yuuto quivered before he could complain, and the student took off his coat and placed it around the cosplayer’s shoulders.

“Thanks,” Yuuto said, pulling the coat closer. It’s warm… He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sudden warmth for a moment. “Why are you late? Why are we meeting here? And why am I in this cosplay?”

Akaishi-kun smiled.

“I’ll answer my muse’s questions in order. I’m late because an acquaintance kept introducing me to a bunch of people from and it took some time to sneak away from him,” he said, not hiding how tiresome it was. Then he shook his head and became serious. “As for the second question, there’s something you need to see here.”

“Don’t you mean something you want to show me?” The words came out before Yuuto could stop them. His voice was a little angrier than he would like.

“Trust me,” Akaishi-kun said, barely containing his excitement as he offered a hand. “You won’t be disappointed.”

I always get caught on his pace, Yuuto thought, sighing.

He glanced at the hand, but after considering for a moment, he walked past Akaishi-kun, his cheeks a shade of red. Even if we have this strange artist and… muse… relationship, what teacher would hold his student’s hand?

“I doubt it. But since I’m already here, show me.”

The artist smile and climbed the little stairs ahead of the cosplayer to open the door. “Muses first,” he said, his smile broadening.

How can he the M word in public with no shame? Yuuto blushed, looking around to make sure no one had heard. But when he entered the building, he forgot all about the embarrassment.

“Amazing,” it was all the literature teacher could say as he looked around to see all the paintings.

“Don’t be impressed yet. Wait until you see this,” Akaishi-kun said, leading Yuuto further inside the art gallery.

He’s acting like a kid who wants to show something he’s proud, the teacher thought, smiling as he followed his student.

Yuuto’s mood rose as they walked past the corridors.

Akaishi-kun barely glanced at the paintings, his eyes always forward. But even in his excitement haste, he didn’t complain nor hurry Yuuto when the muse stopped to appreciate a painting that drew his attention here and there.

“This is incredible,” he said to one in particular

Akaishi-kun walked back to stand by his side, looking at the same art.

“You think?”

Yuuto opened his mouth, but gave up midway, letting out a sigh that turned into a tiny smile.

“It’s a little sad that an artist as skilled as you don’t appreciate the fine arts, Akaishi-kun,” he said, both teasing him and being honest.

“Even if you say that I’ve never considered myself an artist. I just like to paint once or twice,” he said, shrugging. But as he looked at the painting, his eyes lost focus. “I’ve heard there are artists who ‘feel the need’ to express their inner world or some crap like that, but I don’t feel that. All I do is paint what I want. And all I want is you.”

Yuuto felt his cheeks burning and he focused on the canvas before him. “W-what did you want to show me, anyway?” he asked to hide his embarrassment.

Akaishi-kun widened his eyes, as if suddenly remembering. Then he smiled, excited again. “This way.”

They walked the short maze of halls filled with paintings, barely taking any time to appreciate any of them. Guess it’s true when he says he only knows how to paint, the cosplayer thought with a tiny smile. So it’s true genius can be a little quirky.

“Though I can’t relate to that side of you, I know how you enjoy showing your art to everyone…”

Akaishi-kun suddenly turned Yuuto around so the cosplayer didn’t see a painting in particular. The student stared between the teacher and the painting hanging on the wall, biting his lips, his cheeks slightly pink.

“I can’t relate, but tonight I kinda understand. And since you have a side that likes to show off how cute you are, I think you’ll like this.”

The cosplayer couldn’t say anything when Akaishi-kun turned him around. His mouth hung open for a while before he could finally muster a few words. “Why…? How…?”

“Henri-san is a friend of grandpa. When I went to visit my grandpa at the hospital, he was there and saw the painting and asked if I could let him display it in a gallery.”

“Why would you do this?” Yuuto asked, walking closer to the painting Akaishi-kun made the day he had found out about the teacher’s secret, the day when this strange relationship started.

“Because…” The student’s hesitation made Yuuto take his eyes from the painting. Akaishi-kun blushed even more and avoided meeting his gaze. “I know your art is to everyone, so I thought you’d like this too… everyone here can appreciate you and your art…”

Yuuto’s surprised expression turned into a genuine smile as he looked at his student. “Why would you think that?”

“I know we haven’t been together for long, but I can tell this much. You like when people enjoy seeing your art,” Akaishi-kun said, his cheeks redder. Despite his embarrassment, he smiled at Yuuto. “I know because, unlike me, you’re a real artist.”

Yuuto became an alarming shade of red. The cosplayer turned back to the painting to hide his face. Both men said nothing for a long time, observing the beautiful painting that Yuuto still regretted not taking home.

“It’s marvelous, isn’t it?”

Yuuto heard a few of the conversations from the people who stopped to admire the painting.

“Yes, it is,” a man spoke, smiling. “Do you think you could pose like that?”

“No way. I’d die of embarrassment. But…” the woman lowered her voice, but they could still hear her. “I could do this only if my boyfriend asked nicely…”

Yuuto widened his eyes and made sure not to look at Akaishi-kun.

“Come,” the artist said after the couple left. Still smiling, he offered his hand to Yuuto for a second time. “Let’s go back to my place and create more beautiful art.”

Yuuto averted his eyes, but this time he took the hand. His heart pounded a bit faster when he felt Akaishi-kun’ fingers closing around his.


Chapter 05

How did I get here? The thought crossed Yuuto’s mind as he looked into his student’s eyes. Under that gaze, the teacher blushed and looked away.

How did I end up dancing with Akaishi-kun, I mean, Seiji-kun…?

Yuuto would have already dashed out if he had the chance. To the bathroom or anywhere else far from the dance floor. But with Seiji-kun holding him by the hand and hip, and under the eyes of everyone, he had no chance of running away.

As the teacher got more and more embarrassed, the student, on the other hand, smiled.

How can he smile like this? Yuuto pressed his lips and tried to look anywhere but at his student. However, no matter how much he tried, his eyes ended back on Seiji-kun.

At least he’s having fun after everything… Yuuto sighed in his mind and decided to enjoy the situation. Before he knew, he was smiling too.

This is kinda fun. I never imagined Seiji-kun would be such a great dancer, the teacher thought, his cheeks reddening a bit more.

“You’re blushing.” Seiji-kun slid his hand to Yuuto’s lower back and pulled the other man closer. “And I can tell it’s not the make-up,” he whispered in the cosplayer’s ear.

The teacher forgot he was in the middle of a dance and tried to put some distance between them out of reflex. He tripped on the high heels and before he could do anything, he was falling.

Seiji-kun managed to hold Yuuto before he fell on the floor, bringing him even closer. Their faces were mere inches away from each other, their noses almost touching. The student closed his hand around the teacher’s with more strength, but it was still gentle, and they danced as if nothing had happened.

“I told you I’d be there for you,” he said, beaming.

Yuuto didn’t know if it was the dance or the growing whispers he believed he could hear around them, but he felt his face growing hotter. How did I get here? The thought crossed his mind once again.

That Saturday morning started better than most. Yuuto had to work and went to school as usual, but since it was half-day, he was back home by lunch. And thanks to the fact that Akaishi-kun had solved his absent situation with the vice-principal, the teacher didn’t have to deal with the student on school grounds anymore.

Despite growing accustomed, and perhaps fond of their rather different situation, though he would never admit, Yuuto didn’t like dealing in public with his mixed feelings every time he laid eyes on Akaishi-kun. Now the cosplayer only had to deal with his artist during their muse sessions, as the student insisted on calling.

Everything went so well that morning the teacher believed nothing could ruin his mood. Since he had no work to finish, he decided to work on his newest cosplay. With a bit of luck and hard work, the cosplayer might finish before midnight.

I’m sure Akaishi-kun will love to paint me, I mean, this cosplay tomorrow, Yuuto thought, the smile appearing before he realized it. What poses he’ll make me do? He caught himself imagining that and humming.

With the image of the artist focused face painting him, the cosplayer sat on the chair and turned on the sewing machine, his hands already moving the fabric.

Ever since Yuuto agreed to become a muse, he posed for Akaishi-kun in almost every Sunday.

At first, the student didn’t like the arrangement. He told, in his rather bossy way, that he wanted to more time together.

The teacher had to remind Akaishi-kun that he had responsibilities and one afternoon was the most he could spare.

The reason was a half-true. One Yuuto had come up after a long time. Since the student seemed able to read him so well, he had to consider his words carefully.

While it was true the teacher did have responsibilities, he could spare more days if he wanted. But it was already hard enough to disappear every Sunday with his cosplay bag without raising his sister’s suspicion. If he posed for more days, Yuuka would certainly notice, and the last thing Yuuto wanted was to lie to her. Not that he could. She too could read him easily.

If I keep like this, I can finish the cosplay by midnight, Yuuto realized a few hours later, whipping the sweat off his brow with the back of the hand. Concentrated and with the image of Akaishi-kun’ surprised face fueling him, the cosplayer sewed faster. Nothing can stop me!

Or so he thought. Around six o’clock, his cell phone rang and the screen blinked, breaking his rhythm. Damn it…

With annoyance flashing across his face, he picked up the phone. But when he saw from whom the email was, the anger disappeared at once. How did Akaishi-kun know my email address? I don’t remember giving it to him… The teacher brushed off the thought with a shake of his head.

Smiling, he read the email… and then almost dropped the phone. What…? Yuuto blinked a couple times as he stared the screen. No, this can be right… Believing he might have misread it due to the fatigue, even if the email had only three short lines, he read it again.

But he didn’t misread. The content was so simple and bossy Yuuto even heard Akaishi-kun’ voice while he read the email for the third time.

My apartment. In one hour. But what made the teacher almost drop the phone was the last, and weirdest, line. No cosplay.

He wants me to go, but not wearing a cosplay…? Why? Even now, after reading it for the fourth time, it was hard to believe. Did something happen? Sometimes he might be a little unreasonable, but this’s different… Yuuto had noticed, a little too late to stop, that not only he had grown accustomed to their situation, the teacher also caught himself thinking a few times that Akaishi-kun’ bossy way was somewhat cute.

At first, he thought Akaishi-kun was just some spoiled rich kid that was used to boss people around. But after a few Sundays lying on his couch, Yuuto learned a bit of what was behind the sly smile, intense eyes and usual teasing.

While it was true his way of bossing the cosplayer around was because of his upbringing; he was too used since people around him used to do what he wanted whether he asked nicely or not. But Akaishi-kun also had a kind side.

In one muse session, after Yuuto shivered a little from the cold, the student raised the temperature. On another Sunday, when he coughed a few times, Akaishi-kun rested the brush and brought the cosplayer a glass of water from the kitchen. And on another occasion, when he had a slight fever, the painter gave some medicine and made him rest, saying he could finish once his muse felt better.

Even though Akaishi-kun ended up painting while the teacher slept, he did all this before Yuuto could say a word.

Something must’ve happened, the teacher thought while typing. In less than twenty seconds, he had written his reply. Akaishi-kun, today’s not Sunday. Did something come up for you tomorrow and want to paint today? But then why no cosplay?

Yuuto hit send, rested the phone on the desk and turned his attention back to his sewing machine. But after he caught himself glancing at the device for the third time in less than a minute, he gave up working on the cosplay with a sigh. Guess I can leave it for the next session… but I wanted to see his reaction…

Yuuto placed both feet on the chair and watched the phone, tapping his fingers on the knees. After what felt like hours, the phone rang again, and his hands flew to pick it up. The teacher blinked a couple times, staring at the screen with a blank face.

The email was even shorter than the first. Bring your white wig.

Why is he way bossier today? I don’t care if something happened, that’s not cute at all! Typing as fast as he could, Yuuto wrote back and hit send. This time the phone rang almost right away with Akaishi-kun’ newest reply.

It was only one word. Come.

The teacher closed his eyes and breathed through the nose to calm down. It didn’t work. With anger bubbling, he wrote back. If you’re not gonna paint me, I won’t go. Tell me what’s going on.

The fourth email was just as fast. This time, at least it was longer, though the content almost made Yuuto fall from the chair.

If you’re not here in half an hour, I’ll go there to pick you up.

He read those words again and again. It’s a bluff… right? Akaishi-kun doesn’t know where I live… right? He tried remembering their sessions. It was hard to remember all the detail, but the muse didn’t believe any of their conversations ended up on his address. But I don’t remember giving my email address either…

For some reason, it wasn’t hard for Yuuto to imagine Akaishi-kun coming all to the apartment just to pick him up. And with his personality, he’d come in a flashy way, like in a limousine, or something… it’d be too embarrassing, but I could live with that. Then Yuuto imagined his sister meeting his student and a shiver went down his spine.

There’s no way I can let sis meet Akaishi-kun… He read the email once more and sighed. With his fingers moving slowly, the teacher wrote the final reply. I’ll go. He hit send with a feeling of defeat.

Akaishi-kun’ last email was also short and quick. I’ll be waiting for you.

Yuuto put the phone aside and threw himself on the bed, burying his face on the pillow. Damn it… once again he’s manipulating me… I wished we had a more normal relationship… When he realized what he was thinking, he flushed. I mean a normal muse and artist relationship!

With his face hot, he threw the pillow aside, got out of bed and opened his closet with more force than necessary. Which one is the ‘white one’, Akaishi-kun? The cosplayer had three wigs that match his artist’s requirement. A short one that barely covered his ears, a shoulder-length and a long one that reached his waist. After a moment of thinking, he chose the waist-length.

Before Yuuto realized it, his anger, embarrassment, and feelings of defeat were gone, replaced with a smile brought by that wig. It’s the same one I was using when Akaishi-kun found out about my art… Does he remember?

Another ring from the phone brought Yuuto back from his memories. It was another one-word email. Hurry. He sighed instead of getting angry. Why is Akaishi-kun so impatient today? Something must’ve happened… But I can only find out when I get there…

Yuuto put the wig and the pins to hold his hair in his backpack. Why only the wig? He wondered again but gave up. That too I can only find when I get there.

With a last sad look at his newest and almost finished cosplay, the cosplayer got out of his bedroom. He said goodbye to his sister so fast he didn’t give her time to ask anything.

She’s definitely gonna ask later… That face she made… she’s already suspicious of something… I have to think of an excuse before I get home. Maybe someone asked for my help? Wait, what kind of help a cosplayer could give? Posing for an illustration? A manga? He shook his head. She’d ask to see that those. Even if it was a hentai… especially if it were hentai…

As the bus came around the corner, something occurred to him. Since Akaishi-kun is making me go all the way to his apartment, I should charge him the transportation fare, he thought as he slid the phone to pay. Yuuto knew it was a petty and stupid idea but he just wanted to vent some of his frustration.

And besides, even if he’s rich, I’d feel bad for taking money from mine student. Especially if it’s Akaishi-kun. I mean, after everything between us, we’re not exactly just teacher and student…

Then what are we?

The teacher shook his head. That wasn’t a topic he wanted to revisit right before seeing his student. He had already lost a few nights of sleep thinking and doing something else with his body with Akaishi-kun in mind.

Is it weird that I… relax thinking about him? I mean, not him exactly, but how he touched me and my… Sometimes, when Sis isn’t home, I even put on the school swimsuit to recall that afternoon better…

Ah, damn it! I can’t be thinking about those things right before seeing him! He messed his hair with both hands. It’s all his fault! Maybe I should make him pay for my buses fare!

As he climbed down the bus at the stop closest to Akaishi-kun’ apartment, something else occurred to him. Not only he’d be glad to pay, I bet he’d propose something ridiculous like send a limo just to pick me up. He’d say something embarrassing like ‘I can’t have my muse walking around the city like this’.

Despite everything, the idea made Yuuto chuckle. What kind of personality do I think he has? Even if it’s Akaishi-kun, is not like he can get a limo whenever he wants. When the cosplayer turned around the corner of the student’s apartment, he almost froze.

It’s just a coincidence, right…?

Parked right in front of the building he went every weekend, there was a limousine. It’s just a coincidence, he thought again, trying to convince himself. I mean, this is a fancy building. There’re a lot of rich people living here, so this kind of car is common… Yes, that’s it. All just a big coincidence… Even if that’s the first limo I see around here…

With difficulty, Yuuto took his eyes from the limousine and entered the building. When the elevator doors opened, an old woman stepped out. She smiled when she saw him and asked if he liked the fabric store she had recommended. The teacher thanked her for the tip, saying it was great.

I come here way too much, he thought after the doors closed. Though he began to grow fond, Yuuto often wondered what else the artist was getting from their strange relationship. What will happen when I can’t inspire Akaishi-kun anymore? The idea caused a queer pain in his chest, so the muse decided to simply enjoy the present and not worry about the future. Even so, those doubts appeared every time he was off guard.

“You took your time,” Akaishi-kun greeted his muse; Yuuto had barely pressed the bell once when his student opened the door.

That’s not cute at all, the cosplayer thought. Wait… was he waiting for me close to the door since he called?

“It’s not like I was doing nothing when you texted me,” Yuuto replied, taking his shoes off and coming inside without waiting for Akaishi-kun’ invite. “You’re becoming more and more demanding and unreasonable.”

“Today I have my reasons.”

“That would be first,” Yuuto snorted before going to the kitchen. He picked up a glass of water and drank it in one gulp. “Then tell me what are your reasons for calling me today. With only a wig and without cosplay no less.”

When Akaishi-kun flashed the sly smile, Yuuto was already regretting playing his game. I shouldn’t have done that…

“Let’s just say it’s a surprise. But before that, I have a gift for you.”

“Gift…?” Yuuto repeated the word slowly, staring at Akaishi-kun.

Still smiling, the student ignored the teacher, went to his bedroom, came back with two boxes wrapped in gift paper and handed both to Yuuto.

“They’re both yours, but pick the one you like most for tonight.”

Yuuto looked suspiciously between the gifts and Akaishi-kun. He knew there was a catch, but no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t figure out what it was. After a brief instant, the teacher gave up and unwrapped the dark red wrapping paper.

With his face black, the teacher opened the other box. Then he turned speechless to his student after he saw what the gifts were; lingerie.

“I picked personally,” he said proudly.

It took a while for Yuuto to recover his voice. “Akaishi-kun… what kind of joke is this…?”

Even if our relationship is somewhat different, giving lingerie to his teacher is a little… especially something so erotic as this… it almost seems like we’re… he didn’t finish the thought.

Akaishi-kun put on the fake innocent aura that sometimes Yuuto thought it was cute. “It’s my gift to you… You didn’t like it…?” He showed a hurt expression.

The teacher knew that expression was fake as well. “Stop joking around. Even if I’m a crossplayer, I’m your teacher before that. What kind of gifts are these?”

Akaishi-kun stopped pretending to be hurt. “I’m not joking. You’ll need proper underwear for what I have planned for us tonight.”

Yuuto knew Akaishi-kun was just teasing him, but even so, it was hard to keep himself from blushing. He always does this… choose the words that make me feel weird… With deep breaths, he had regained enough control.

“Then, please, tell me what the surprise is, otherwise I’ll go home. I have work to do.”

Akaishi-kun flashed a tiny smile.

Soon in their new relationship as muse and artist, Yuuto figured out his student smiled like that whenever the teacher didn’t fall for his tease.

“I’m serious. You’ll need one of these for tonight because…” Akaishi-kun pressed his lips.

“Because…?”

“Because… I… I need you tonight,” he mumbled, not meeting Yuuto’s eyes.

Akaishi-kun grew quiet, the strange silence filling the living room.

This time it was harder for Yuuto to fight the blushing. Why do you always choose the words that make me feel this strange?

“You’re… you’re still not telling me why I need lingerie!” he said, his voice a bit louder than he intended. To disguise his embarrassment, Yuuto waved the boxes at Akaishi-kun’ face again. “Could you just tell me?”

“I never thought you’d prefer to go commando,” Akaishi-kun said, the surprise in his face. When Yuuto blushed, the sly smile was back. After the student was satisfied with his muse’s reaction, he became serious. “I mean it. I need you by my side tonight, and for that, you need to dress properly.”

“For what exactly do you need me tonight?”

“A party.”

“Party?” Yuuto repeated the word. “What party?”

“Just a little gathering of family and friends.” He shrugged off. “I’m… let’s just say I have to go. But since I’m not in the mood, my sister told me to bring someone.”

“So, I’m just a last resort?” Yuuto asked, his voice angrier than he wished. For some reason that both hurt and annoyed him. “Just someone to entertain you when you get bored?”

“No. You’re my first and only. I’m not taking you to keep myself entertained. I need… I want you there,” the student said in a low voice, looking into the teacher’s eyes.

No matter how much he tried, Yuuto couldn’t tell if Akaishi-kun was joking or not. After many seconds staring at each other, the teacher made up his mind. But before he could say he would go with him to the party, the painter looked away, his cheeks slightly red.

“Things are more fun when I’m with you,” he mumbled.

“Fine, I’ll go,” Yuuto said a little too loud to hide his heart that was thumping louder. How can he say embarrassing things like that?

He turned to the gifts, not noticing his smile. Though he would rather work on his cosplay, a party seemed fun.

If it’s a ‘gathering of family and friends’, as he says, it means it’s an Akaishi Family event. I’m not interested, but it might be fun to see the glamorous life of the rich. 

“Akaishi-kun?” Yuuto stopped smiling when he realized something. “I get now why you asked for the wig, but I don’t have anything to wear.”

The painter flashed the sly smile. “I’ve already taken care of that. All you need to do is choose one of my gifts.”

Yuuto didn’t like how things turned out. Though he was interested in the party, the feeling of being manipulated annoyed him. The teacher stared between the boxes and then glanced at his student.

Akaishi-kun was leaning against the couch. He didn’t hide his enjoyment as he watched the teacher, paying attention to Yuuto’s reaction.

He’s expecting me to get embarrassed again… Yuuto flashed a strange smile.

“All right. I’ve made up my mind.”

“Which one did you choose?”

Without answering, Yuuto went to the bathroom and locked the door. That face was wonderful! The cosplayer had trouble containing his laugh. Akaishi-kun’s expression taken aback because the teasing hadn’t worked as he planned was priceless.

Smiling from ear to ear, Yuuto turned his attention back to the gifts. A dark green silk and a black laced. This lingerie is too fancy! I’ve never worn something like this! There was no price tag, but given the Red Stone logo, the cosplayer knew it was expensive. I’ll bet it’s more expensive than all my cosplay underwear!

Pressing his lips, Yuuto opened the dark green silk. Just one look was enough to know it was too erotic. What is Akaishi-kun thinking? How could he give this to me, his teacher? Just because I’m his muse, he can’t embarrass me like this… Or maybe he just wants to paint me wearing this…

Before the cosplayer could stop, the image of Akaishi-kun seeing him wearing one of the gifts crossed his mind. Yuuto’s cheeks went red at once. This lingerie has nothing to do with cosplaying! Shaking his head to dismiss the thought, he opened the other. Though it was a different style, it was also strapless and just as erotic.

“Which one did you choose?” Akaishi-kun’ voice came from the other side of the door.

“You don’t need to know!”

With his face growing hotter, Yuuto picked the dark green silk in the end. It’s more like me, he reluctantly admitted. It looked even more erotic when he put it on. The upper part fit his chest perfectly and the lower hid his manhood without squishing it.

At least it’s comfortable… too comfortable… How did he choose it so perfectly? And down here… it almost feels like it was made for me… Yuuto gulped. No… Akaishi-kun wouldn’t… would he? Even if his family owns the company, that would be too much…

“How is it?” Akaishi-kun asked.

Is he listening from the other side? Yuuto hugged himself and half turned his body away from the door. “Hey, Akaishi-kun… How did you guess the size?”

“I’d never forgotten the shape of your body.”

This time the teacher’s cheeks burned hot. Even without seeing, Yuuto could tell his student had the sly smile. Thank goodness there’s a door between us.

“Let me see.” Akaishi-kun couldn’t keep the eagerness out of his voice.

“Could you please bring me the clothes?” Yuuto asked hastily, holding the doorknob even though he knew it was locked.

The muse found out his painter hated when people ignored him. When his student was being bossy, the teacher ignored him on purpose. Other times, he did it just to see Akaishi-kun’ annoyed face. Though he would never admit it aloud, it was fun.

This time, however, Yuuto ignored Akaishi-kun for none of those reasons. Even if we’re muse and artist, there’s zero chance I’d ever let my student see me in this erotic lingerie… Even if there was a part of him that wanted to see the painter’s expression, the teacher knew he would die of embarrassment.

There was a silence from the other side. A second later, Yuuto heard Akaishi-kun’ footsteps moving away from the door and then back. “Here.”

Keeping most of his body behind the door, the teacher opened it just a little. He shoved his hand through the crack, grabbed the clothes, pulled his arm back and then slammed the door shut, locking again.

After his heart stopped pounding so fast, Yuuto looked at the clothes. It’s marvelous… Though Yuuto didn’t care much for cross-dressing outside cosplaying, the cosplayer inside him felt it would be a shame to not wear that blue dress.

After putting it on, Yuuto looked at his reflection on the mirror. He thought it was short at first, but the hem was barely above his knees. There was a little cleavage but without any focus on the area. With the fluffy frill, no one would notice Yuuto’s lack of chest. Unless someone really stares at me.

At least Akaishi-kun considered this. The back was high just enough to cover the underwear, matching the strapless lingerie. Though I hate to admit, he has great taste… well, he did choose me as his muse, he thought, smiling and blushing.

“How is it?” the student’s voice came from the other side of the door again.

Though Akaishi-kun tried to keep his tone neutral, Yuuto could tell his student was both annoyed and eager. That put a smile on the teacher as he adjusted the wig.

With a deep breath and the heart racing, instead of replying, Yuuto unlocked the door.

Akaishi-kun opened the door and entered the bathroom before the teacher could say come in. When he saw Yuuto, his face changed from excitement to surprise. His mouth was opened, but no words came out.

“W-what do you think?”

Yuuto blushed. Despite the embarrassing situation, he wanted to know Akaishi-kun’ opinion. The few seconds that took his student to recover felt too long.

Akaishi-kun flashed the sly smile. But then it vanished almost right away, replaced by his real and gentle one. “You look too good for words.”

The genuine compliment took Yuuto off guard, so much he averted his eyes.

“Thanks,” he mumbled as he played with a lock of the wig.

Teacher and student stayed in silence for a while.

Why aren’t you saying anything, Akaishi-kun? Wasn’t this what you planned? Say something, a joke or anything, but don’t keep staring at me like that, Yuuto thought, grabbing his elbow. He wanted to break that strange silence but had no know what to say.

After what seemed an eternity, Akaishi-kun cough into his hand.

“T-there’s more.” He walking out of the bathroom and back with a huge makeup kit with the Red Stone logo. He handed it to the cosplayer and without waiting for the request, he left again, closing the door behind him.

Was he… embarrassed? It was one of the few times Yuuto saw that kind of expression on his student. That was too cute, the teacher had to admit. Again, he was smiling without realizing.

The makeup kit was too heavy, so Yuuto rested it over the sink counter before opening it. So many colors… This is for professionals… He hovered his hands over the kit, his eyes shining. The cosplayer inside him envied. This, with the lingerie and the dress probably cost more than all my cosplay material together, the teacher inside him thought.

After finishing putting the makeup, Yuuto tied one side of his wig and let the other loose. When he was satisfied with his appearance, he finally left the bathroom.

Akaishi-kun wasn’t standing on the other side. Instead, he was sitting on the couch with a book in hands. But the moment he heard Yuuto, he stood up, throwing the book on the couch.

“How do I look?” the teacher asked, placing a lock of the white hair behind the ear, his heart thumping louder.

“You look… worthy… of a canvas,” Akaishi-kun mumbled, staring at Yuuto with wonder.

The teacher chuckled. I bet he thought of that beforehand, but I caught him off guard. I’ll treasure this moment forever.

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Yuuto said with a bright smile. The student averted his eyes, but the cosplayer could swear he saw his cheeks reddening a bit more. “I can say the same to you.”

Akaishi-kun changed into a black suit with a white shirt. He had an expensive looking watch on the wrist and even from the distance, the teacher could smell his cologne. The only thing that was the same was the hair.

“Thanks,” he said awkwardly. Despite trying to hide it, Akaishi-kun kept stealing glances at Yuuto. When their eyes met, he blushed and turned his head away.  “There’s… only two things… left…”

He left the room and came back with a box bigger than the first two, but no wrapping paper. With an awkward smile, Akaishi-kun handed to Yuuto.

The teacher opened the lid. After a moment of surprise, he smiled. Inside, there was a pair of beautiful light blue high heels that matched his dress. “You have surprisingly good taste, Akaishi-kun.”

“My sister chose those,” he admitted, tightening his lips.

I’ll bet it’s hard for him to say this, Yuuto thought, chuckling. He’s showing me a completely new side.

“But I was the one who picked this,” he said, pulling from his pocket a necklace with a flower pendant.

Yuuto admired the jewel for a while.

“It’s beautiful…”

“It’s for you.”

Yuuto looked between the jewel and Akaishi-kun. Then he turned around, taking the white hair out for the way and exposing his neck.

The artist gently placed the necklace around the muse’s neck.

“You look amazing,” he said, admiring his teacher.

“Thanks again,” Yuuto said, not meeting Akaishi-kun’ eye. He knew his heart would pound louder if he did.

“I… I had earrings to match, but I know your ears aren’t pierced…” He touched Yuuto’s earlobe gently.

The cosplayer blushed and touched the same earlobe Akaishi-kun was touching. He could feel a jolt from his student’s touch.

“I’m surprised you noticed.”

As a crossplayer, he does have earrings, but they were all clip-on. Yuuto once thought about piercing his ears. It would make a few cosplays easier and better, but after he imagined showing up at school with both ears pierced, he gave up the idea.

“I’ve been looking at you for a long time.” Akaishi-kun smiled, their hands still touching. “I mean, for the paintings,” he added hastily, pulling his hand back.

Yuuto blushed and they stared at each other. The awkward silence remained for a while until Akaishi-kun broke it with a cough.

“Well, then, let’s go,” he said, offering his arm.

Yuuto smiled and accepted. When they reached the entrance, he put on the high heels while Akaishi-kun put on his shoes.

The cosplayer stood up carefully, checking if he could stand all night on top of those heels. Though he was somewhat used to it thanks to a few of his cosplays, every time he put them on, he had extra attention with every step.

The last thing he needed was to recreate the day when he fell on the convention and exposed himself and his underwear. Especially in an Akaishi Family event.

Yuuto took Akaishi-kun’ arm again. Thanks to the heels, my height matches his. I bet we look nice together now. The thought made his heart thump louder.

“I have to thank your sister,” Yuuto said to take the attention away from him.

“You can do that yourself” Akaishi-kun locked the door and lead the teacher to the elevator.

Yuuto almost tripped on the heels. Though he wasn’t unfamiliar with them, he couldn’t walk at his normal speed in those shoes.

Akaishi-kun noticed and slowed down his pace.

“Is your sister gonna be at the party?”

At once, Yuuto realized it was a silly question. He’s taking me to an Akaishi Family event… his sister’s probably gonna be there.

Akaishi-kun flashed the sly smile, but before he answered, his phone rang. He winced when he looked at the screen. For a second, he stayed with the sour expression, but after he pocketed the phone and turned to Yuuto, his face softened and he was smiling again.

“I’m almost certain she’ll be there,” he said when the elevator door opened. “She’s more or less a big deal tonight.”

“Is it her birthday or something?”

Isn’t rude to show up when I don’t even know her? Yuuto kept the thought to himself though. He knew Akaishi-kun would just brush the idea as if it was meaningless.

“No, no. Nothing like that. There’s no way I’d go if it was only her birthday.”

How are we getting there? Only when they left the elevator the thought crossed Yuuto’s head. I doubt we’ll take the train. Even a taxi would hardly fit the image of the Akaishi Family.

“So what’s the event?”

Still smiling, the student didn’t answer, exiting the building. The teacher kept up as best as he could.

No way…

Akaishi-kun led him to the limousine Yuuto saw earlier. Before they got to the car, the driver standing next to it bowed to them and then opened the door.

“It’s my sister’s wedding.”

With a grin, Akaishi-kun gestured Yuuto to get inside the limo first.

The teacher was already having trouble processing the limo, so the words took longer for him to register.

“Wait, what did you just say? Wedding?” Yuuto asked to be sure, halting where he was.

“Yes. My sister’s getting married today,” Akaishi-kun said, not bothering to hide his delight at his teacher’s surprise.

He took the astonished Yuuto’s hand and made the teacher get in first.

Yuuto was still processing. If it might be considered rude to show for a birthday without even knowing the person, is a wedding much worse?

The door slamming woke him.

“Wait, Akaishi-kun! You said it was a gathering of family and friends!”

“And it’s not?” Akaishi-kun asked cocking his head, his voice innocent. “My family and friends are gonna be there.”

“We’ll be arriving in thirty minutes, sir,” the driver said before Yuuto could protest any further.

“Thanks. This way we’ll have plenty time to prepare.”

Akaishi-kun pushed a button and the black glass partition between the driver and them went up.

Yuuto looked at him in disbelief, his face burning. “Why are you raising that?”

“To have some privacy,” Akaishi-kun said, his smile somehow slyer.

Privacy for what? Prepare for what? Yuuto wasn’t sure if he wanted to ask or not. All he felt was that the night had barely begun.


Chapter 06

“You cried,” said Akaishi-kun. Though he tried hiding it, the teacher could see the smile behind his lips.

Yuuto didn’t bother answering. It was true after all. The moment he saw Akaishi-kun’ sister, so beautiful and beaming in her white dress, walking down the aisle, he knew he would cry.

He did his best to hold it in, but after the bride and groom exchanged vows, even if it was in English and with some heavy accent, Yuuto felt the tears coming down. Even if he had some difficulty understanding all the ceremony, it was wonderful.

Akaishi-kun leaned closer so only Yuuto could hear, though there was no need. In the huge room where the reception was, it wasn’t hard to find a place to have a private conversation. “I’m not making fun of you.”

When the cosplayer turned, Akaishi-kun was offering a handkerchief. Yuuto smiled, accept it and dried the tears carefully to not ruin his makeup. “Thanks.”

“What did you think?” he asked when Yuuto hand back the handkerchief. “Was it hard to understand the ceremony?”

“Yes, it was,” the teacher admitted. “I understand English, but that accent… Where is the groom from?”

“Colombia or Argentina, I think.” Akaishi-kun shrugged off. “I’m sure he’s from South America.”

“That narrows it down,” said Yuuto rolling his eyes as he smiled. “You know that much about your brother-in-law?”

“Ah well…” For a moment, he avoided the teacher’s eyes. “It’s… been a while since I had a proper talk with my family,” Akaishi-kun trailed off.

Yuuto regretted his words immediately.  I’m an idiot… how could I forget Akaishi-kun isn’t on good terms with his family? That’s why he said he wasn’t in the mood to come.

“A gathering of family and friends…” the sentence came out of his mouth before he realized.

“I suppose I could’ve looked for a better way to say it,” Akaishi-kun said, looking around. Despite his words and the sighing, he smiled after seeing his teacher reacting the way he expected.

Better way… you should have. They might be your friends and family, but they aren’t friendly towards you at all, Yuuto thought, but he held his tongue.

There was no reason to say this aloud and remind the student. He could tell that by himself.

Those who came to talk with Akaishi-kun were polite, but behind their words and smiles, even Yuuto could tell there was something off. Though he was interested, it wasn’t any of his business and he would rather not bring any more trouble to Akaishi-kun because of his curiosity.

“So you came after all.” A man dressed in a black tuxedo greeted Akaishi-kun, ignoring Yuuto completely. He looked like the student, with the same face, though with glasses. But his eyes had none of that mesmerizing glow, and the nose was a bit bigger. And somehow his aura seemed even more arrogant. “I’m glad you can put aside your feelings and celebrate this moment.”

“It was for sister,” Akaishi-kun said coldly.

“Only for her you can stop acting like a child,” the man spoke almost in the same tone, adjusting his glasses with a finger. “Have you given any thought abo—”

“I won’t change my mind,” Akaishi-kun said curtly, staring the man right in the eye.

The man sighed. “When will you grow up?”

The student narrowed his eyes.

That’s bad, the teacher thought immediately. He knew the situation could turn in the wrong direction at any second. Every time the student became like this, the teasing increased. But Yuuto doubted it would be like this here.

“Loving grandfather and not wanting him to die is being a child?”

“If you call that love, then you’re a sadist.”

Akaishi-kun closed his fist and stood up, attracting people’s attention.

“Seiji-kun!” Yuuto whispered in a hushed voice, grabbing the student’s fist with both hands.

His face livid when he looked at the teacher. But then his expression softened. He breathed deep and the fist disappeared. When he sat, he held the teacher’s hand, who squeezed in return.

The man was surprised for a second, glancing at Yuuto.

“I’m impressed you learned how to control yourself. Guess spending some time away from us gave you some maturity. I suppose I have you to thank for that,” he said, speaking to Yuuto for the first time. “I have no idea who you are, but of my little brother’s previous companion, you seem to be able to control him. Thanks for keeping Seiji entertained enough so he can’t embarrass the family. If you could, please try putting some sense into him.”

The student squeezed the hand tighter and watched the man walk away in silence.

“Akaishi-kun…” Yuuto said nothing more. He knew if his student wanted to talk, he would, though it would be through teasing.

Yuuto looked around, trying to find something that could distract the painter. His eyes rested on the dance floor, where others joined the now husband and wife. Gulping, the teacher knew there was something he could do. He felt his cheeks reddening a bit.

“Let’s… let’s d-dance,” he meant to invite his artist in a firm voice, but all went away the moment he spoke.

The student turned to the teacher with a queer look, but after a second, his lips turned into a smile. He stood up and led Yuuto by the fingers. “If that’s what my muse wishes.”

I shouldn’t have done that, the thought immediately crossed Yuuto’s mind while Akaishi-kun held him by the hand and waist. Though there were others dancing on the floor, for some reason, Yuuto felt everyone’s gaze turning to them. I shouldn’t have done that…

“Don’t worry,” said Akaishi-kun when he noticed the teacher’s red cheeks. “I’ll be gentle.”

Yuuto didn’t pay attention to the teasing; he was too busy concentrating on his own feet when the music started. They moving slowly from one side to the other, and then Akaishi-kun picked up the pace according to the music.

Somehow, the teacher managed to keep up. Or perhaps it was the student who led perfectly. Despite thinking once or twice ‘how did I get here?’, before he realized it, the dance ended. He looked around, expecting there was more to the music. But there wasn’t. Already…? It was so fast…

Even with the almost slip incident where the student held him by the waist, and with his feet in pain due to the heels, Yuuto had a fun. “You’re a great dancer, Akaishi-kun,” he said when they got out of the dance floor.

“I know,” he replied with his usual confidence. Then he indicated the dance floor. “Though nowhere near that.”

There was only one couple on the floor now. Given their clothes, a short vivid red dress that left one leg exposed, and tight pants and open shirt showing the chest, Yuuto knew they were from the groom’s side. For a moment, the entire reception room grew silent as the attention turned to them. The couple stood in a queer pose, with the woman facing the man’s back. A strange and foreign music began.

The dancers remained still. Then the woman’s hand went to the man’s chest, and her leg locked with his, the tail fluttering. When he held her hand, she spun around him and put some distance between them. She stared her partner as if he was the only one in the entire world.

They closed the distance, and the man raised the woman by the waist and spun her in midair, the red tail of the trail swaying elegantly behind her. He brought her to the floor gently and now he stood behind her, grabbing her hand and waist.

They moved like this from one side of the floor to the other, their legs moving in smalls and quick steps, so fast Yuuto barely followed.

The music became faster, and the dancers kept up, exchanging from small and fast steps to long and elegant ones. At one point, the woman’s leg twisted around the man’s waist, almost as if she was holding him.

From time to time, she stepped away, but then he held her by the hand, pulling her back with a spin and looking at her as if she was the most precious woman in this world and he would never let her go.

Their foreheads met each other so many times, their faces so close, Yuuto was impressed they didn’t kiss passionately at one point.

If it was me with… he glanced at Akaishi-kun, and turned back to the dance floor, his face hot.

To his luck, Akaishi-kun was too distracted to notice. But then his worries were swept by what Yuuto saw the next moment.

The man raised his partner again, but this time it was in the middle of a spin, and the red tail of the woman’s dress swayed so much it was mesmerizing.

Then they stopped moving abruptly at the same time as the music ended.

The entire room was in silence, and then burst into enthusiastic applause. Yuuto blinked and then joined the claps.

“That was… that was…” he had no words to describe.

“Agree. I’d like to try that with you sometime,” Akaishi-kun whispered.

The thought of teacher and student dancing around like that, their foreheads touching, Yuuto’s leg around Akaishi-kun’, his hand on the student’s chest made his face become an alarming shade of red.

“You said I wasn’t here to entertain you,” he mumbled in an embarrassed voice.

“But I mean it.”

The teacher could feel the sly smile even without seeing.

“And yet I feel like entertainment,” he complained, but more to hide his own smile. It seems he forgot that thing with his brother.

More people joined the couple on the dance floor, some inspired by the sensual dance. If not that foreign song, Yuuto didn’t mind dancing with Akaishi-kun again. But when he saw a few waits waiters holding trays with food and drinks, his belly complain despite already having dinner.

“Let’s eat,” Akaishi-kun said before Yuuto could ask, offering his hand. The muse took it and the student led him to their table.

It was empty, but when they sat, an older woman joined them almost immediately. “Sei-chan! I thought you would not be here after everything…” she trailed off and then laughed to dismiss the topic. “I’m so glad you came.”

Yuuto couldn’t help but smile. The idea of someone calling the Akaishi-kun he knew Sei-chan was hilarious. So there was a time when he was little and innocent to the point where people called him Sei-chan…

“I’d never miss my sister’s wedding,” Akaishi-kun replied. Despite the smile, Yuuto could tell it was different from the one he usually showed to his muse. “Besides, I would’ve hated missing that dance just now.”

“I know what you mean.” The woman’s eyes sparkled. “That tango was incredible. It’s amazing what these South Americans can do.”

“So it’s call tango, huh? It would be interesting to try.” Akaishi-kun spoke and looked to the woman, but Yuuto knew those words were aimed at him.

“Too bad my husband would never try.” She sighed, shaking her head slowly.

“For that, you need the right partner,” Akaishi-kun said, holding the teacher’s hand.

Yuuto didn’t pull it back. Nor he stopped himself from entwining their fingers.

“Speaking of partners, who is this lovely young lady you brought?” The woman turned to Yuuto for the first time.

The teacher blinked and let go of Akaishi-kun’ hand. The people here mostly spoke to the student only. When they talked to him, it was out of politeness or to say or ask something about his artist. It took a few seconds for him to recover.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said, bowing his head slightly with all the politeness he could muster. Hope my voice it’s passable as a girl. “My name is Yuu—” before Yuuto finished introducing himself, he felt a hand gently touching his knee under the table. Then a finger sliding slowly up the teacher’s inner thigh.

He blushed, widened his eyes and looked at the owner of the hand. I remember, Akaishi-kun! There’s no reason for doing the sign! And I said not to do this! Yuuto tried to get rid of the hand before finishing introducing himself.

“I’m… Yuuno,” he managed to say before the mood became strange. The hand was still there.

“It’s a pleasure meeting you, Yuuno-kun,” the woman said with a smile. “So what’s your relationship with our Sei-chan?”

“I help Aka—”

Akaishi-kun’ hand moved again, but this time he didn’t stop at the thigh. The hand slid under the dress. Blood rushed somewhere it shouldn’t and Yuuto blushed some more. The woman tilted her head.

“I help Sei… Seiji-kun with his art…” the muse hurried up and added. The hand stopped moving, but it was still there where it had stopped.

“Oh, yes. I heard Sei-chan was keeping himself busy with those little paintings. We were so glad he found something to pass his time.” The woman nodded her head in approval. “So do you paint as well?”

“No. Actually, I—”

“Inspire me to paint,” the painter finished the sentence with the sly smile.

“Oh my.” The woman chuckled while Yuuto turned to his artist. “You’re such a lady’s man, Sei-chan. And Yuuno-kun seems so pleasant I hope you still be around next time,” she said before stand and walk away.

They kept quiet for a while until the woman was far enough. The student turned to the teacher. “I thought you said you’d remember.”

“I…”

It took a few seconds for the teacher to notice the hand was still on his thigh. Then his manhood started growing again. He quickly removed it and closed his legs as best as he could without squishing it. The last thing he needed was his student noticing it right here at the wedding.

“I did remember,” he said in the most dignifying voice he could at the moment. “You should’ve given me time to prove.”

“I was just a little worried you might have forgotten,” he replied with the sly smile.

“How could I forget that?” Yuuto said, more to himself than to his student.

The painter bit his lower lips to hold his laugh.

The teacher breathed through his nose to calm himself. Even so, the memories from the limo ride came back.

“This way we’ll have privacy.”

It took a few moments for Yuuto to process everything that was happening.

“Akaishi-kun… I don’t think it’s a good idea for me to attend your sister’s wedding,” he said in a strangely high-pitched voice. “It’s too rude if…”

Akaishi-kun touched Yuuto’s lips with a finger. “Sei,” the student said, the finger sliding down the mouth slowly. “You must call me Sei tonight.”

“What?” Yuuto blinked a few times.

“You must call me by my name tonight.”

“Why?”

Is he crazy? Dan-kun might call people by their first names, even his students. But he’s a foreigner, and also had a sort of good reason… But there’s no way I can do that. Calling a student by the first name… especially Akaishi-kun…

“I’m bringing you to a wedding. Don’t you think people might find strange if you call me by the family name? And how many ‘Akaishis’ do you think will be there?”

“You… make good points,” the teacher reluctantly agreed. “But still, calling you by name so suddenly…”

“That’s why I said we had time to prepare. Now, let’s get started.”

The student smiled, but it wasn’t the sly one.

It’s like a kid waiting to open a present, Yuuto thought.

“You seem awfully excited about this,” he said, trying to gain some time. It made no difference. His student still looked at him with enthusiasm. The teacher sighed and averted his gaze. “S-s-se…”

“Go on. What’s my name?”

Akaishi-kun leaned closer, lifting his teacher’s head gently so he could look into Yuuto’s eyes.

The cosplayer blushed and tried to look away, but the student didn’t let him.

“Se… Sei…ji…kun,” Yuuto managed to say and Akaishi-kun released him with a satisfied smile.

“That wasn’t so bad,” he said, nodding. “How about you use something more intimate, like, Sei-chan?”

“Impossible,” the teacher said at once. Just picturing himself saying ‘Sei-chan’ put him on the verge of blushing.

Akaishi-kun sighed and dropped his shoulders in an exaggerated manner,

“Fine, fine. I know when my muse says that, it takes more time to convince. Time which we don’t have.” From the way he spoke, Yuuto could tell right away he had something else prepared to embarrass the teacher. “Now let’s talk how I’m gonna call you,” he said, his enthusiasm back.

“What?”

“I’ll introduce you as my muse,” he said as if that was already settled. “But I’m sure you’d like to keep your real name our secret, am I right?”

“Yes…” Yuuto admitted.

“What’s your artist name?” Akaishi-kun asked suddenly.

Yuuto widened his eyes. How does he know?

“W-what do you mean?”

He tried playing dumb, but at once he realized it wouldn’t work.

Akaishi-kun chuckled as he moved a finger.

“Don’t underestimate me. I did my research. High-level cosplayers like you have… an artistic name.”

Yuuto dropped his head in defeat. Ever since they began their muse-artist relationship, the cosplayer tried his best to hide his artistic name. The thought of the student finding his blog, and especially some pictures, on the internet was too embarrassing.

But I can’t hide it anymore, Yuuto thought, knowing he would regret telling Akaishi-kun.

“It’s… Yuuno…”

It happened faster than he imagined. At once, the student’s face beamed with the sly smile. Why do I feel like I’ve given him some embarrassing ammo against me?

“Yuuno… Yuuno… Yuu…no,” Akaishi-kun said the name again and again, each time, changing the intonation, the smile never fading.

The teacher could almost see where his student’s mind was heading.

“I-it’s better than the name my sister came up with during the first convention,” the cosplayer said, trying to make his artist stop saying the name. It worked.

Akaishi-kun turned his attention back to him with interest stamped on his face.

“People kept asking her about me and all, because even then I did a great job,” he said with some pride in his voice. “So out of nowhere she came out with the name Mozi moe…”

Without realizing, Yuuto was smiling. It’s been too long since I thought of that day… it was years ago, and yet I remember like it was yesterday…

Akaishi-kun chuckled as he heard the name.

“Mozi moe… that’s a unique name. Though I prefer Yuuno,” he said with the sly smile back and Yuuto sighed. The diversion hadn’t worked as he thought. “Tonight you’re Yuuno that inspires Seiji-kun with the paintings. Now that’s settled, we need a sign.”

“A sign for what?”

“A sign if you forget about us,” he said emphasizing the last part.

Again Yuuto didn’t like where Aka… Seiji-kun’ thoughts were heading. “I’m sure I can remember something this simple.”

“It’s for precaution,” the student said, getting closer. “How about if I discreetly touch you here?” His hand slid down on the teacher’s inner thigh, a finger moving up.

“No!” Yuuto protested, taking the hand away. It tickles… and other stuff… he kept that part to himself.

“It’s a perfect sign. It’s discreet and no one will realize under a table.”

He put the hand back, the finger sliding up gently.

Yuuto pressed his lips and tried to ignore the tingle he felt from his student’s touch.

“But you’ll need to control your reactions better. Though I love seeing you blushing, people will notice. And I want to keep that part of you to myself.”

Those words didn’t help Yuuto with the blushing and the other reactions he was having, so the teacher took the hand from his thigh.

That didn’t stop the student though. He kept touching his teacher, pretending to look for another sign. He touched the lower back and then Yuuto’s inner arm.

Yuuto had to admit, though reluctantly, those signs didn’t make him blush like the first. But not only this sign wasn’t discreet, it also reminded the cosplayer of their first afternoon. In the end, he said he could remember without any help.

The waiters brought the main dish, medium rare steaks, along with the side dishes. Only then Yuuto noticed there weren’t any chopsticks.

“Can you use knife and fork?”

Though Seiji-kun’ voice was low so only the teacher could hear, Yuuto felt there was some teasing behind those words.

“Yes, I can. Thank you for worrying.”

It was true. He had used western utensils before, though it had been a while ago. A few dinners at Dan-kun’ house only had fork and knife.

When Yuuto held the utensils, there was something familiar off about it at the same time. Then he felt a breeze on his neck that sent a shiver down his body.

“You’re holding in the wrong hands,” Seiji-kun whispered in his ear.

Flushing, Yuuto corrected himself. But even so, he had trouble cutting the meat. Chopsticks are better, he thought sullen.

“Let me,” Seiji-kun offered when Yuuto started losing the fight against the food.

With the people sitting on the table with them shooting glances at him, the teacher knew it would be easier to just let the student do it.

Seiji-kun cut the food slowly to show his muse how to do it.

“Here,” he said, raising the fork with a bit of the steak.

Widening his eyes, Yuuto looked around. The people were looking at them. With his cheeks red, he ate it, the juice filling his mouth with each bite.

“Delicious!” he had to admit despite the embarrassment.

The rest of the meal went with no other remarkable situation, though the teacher could still feel his cheeks red.

As the guest finished eating, most remained on their seats, talking. But some went back to the dance floor. Yuuto noticed there were many Argentinian men asking Japanese women to dance.

Seiji-kun caught Yuuto looking at the dance floor. With a smile, he offered a hand.

Chuckling, the teacher took the hand and the student led him.

This time, the dance was faster but somehow Yuuto managed to keep up. The next music, however, was similar to the tango, and the teacher blushed when the student smiled and raised his eyebrow.

“I-I need to excuse myself,” Yuuto said to get out of the dance floor. The Argentinians were offering to teach how to dance to the women.

Seiji-kun flashed a sad smile. But it only lasted a heartbeat. The next moment, he pulled the teacher closer, almost embracing him from behind.

“Remember to use the right restroom,” he whispered.

Yuuto walked away without a word, but his reaction was enough to make Seiji-kun satisfied.

He always knows how to embarrass me, he thought, his face warm.

Though it was just an excuse, Yuuto used one of the stalls since the restroom was empty. But when he came out, he wasn’t alone anymore.

A tall girl with slender legs and long and silky dark hair around Seiji-kun’ age was checking her makeup and hair.

As Yuuto washed his hands, he noticed the girl checking him through the mirror, not even bothering to hide what she was doing.

“So you’re Seiji’s latest,” the girl spoke.

“Excuse me?” Yuuto asked, looking at the real girl instead of the reflection. Have I seen her somewhere…? She looks familiar…

“Everyone was wondering if Seiji would come and bring one of his latest time fillers. But I knew he would come. Even if he’s not speaking to his family, he loves his sister too much to skip on her wedding.” The girl took her eyes from Yuuto’s reflection, closed her purse and looked at the real one. “You seem like a decent girl so I’ll give you some advice. Enjoy this as much as you can, because, given Seiji’s recent history, chances are you won’t be around the next family event.”

Yuuto finally recognized where he had seen her. Or at least part of her. “You’re Aka… Seiji-kun’ ex-girlfriend.”

He had admired the painting for so much he wondered why it took him this long to realize she was the nude model. Even without eyes and hair, the resemblance is amazing… Seiji-kun is an amazing painter.

“What do you know about me? About us?” she asked in a low voice, her lips trembling slightly.

Yuuto could say exactly what Seiji-kun had told him about his ex. But she was just a kid, and he would never hurt a kid because of something like this.

“Only what he told me.”

Yuuto’s consideration seemed to hurt her more than he imagined.

“You know nothing. What I did was… a mistake,” she said, her voice full of regret. “I know I should’ve been more considerate of his feelings, but everyone was almost fighting about his grandpa’s inheritance even if he isn’t dead yet. I said that because I didn’t want to see Seiji losing what’s his by right!”

Yuuto was wordless. Now a few things start to make sense. The way he speaks about his ex and why he’s not speaking to his family… And given how much Seiji-kun loves his grandfather, no wonder he’s angry with her.

“Seiji-kun was hurt,” he said, trying not to sound as if accusing the girl. It’d only hurt her more…

“Don’t you think I know? I love him since we were kids. Just because of a little mistake, he broke up with me.”

She couldn’t hold her tears anymore.

Yuuto wanted to comfort the girl. It was his job as a teacher to help kids. But he restrained himself. He knew she would feel worse if she were comforted by Seiji’s latest. But that wasn’t the only reason.

Part of him wanted to say I don’t want you hurting Seiji-kun again. The face the student made on their first encounter after he asked about the nude painting still pained him. Yuuto never wanted to see his artist with that kind of expression again.

The teacher kept his silence as the girl sobbed. After a while, she recomposed on her own and pulled a handkerchief from her purse, drying her tears.

“Enjoy while you can. Seiji will get tired of you. Just like the others. In the end, I’m the one who knows and loves him the most. When this all passes, I’ll apologize and he’ll get back to me,” she said and then left.

She can’t let go of the past, Yuuto thought as he put the handkerchief back in the purse the girl forgot.

When things break, they can never be put together the same way. Yuuto knew that well enough. The only option is to create something new that looks similar or let go.

But given how much she hurt Seiji-kun, I doubt they could get back together… Maybe I should tell him to talk to her… this way she could move on…

He wondered how that conversation would go. The teacher knew sometimes old feelings could overtake the moment. It had happened with Yuuto and his ex-girlfriend at the end of the year, just a few days before Seiji-kun found out about his art.

But when he imagined what happened between him and Yuki-chan happening with Seiji-kun and that girl, a pain crossed Yuuto’s heart. I don’t want that…

As the pain grew, before he could leave the restroom, the door opened again. For a second, Yuuto thought the girl was back for her purse. But then he saw the white dress.

She’s beautiful, he thought while watching the bride. I can see the family resemblance… Only then Yuuto remembered she had no idea whom he was. Wait. Seiji-kun said she helped him with my ‘gifts’.

“C-congratulations,” he said and averted his eyes when she caught him looking. “The ceremony was wonderful.”

“Was it?” She said in a carefree tone, stretching her arms. Then she let out a heavy sigh. “I feel exhausted. It’s fun and all, but I’d rather enjoy the rest of the night with my new husband, if you know what I mean.”

Yuuto couldn’t help but chuckle. She doesn’t look the elegant bride who walked down the aisle. And yet it felt like something Seiji-kun would say. They are indeed brother and sister.

“Can you keep a secret?” the bride asked.

The teacher nodded and she pulled from Seiji-kun’ ex-girlfriend’s purse a cigarette and a lighter. With the first drag, she relaxed.

“Don’t tell anyone about this. It doesn’t fit the image of an Akaishi bride, you know?” she said when she noticed Yuuto’s surprise.

“A little,” he admitted. Then he smiled. “And yet you look just like Seiji-kun.”

“I should be offended since my little brother is like the bad sheep in the family now.” Despite her words, she laughed as she let out another puff. “But I can’t say I don’t get him. With all this stress around, I’d rather blow off some steam.”

She breathed in and exhaled smoke.

“Can you keep another secret?” Yuuto nodded again. “The ceremony was a sham. We’re already married.”

“What?”

She smirked and nodded.

“Yeah, for about a two weeks now. We were in Argentina solving a problem about the steaks and other stuff for the wedding when I got tired. We eloped that very night. The spur of the moment honeymoon was awesome. Too bad our families didn’t think so.”

Despite her tired expression, she couldn’t hide how proud she was for that. When the bride laughed, Yuuto couldn’t help but do the same.

Though she was the most important person tonight, it felt like she was somewhat of an outsider, just like him.

“You’re impulsive and carefree. Just like Seiji-kun.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“How did you manage to calm both families?”

“We lied. My husband said we eloped because we were too happy about finding out I was pregnant.”

“Do they know the truth?”

“No, hence the secret,” she said shaking the cigarette. “But I’ll probably get pregnant this night anyway. Latin men sure know their ways. Some say the tango is just a foreplay.” She laughed when Yuuto blushed. “Seiji said it wasn’t hard to make you blush, but I never thought it’d be this easy.”

She laughed a bit more as Yuuto pressed his lips.

This is just like Seiji-kun too… Guess I just have to learn to deal with this for the next time… When he realized what he was thinking, his heart thumped faster.

As the bride put out the cigarette, she turned to him with a gentle expression.

“Thanks for being here. I know if it wasn’t for you, Seiji would’ve punched brother. Or maybe he wouldn’t even be here. Despite being a fake ceremony, I didn’t want to get married without my little brother.”

Yuuto blushed and bowed to her.

“Ah, no! I’m the one who should say thanks. I know you even took time for this,” he gestured at his dress.

She smiled and waved her hand.

“No need to thank me. Believe me, it was the most fun I had in days. With my mother and in-law choosing everything, it was fun not having your opinion shot down for a change. Apparently, a beach wedding isn’t fit for The Akaishi Family.”

They both laughed.

“But then I don’t think we could see that dance.”

“True. But they can dance anywhere. Tango on a starry beach surrounded by bonfires is too romantic. Maybe you and Seiji can experience that one day.”

Yuuto widened his eyes and looked at the floor.

“No, we’re not…” like that… He knew he should say that, but didn’t want to.

“I should go back out there. I think people perhaps might notice if I’m not around.” When she was at the door, she turned to the teacher. “I mean it. Thanks for being there for my little brother. He needs you more than he shows. Please, be by his side from now on, Yuuto.”

With a smile, she left.

Yuuto was still enjoying the conversation and took too long to realize what she just said. Did she call me by my name…? No… I misheard… that’s all… yeah… I’m sure… He tried to convince himself, though he wasn’t doing a good job. Seiji-kun would never tell her whom I really am, would he? If it were my sister… He shivered at the thought.

Just calling her from the limo was too embarrassing. All the questions she made. I’m sure she’ll pester me for better answers. If she ever finds out that I’m at a wedding as my male student’s date, she would go crazy. Can’t imagine what she’d do if she finds out about the other stuff Seiji-kun has done to me…

“What’s taking you so long?” A voice brought Yuuto’s mind back.

Once again the teacher found himself with someone in the restroom. He looked at his student and then flashed a tired smile.

“You shouldn’t be here…”

“Well, technically neither should you,” Seiji-kun replied.

Yuuto opened his mouth, but only a sigh came out. He’s right, the teacher thought, though he wasn’t going to say.

As Seiji-kun closed the door, the bride’s word echoed in Yuuto’s mind.

The teacher fidgeted as the student got closer and his heart thumped louder. But then Yuuto noticed Seiji-kun’ breathing was short and his cheeks slightly red.

It doesn’t feel like he was dancing just now. Then the teacher noticed the closed fist. He got into another argument…

“Then let’s get out here. I’m in the mood to dance again,” he said with a forced smile.

Seiji-kun stared at his teacher. Then he leaned and rested his head on Yuuto’s shoulder.

“I’d rather be alone with you for a while,” he whispered.

The teacher’s heart thumped louder. Even if he was somewhat used to, the student usually caught him off guard. It’s bad for my heart when he’s so sincere…

“D-don’t you think it’d be bad if you were caught in the ladies restroom?”

Seiji-kun chuckled. “It wouldn’t be the first time… nor the first wedding…”

“Why am I not surprised?” Yuuto laughed despite himself. “I met your sister. She seems nice.”

“It’s only for the first time. Give time and you’ll feel like you’re walking on thin ice around Seika-nee,” he said, his expression half-warning, half-afraid.

Yuuto flashed a sly smile. “I feel like I already do that with you.”

When the student had no reply, he pressed his lips and avert his eyes.

That’s cute, Yuuto thought, smiling.

“She’s just like you. Or perhaps I should say you’re the one who’s just like her.”

“I’d like to deny that, but sadly it’s not the first time I head,” Seiji-kun said dropping his shoulders in a forced way. “But you’ll see what I’m talking. Next time ask her how she treated me when we were kids. Every time I screw up, she kept quiet just to blackmail me later.”

“I think that’s just how siblings are. At least my sister still does that.”

“We should make an alliance for all the little brothers who suffer under the older sisters.”

“Agree.”

As they laughed, something his student said made Yuuto smile.

Next time… Seiji-kun and his sister seemed to be the only ones who think that I’ll be around for the next time.

“I also met your ex-girlfriend,” he said in a low, watching Seiji-kun’ reaction.

For a heartbeat, the student was surprised. The next second, his expression became blank, almost cold. “Is that so?”

That’s a bitter voice… Yuuto had never heard this tone. Usually the student smiled and had fun when they were together. But when they entered a touchy subject, Seiji-kun became cold and distance. But never bitter like this…

“She misses you.”

“Is that so?” he repeated in the same voice.

“Don’t you think that indifference is a bit too much? Aren’t you two are childhood friends? Do you want to leave like that?”

“You don’t know what she did.” Seiji-kun avoided meeting the teacher’s eye.

Sometimes he really acts like a kid, the teacher thought but had no desire to laugh this time.

“It’s true I don’t know the whole story. Even so, you’re not doing yourself any good holding on to that anger…” Yuuto closed his fist. There was a pang in his chest, but he had to say it. For Seiji-kun’ sake… “I’m not telling you to get back together with her. I… I don’t want that… All I’m saying is let go of the past.”

Yuuto looked at his student, holding his breath as he waited. He knew it was a sensitive subject, but something inside him wanted to get it out now. I don’t like seeing this side of him, the teacher realized.

For a moment Seiji-kun stared at the teacher, his eyes blank. Then his face relaxed and he flashed a weary smile.

“Are you lecturing me here in the bathroom at my sister’s wedding?”

Yuuto relaxed and smiled too. “I’m a teacher after all.”

Seiji-kun sighed and looked at the floor.

“You’re right… She may have said those things, but she’s an old friend,” he said in a low voice after a while.  “I’ll talk to her, but not here, not today. I don’t want to deal with that now.”

The teacher beamed and reached his arm to pat him on the head. “You’re such a good boy.”

Seiji-kun blushed as he enjoyed the patting. But the next moment, he grabbed his teacher’s hand and brought him closer, flashing the sly smile.

“That’s troublesome. I don’t want you thinking that I’m a good boy. It would ruin my reputation,” he whispered, looking into his teacher’s eyes.

Yuuto blushed. Close! Seiji-kun is too close, he thought, his heart thumping louder again. But before he could say anything, the student looked at the door, lifted and brought the teacher to the last stall, locking the door.

“W-w-what—” Yuuto tried mumbling something, but the student brought a finger to the teacher’s lips.

Seiji-kun wasn’t paying attention to his muse. He was trying to listen to something the teacher didn’t know.

When the student turned back, the only thing Yuuto could think was that their lips were too close.

They stared into each other’s eyes.

Then Seiji-kun lowered his gaze and looked at Yuuto’s lips. When he looked back, he closed his eyes, leaning closer.

With his head blank and his heart thumping widely, Yuuto did the same. He could feel the warmth emanating from Seiji-kun. He could feel the cologne.

Their lips about to touch when someone entered the restroom.

Teacher and student opened their eyes. They blushed and looked away at the same time.

W-what we were about to do?

Before he could think about that, they heard voices. “I can’t believe she made you cry. What a bitch.”

“Who does she think she is? She’s just a nobody Seiji’s sleeping with.”

“Don’t worry about her. She’s just enjoying herself because she knows I’m right.” Yuuto recognized the third voice.

It was Seiji-kun’ ex-girlfriend, the last person Yuuto wanted to catch him and Seiji-kun in the stall like that.

“You made her cry?” the student whispered in Yuuto’s ear.

Despite being somewhat used to his student’s voice so close, right now the teacher was overly conscious how close Seiji-kun’ lips were to his ear.

All Yuuto could think off was what almost happened a few seconds ago, a big part of him wishing the girls hadn’t interrupted them.

“Did you really make her cry?”

“No, I…yes, but—”

The student brought a finger to Yuuto’s lips again.

There was a long silence. Then a knock on the stall door.

Yuuto looked at Seiji-kun and shook his head desperate.

The student, on the other hand, nodded with a smile and unlocked the door.

The ex-girlfriend had a smug, but when she saw Yuuto wasn’t alone, her face lost its color.

“Hello Amira,” the student said, trying to hold a laugh.

She and her friends couldn’t say anything at the sight of Seiji-kun and Yuuto almost embracing on the stall.

***

“If someone had said to me that I’d spent my night in a wedding party, I’d doubt their sanity,” Yuuto said and yawned. Then, as his eyes threatened to close, he rested against Seiji-kun’ arm with a smile. “Despite all the embarrassment, I have fun.”

“Me too.” The student took the keys from the pocket and put his jacket over his teacher’s shoulders. “I never thought I’d enjoy a party with my family. All thanks to you.”

“I’m glad that you had a good time despite my embarrassment,” he tried to be sarcastic, but the fun he had made it harder to sustain the tone. As he pulled the jacket closer, the student unlocked the door and let Yuuto go in first.

“How can you say that was embarrassing?” Seiji-kun looked at the bouquet on the teacher’s hand.

Yuuto brought the bouquet closer and smelled the flowers. It was more to hide his red cheeks and avoid Seiji-kun’ eyes. “No comment.”

“And how about this?” The student ran a hand over the teacher’s leg under the dress, touching the garter. “I don’t remember you saying no.”

Yuuto’s face became redder, but he kept his calm; he was too tired and too drunk to overreact. And after Seiji-kun put it, this isn’t that embarrassing, the teacher thought.

“I’ve never heard of that tradition. The garter toss…”

Never thought I’d see so many Japanese men fighting for that… guess everyone got drunker than usual thanks to the Argentinians… not that I can say much, anyway… Yuuto didn’t remember how many glasses of champagne he had.

As the party went on, at some point, the men gathered on the dance floor without any women. Even slightly drunk, the teacher doubted his sight when the groom got on his knees, raised his bride’s dress to a dangerous height and took off her garter with his teeth. Then he tossed it in the middle of the men, who pushed each other to get it.

To Yuuto’s disbelief, Seiji-kun got it. With a huge smile and his face red, the student came to their table and got on his knees, offering the garter to the teacher.

With the eyes of everyone in the reception hall on him, Yuuto finished the champagne, raised the hem of his dress and offered his leg.

Seiji-kun took his time to put the garter on Yuuto. When he finished, the guest cheered and applauded, drinking even more. The student pulled the teacher, hugged him and then brought him to the dance floor.

Now that Yuuto remembered, his heart couldn’t stop thumping faster. But he didn’t have the feeling.

“To me, apart from you, the best was Amira’s reaction with the bouquet and the garter. She was so pissed I could swear she’d fight you right there.” As Seiji-kun laughed, Yuuto opened his mouth but then sighed. “I know, I know. I’ll talk to her.”

“Please, be gentle…” The teacher thought for a moment. “Don’t be yourself.”

“You say like I’m a brute or something who can’t have a normal conversation.”

Again the teacher opened his mouth to replied, but gave up midway. He was exhausted from the party. All the dancing and the drinking was more than I expected… And it’s his fault I drank that much, he thought, but never voiced it.

Yuuto sat on the entrance and took off his heels, rubbing the marks on his ankles. With Seiji-kun’ help, he stood up and on the bare floor, feeling a strange relief. Though it was fun to be taller for a few hours, it feels too good to be standing on my own two feet after the heels.

The student stared at the teacher for a moment, pressing his lips.

“Come here.” Before Yuuto said anything, he gently led his date to the couch. After they sat, Seiji-kun lifted Yuuto’s foot and observed the red marks. “I thought you were used to heels,” he said in a low voice.

“Not as much as you think. Only a few of my cosplays wears heels. Besides, I never danced using them before,” he said, closing his eyes, his breathing slowing down. Yuuto felt a gentle hand rubbing his foot. “What are you doing?”

“It’s because of me your beautiful feet are like this, so let me do something,” he said with a genuine smile. “I don’t want my muse walking around in pain.”

Yuuto pressed his lips and closed his eyes again, letting the student massage him. It’s good… too good, he thought, his mind drifting away as he relaxed…

When he came to himself, he shook his head and looked around, rubbing his eyes to get rid of the drowsiness.

“Morning,” a happy voice said. Seiji-kun showed his face behind the canvas and smiled.

Is he painting me… wait… Morning? Yuuto blinked and turned to the window, but the curtains were closed. Did I really fall asleep on my student’s couch?

“Why didn’t you wake me up?”

“You looked so peaceful, I couldn’t…” Seiji-kun blushed lightly and looked away. “I had to paint you…”

That face is cute… Yuuto thought, but then he shook his head.

“I have to get home now! Or my sister…! Oh crap! She’ll know…” He quickly threw the blanket he didn’t remember having aside and stood up, forcing his mind to work. I have to… to… change! Yes! If I get home in this dress… Oh, crap!

In Yuuto’s panic, he barely noticed Seiji-kun trying to hide his mouth with the hand. After a while he couldn’t hold in anymore, his voice echoing in the apartment.

“What?” The teacher turned to him in anger. “It’s your fault! Why didn’t you wake me?”

“I’m sorry. I just had to.”

It took a while for the student stop laughing. When he finally did, he picked up the remote on the table and with one click, the curtains opened on their own, revealing the night view.

Yuuto felt the relief filling him. Then he turned to his student, too exhausted to ask what was happening.

“You only fell asleep for about twenty minutes.”

With his head pounding, Yuuto breathed slowly and rubbed his temples. At least my sister won’t find out about this…

“What time is it?”

“A little past two in the morning.”

“So late? How am I supposed to get home now?” Yuuto said, his head hurting due to the anger.

“Don’t worry. The limo is still waiting for you.”

Yuuto sighed in relief as the anger left him. But then he stopped smiling. “Did you make the driver wait for me all this time?”

“He was hired for the entire night.”

Seiji-kun answered it so fast Yuuto wondered if the student already knew how the teacher would react beforehand. He really knows me…

“I would’ve sent him home, but I knew if you woke up, you’d want to go home.”

“Of course I would. How would I explain sleeping at my student’s house because we went to a wedding together?”

“Then isn’t good that I made him wait?”

Yuuto pressed his lips. It was true that thanks to Seiji-kun, he could go home. But there was something else in his mind. If I go home in a limo, some neighbor might see me… or worse, my sister…

“If you think going home in a limo is too flashy for you, your other option is to sleep here. I must tell you I only have one bed, but if it’s with you, I don’t mind sharing.” Seiji-kun flashed the sly smile and Yuuto’s cheek reddened.

Why does it feel like he’s reading my mind? The worse was that some part of him thought the offer didn’t sound bad at all. I’m still drunk from the champagne.

“I told my sister I’d go home,” he reminded his student.

It was a half-true. During the limo ride to the wedding, after Seiji-kun arbitrarily decided on that sign after testing others, Yuuto reminded to tell his sister. Since he wasn’t bringing his cell phone, he used his student’s phone to tell her he would go to a wedding so she shouldn’t worry about him.

“A wedding with that special someone, huh?” Even if Yuuto said nothing, his silence was enough for her to pick up something. “Don’t worry about me, little brother. Just make sure to hook up after the party. But since you’re too shy to take the lead, try your best. If you don’t sleep home, I’ll know you managed to seal the deal.”

“I’ll sleep home. See you later,” he said, blushing before returning the phone to the owner.

Yuuto tried to take his mind off his sister; it wouldn’t do him any good think about the weird things she said. Especially with the culprit right by his side.

In less than five minutes, Yuuto had washed his face and changed clothes. He wanted to give the dress, underwear, heels, and necklace back—he would keep the makeup kit—but Seiji-kun refused to accept, saying those were gifts. The teacher was exhausted and in a hurry to argue and simply stuffed everything into his bag.

Yuuto raced to the door with Seiji-kun right behind him.

“I had more fun than could possibly expect. All because you were there with me. Thank you,” he said in a rarely seen honest expression.

Those words took the teacher off guard and he blushed.

“Me too. I never thought a western wedding would be like that. Even with everything, it was too fun,” he said with an embarrassed smile. They stayed silent for a while, looking into each other’s eyes, Yuuto’s heart beating a bit faster. “Well then, good night. Bye.”

“Until our next Sunday.” The real smile was the last thing Yuuto saw before Seiji-kun closed the door.

With his face still hot, the teacher hurried to the elevator and pressed the button. When the doors opened and he stepped in, Seiji-kun came down the hallway.

“You forgot this.” He threw the bouquet and Yuuto caught it for the second time that night.

The teacher looked at it, trying to find words, any words, but the doors closed before he could find any. He was still admiring the flowers when the driver opened the door, let him in, closed it and sat at the driver’s seat. After he gave the address, Yuuto couldn’t help remember about the tradition behind the flowers.

When the bride headed to the dance floor with most of the women following her, Seiji-kun insisted Yuuto went too, saying he should try getting the bouquet too. The teacher was a bit drunk and didn’t reject the idea.

The women barely paid him any attention. Only Amira and her two friends glared at him and made sure he couldn’t get on the dance floor.

The bribe threw the bouquet and the women went wild. Yuuto could swear he saw someone pulling the woman who caught it for less than a second by the hair, and then a sort of elbowing. But since his vision was slightly blurred with champagne, he didn’t trust his eyes.

As the women tried to get it, the bouquet went up again and somehow fell in his hands.

Yuuto opened his mouth in surprise then stared the flowers, vaguely aware that some women glared at him. Amira and her friends were trying to kill him with their eyes. But all he could do was smell the flowers and smile while the bride Seiji-kun laughed.

After everything settled down, Yuuto sat back on their table and asked why the women fought so much over the flowers. The student leaned in and whispered so only the teacher could hear. “The person who gets the bouquet will be the next one to get married,” he said with a smile.

At the time, to Seiji-kun’ disappointment, Yuuto had almost no reaction, smiling and smelling the flowers again, his face red due to the champagne. But now, with his head a bit more clear, when he thought about those words again, the image of Seiji-kun smiling popped into his mind.

Then, as he relived the moment when Seiji-kun putting the garter, which he was still wearing under his pants, Yuuto’s entire face became an alarming shade of red.

But he didn’t hate the feeling at all.


Chapter 07

“It was easier than I thought.” Seiji-kun’ was voice filled with satisfaction.

“What?” Yuuto asked, his voice filled with annoyance.

“Putting you on my couch wearing nothing but underwear.”

Though Seiji-kun’s eyes focused more on the canvas than on him, Yuuto knew his artist was watching him carefully, paying attention to the cosplayer’s reaction with a smile.

Yuuto snorted a little too loudly. He opened his mouth to reply, but when he couldn’t come up with anything clever enough, he closed it and looked away.

“Don’t get mad and change the pose,” Seiji-kun said, his hand still holding the brush. “It’s your own fault.”

“How is this my fault?” The cosplayer finally mumbled, though more to himself than to his artist.

When the school year ended, Seiji-kun asked, in his cute and demanding way, to increase their painting sessions. The teacher didn’t give a second thought and said yes with a smile.

Even though the students were on spring vacation, the teachers still had work. But since it wasn’t the whole day, Yuuto had already planned to use the extra time to catch up on his reading, cosplays and perhaps visit his grandparents on the weekend. Even so, he still had more free time than he expected.

That was what Yuuto told Seiji-kun when he said yes.

It was true, but there was another reason behind his instant reply. A reason the cosplayer wouldn’t dare voicing it, not even to himself. Their somewhat different relationship had grown over the past two months, so much Yuuto believed they were more than just muse and artist, teacher and student. He truly believed there was a friendship between them, perhaps more.

But in the few days before Seiji-kun’ graduation, Yuuto felt a pang in his heart every time he thought about his soon-to-be former student. He had a hunch the feeling was because one of their bonds was about to disappear, but had no idea why it bothered him that much.

Even if Seiji-kun didn’t come to school ever since he resolved his absent situation with the vice-principal, we were still teacher and student…

Part of him still remembered Seiji-kun’ words the day they became muse and artist. I promise while we’re still teacher and student, I’ll won’t do anything that might displease… Yuuto cheeks reddened whenever he remembered Seiji-kun saying those words. Even so, it didn’t change the fact that one of their bonds was about to end.

The graduation ceremony went by slowly. It was so slow Yuuto could swear there was something wrong with time, as if it refused to pass. He tried looking for Seiji-kun, but among so many people, it was impossible.

When the ceremony was over, many of his now former students talked to him. Suddenly everything was moving twice as fast and Yuuto wished he had more time to prepare his heart.

After almost the students, graduates and parents left, the teacher was feeling a bit sad about the goodbyes. Then Seiji-kun showed up. Though he spoke in a rather normal and not teasing way, the pang in Yuuto’s heart only grew.

But when Seiji-kun said he wanted more time together as artist and muse, Yuuto beamed and accepted the proposal right away. He had trouble to keep himself from hugging his former student right there in the middle of school.

However, with their new arrangement, came an unforeseen problem.

After painting him almost every day, Yuuto ran out of new cosplays. He blamed his bliss for not realizing this would happen. Ashamed for his mistake as a muse, the cosplayer told Seiji-kun about the situation, avoiding the former student’s eyes the entire time.

There was only silence from the former student while the teacher fiddling with the hem of his skirt.

After what seemed an eternity, Seiji-kun gently touched Yuuto’s chin and forced the cosplayer to look into his eyes. “Don’t worry. An artist takes care of his muse,” he said in a soft voice.

At the time, and even later when he relived the moment, the teacher caught his cheeks blushing and his heart thumping faster. That wasn’t fair… Seiji-kun flashed the sly smile, but he also had that mesmerizing glow in his eyes.

It’s not fair to use both at the same time, Yuuto thought while lying in bed and caressing himself.

A few days later, when the cosplayer was working hard on the newest cosplay to pose for Seiji-kun as soon as possible, the former student sent one of his annoyingly cute short emails. Come. No makeup or wig.

What’s he planning…? Calling me when there’s a chance of a typhoon hitting the area… Knowing Seiji-kun, Yuuto already expected something that would make him embarrassed was coming. Could it be he has a cosplay for me? Or since there’s no wig and makeup, could be another party, like last time. The teacher would never admit, but he had caught himself wanting to dance with Seiji-kun again.

Or maybe he wants something else now that we’re not student and teacher anymore… The idea made Yuuto’s heart thump wildly.

Half curious, half nervous, twenty minutes later, the cosplayer was standing before Seiji-kun’s apartment, ringing the doorbell.

The former student opened the door quicker than usual.

The moment he saw Seiji-kun’ huge smile, Yuuto knew something was up at once. Moments after he entered the apartment, he found out what it was.

Lying against the coffee table there were two sets of cosplay. A short one-piece red Chinese dress with yellow details and black baggy pants, two round hair ornaments and a purple parasol made of bamboo.

Next to it was a black beanie with bat wings coming out on its side, a small red top shaped like a bat, a red micro shorts also shaped like a bat and with a devil's tail, and a pair of black and white knee stocking.

Before hearing anything, Yuuto’s artistic soul took over and he examined the clothes. The cosplayer knew the characters too well and had even cosplayed one of them in a different outfit last year.

Despite both sets being store-bought, they were rather well made and seemed a perfect representation of the characters. At first glance, that is, Yuuto thought. He could tell the colors didn’t match the clothes perfectly.

“What’s wrong with the cosplays I picked?” Seiji-kun was sitting on his stool waiting for his muse evaluation. But after Yuuto circled the table thrice without saying anything, he couldn’t keep quiet anymore.

The cosplayer squatted to look at the cosplays closer, touching the fabric.

“They don’t look bad, is just…” He had trouble finding words to describe. The colors weren’t the only fault.

“So you didn’t like neither,” Seiji-kun said with a loud sigh. “I knew you’re proud for being one of the best cosplayers, but you’re nitpicking on purpose.”

“I’m not doing on purpose,” Yuuto replied, standing up. “And besides, you know make my own cosplays, so why did you buy these? You could be patient for once and wait until I finish.”

“It’s taking too long. I don’t wanna wait that much,” Seiji-kun said in his bossy way. The former student closed his eyes, breathed deep and looked at the teacher. “I wanted to make a surprise for you… I miss painting you…”

The hint of honesty in his voice softened Yuuto a bit.

I miss posing for you too, he thought, his cheeks a shade of red. The cosplayer glanced at the clothes again, trying to see past the insignificant flaws only he could see and imagine himself wearing them.

Despite looking cute, he could only focus on the flaws. Damn it…

“There’s nothing I can do. For my pride as a cosplayer, I’ll wear only my own. I… I don’t want you painting me in a flawed cosplay,” he whispered, his shoulders dropping.

When Seiji-kun looked at the ground, a pang crossed the teacher’s heart. After a whole week without seeing each other, Yuuto was ruining everything because of his pride. But this is for you too, Seiji-kun. I wanna be the very best muse for you, like no one ever was.

“Unless you have another idea, you’ll have to wait.”

If I can get home right now, I might be able to finish the cosplay today. Then we can have a session tomorrow.

“If I can find cosplays that match your extremely high and unreasonable standards, will you pose for me?”

Despite Seiji-kun’ light tone, Yuuto’s instinct acted. He narrowed his eyes as he looked at his artist.

All this time being his muse made the cosplayer pick up Seiji-kun’ hidden words. He knew there was something behind them right now, but couldn’t figure out what it was. After a few seconds, he chose his answer carefully.

“If the cosplay representing the character has nothing that I can complain about, I’ll consider.”

Seiji-kun’ eyes shone and his face lit with a smile.

Oh, crap… I took the bait, Yuuto knew at once.

“Well… I do have two other options,” said the former student slowly. He stood up, walked to one of the bedrooms and came back with a small box. After handing to his muse, Seiji-kun sat on the stool again and watched with a smile that was too eager.

He’s dying to see my reaction, Yuuto realized.

With no other choice, the cosplayer pulled the lid and looked inside. Then turned back to Seiji-kun baffled.

“I know for a fact that you don’t find any fault in these clothes,” Seiji-kun said almost if he had done something amazing.

“Are you serious?” Yuuto finally managed to find words.

Seiji-kun nodded with confidence. His smug was both cute and annoying to the teacher, but now the latter was stronger.

“I don’t remember ever saying something like that.” Yuuto tried to keep calm, but the annoyance was leaking in his voice.

Seiji-kun’ smile grew.

“Your exact words were ‘I do think the girl’s uniform is beautiful. The black and light blue and the pleated skirt are one of the best uniforms I’ve seen’. And when I asked if you ever thought about wearing it, your answer was ‘I’m not a cross-dresser, I’m a crossplayer. Please don’t mix them’,” Seiji-kun said in a higher pitched voice, his version of Yuuto. “Which is weird, because you put on that dress to the wedding rather quickly.”

Yuuto blushed and pressed his lips. He wanted to say something back, but after Seiji-kun spoke, he remembered. Damn it… he’s right, the cosplayer agreed unwillingly in his mind. He couldn’t just give in that easily though.

“I… I… don’t remember saying that, but… if I ever did, then you already know I won’t wear it. I’m a cosplayer after all…”

Seiji-kun’ smile turned slyer as he raised his eyebrows and brought the stool closer, the wheels scraping the floor.

“What if I told you our uniform is also cosplay?”

“I… I… wouldn’t believe in you,” lied Yuuto.

He knew Seiji-kun would tease and perhaps twist and hide the truth behind his words whenever it fit him, but the painter would never out lie like this.

And yet the teacher said he didn’t believe his former student out of pride.

Seiji-kun didn’t seem annoyed about his former teacher doubting his words. In fact, he looked as if enjoying the conversation, almost if everything was going according to his plans.

“What if I can prove? Would you wear it for me right here, right now?”

Yuuto averted his eyes, trying to find a way out of the conversation.

“W-why are you insisting so much on this?”

Seiji-kun crossed his arms and closed his eyes, pondering on the question for a moment.

“I’d be lying if I said I haven’t thought about seeing you in wearing our school’s uniform.”

That honest face is not fair, Yuuto thought, his face reddening. He liked the idea of Seiji-kun thinking about him. The teacher himself had lost count of how many times he caught himself thinking about his former student. Things like what Seiji-kun was doing, what he would say about the next cosplay, if he would like it.

Even so, his pride made the teacher reject the thought of wearing the Hyouzan high school uniform.

“I… I’m flattered… but that’s… not a cosplay…” the cosplayer insisted stubbornly.

With a smug, Seiji-kun took out his phone from the pocket, unlocked the screen and turned the device to the teacher.

He planned where this conversation would end…? Yuuto gulped before turning his attention to the screen.

It was an anime. The scene was at a train station filled with background characters. Apart from the clearly main character with wild red hair, no one had any worthy feature. That’s a boring game of find the protagonist, Yuuto thought, smiling.

No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t figure out what Seiji-kun wanted to show him. The scene was just the main character having an intern monologue before going to school, thinking he was superior for being different than the masses.

“You didn’t see?” The former student touched the screen with his finger and thumb and zoom in before pressing play again.

Only then, when the main character was out of focus, Yuuto saw what Seiji-kun wanted to show him. It was so close it was impossible not to notice. I can’t believe this…

There, in the background, were a few students from another school. Their uniform looked exactly like the one Seiji-kun gave to the teacher, one exactly like the girls’ uniform from Hyouzan high school.

“How… did you find this…?” Yuuto asked without taking his eyes off the screen.

“The internet. I have to thank those hardcore otakus for this. I threw Hyouzan School, anime and uniform on the net and after a lot, a lot of weird stuff.” He widened his eyes and shook his head. “I finally found a forum where people were discussing if our uniform was used in the anime or not.”

Yuuto had no words. He took Seiji-kun’ phone and pressed play again. It’s… our uniform, he admitted to himself in defeat.

“B-but it’s not a real cosplay…”

The cosplayer wasn’t going to give in that easily. Thanks to Seiji-kun’ conversation, he faintly remembered talking about the girls’ uniform once or twice. But even if he had cosplayed many characters wearing uniforms, he never once felt the desire to wear his school’s.

“Why not? Even if it’s just in the background, there’s a character wearing almost the same uniform in an anime,” Seiji-kun pressed on, narrowing the distance between them. It was hard to avoid Seiji-kun’ intense eyes. Especially when they were almost on the same height as the former student sitting on the stool. “You said only characters from manga, anime, and video games, didn’t you?”

“Yes…” he agreed reluctantly. “B-but… it’s not the same uniform… This also would hurt my pride as a cosplayer…”

“So bringing a character to life and bringing joy to others goes so far as some minor imperfections,” Seiji-kun said, shaking his head. “Besides, I never thought something this trivial would be enough to hurt your pride.”

The teacher could see it plainly; Seiji-kun was trying to manipulate him. He kept quiet for a moment, choosing his words carefully.

“Perhaps pride would be too much, but I stand on what I said. I cosplay to bring joy to others and to myself. Wearing that cosplay, wearing our school uniform would bring joy to whom?”

“To me,” Seiji-kun answered shamelessly with a real smile.

The teacher almost blushed. That face isn’t fair…

“B-but we’re not here to entertain each other… We are here as artists. Muse and painter.” Friends and… Yuuto wasn’t sure, so he kept to himself.

“You’re right.” The smile grew a bit smaller but a lot slyer. “Then tell me what your limit as an artist is. You bring the characters to life, but does that include doing something the characters might do?”

“Yes.” The word came out of Yuuto’s mouth before he could stop them. “If it fits the character personality, I could do it,” he added, since he couldn’t lie to Seiji-kun anyway.

I did it before, Yuuto thought but kept that to himself.

After his third even after Yuuto decided embrace cosplaying for real, his sister asked if he didn’t want to cosplay as the main character of the manga Vampire Chevalier for a photo session. He accepted at once. After some research, he knew many cosplayers did this sort of thing, and he was thrilled to do it. It would help to make him more famous in the cosplay world.

What he had no idea, what his sister kept quiet from him, was that she hadn’t set the photo shooting. After the cosplayer was already in character, with a black shirt with white details, a frilly black skirt, black stockings, and a brown shoulder-length wig, Yuuka casually mentioned the people who had everything up had arrived.

The people were two male cosplayers who were looking for someone to cosplay as the main character of the show. They would be cosplaying the two main male characters and also the protagonist’s love interests.

When Yuuto tried to back off, Yuuka manipulated him, mentioning about him turning into the character and living her, to bring the media into life and other things he couldn’t remember. In the end, he stayed, and it was one of the most embarrassing things he had ever done in his life.

A few weeks later, when Yuuka saw the photos, his face became an alarming shade of red. One of the most embarrassing one was where Yuuto lied down and the other cosplayers almost embraced him, one around the waist and the other on the chest. Another photo had them half lying down on Yuuto’s lap, whose shirt was splashed with water. And there was also a photo of them almost biting the teacher’s neck at the same time. He didn’t remember that scene in the anime nor the manga, but he knew it was something the main character would do.

It was only once or twice, and of course he had his limit, but if Yuuto denied right now, Seiji-kun would know right away. The cosplayer had no idea how to get out.

“Fine,” Seiji-kun said before his muse could think of anything. “I’ll let go of this uniform. But in exchange, I want you to bring this character right here, right now.”

He took his phone back and touched the screen for a moment before turning it back to Yuuto.

The cosplayer became an alarming shade of red. He didn’t even see what Seiji-kun wanted to show him. His eyes were too focused on the page.

“Seiji-kun… h-how did you find this site…?”

What the artist was showing was Yuuto’s blog, or better yet, Yuuno’s blog.

“After you told me your name, how could I not look up?”

Yuuto pressed his lips. The main reason he kept his artist’s name hidden from Seiji-kun was to prevent exactly this. He wasn’t ashamed of the blog or anything, but there were a few pictures he would rather the former student never find out. Mainly the ones from the photo shootings his sister had arranged throughout his cosplayer career.

“I never thought you’d pose like that with other men. Even I was a little embarrassed seeing those photos,” he said and averted his eyes, his cheeks reddening slightly. “If you can do that, I might ask something similar…”

The teacher knew his former student’s expression was fake, but it didn’t stop him from blushing as well.

“That was… that was… me… living the character,” he added in a low voice, dropping his shoulders.

With a huge smile, Seiji-kun showed the phoned again. “With that in mind, I’d like you to live this character.”

After letting out a heavy sigh, Yuuto looked at the screen again, this time seeing what Seiji-kun was so eager to show. A photo of him cosplaying as Hayama Yuna. The character herself had nothing wrong, but her personality was a little troublesome. I should never have asked my fans to choose what character Yuuno should cosplay next, he thought, regretting making that poll once again.

“I… I already cosplayed her for you…”

“I remember. You kept hiding information about this character no matter how much I asked. Now I know why.”

Yuuto pressed his lips again. The so-called information Seiji-kun was talking about was the character's personality. Yuuto regretted making the poll because after she won, he looked her up. What he found made him embarrassed.

Hayama Yuna loved underwear. A lot. Despite not being a pervert, she loved panties and bras so much she formed a club to help girls realize the importance of picking up the right underwear. She never got embarrassed when the subject came up, no matter if there were boys near them.

“I think you know what I want,” Seiji-kun said in a soft voice.

Yuuto could tell what it was. Even so, he tried to find something to get him out of that situation.

“Yes, I do know,” the cosplayer said with such confidence Seiji-kun' smile grew smaller. “I'm a man and I do not go back on my words. If you want me to bring this character to life and pose in underwear, I will. But there's only one problem. To become her, I'd need a wig.”

For a moment Seiji-kun had no reaction under Yuuto’s smug. But then his lips quivered. He pressed them but soon the former student couldn't hold his laugh anymore and let it go, his voice echoing. When recovered his air, he pointed to the box with the school uniform.

With his suspicion growing, the cosplayer took out the jacket and the shirt. Underneath were the pleated black and blue skirt. Yuuto glanced at Seiji-kun, who encouraged him to keep going.

Despite his hesitating hands, he pulled out the skirt. Under it was a twin-tail brown colored wig, the same hairstyle as the character Hayama Yuna.

Yuuto could only stare at the wig without uttering a word. Seiji-kun, on the other hand, smiled like a kid. The cosplayer looked at the store-bought cosplay, the school uniform in his hand and the wig on the box.

“You bought all this just to trick me?” Yuuto had no idea if he should feel angry, but he was so weary he gave up. Teasing me is more fun than I thought…

“Believe me, it was worthy.”

Looking at that beaming face made the teacher sigh in defeat. “If you have time for this, you should use it to think about your future.”

Seiji-kun’ smile vanished.

“I don't want to think about the future,” he said in a low voice, crossing his arms. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Spending time with you is what I want to do now.”

When he looked at the teacher again, the smile was back, but smaller, and a bit sadder.

Yuuto didn’t smile back. He wanted to talk about the topic, but Seiji-kun avoided the conversation every time.

From the beginning of the school year, some of the faculty members were worried because one of their most famous student, someone from the Akaishi Family, had no plans for his future. In the form, Seiji-kun wrote 'nothing particular' as goal. When the teachers went to talk to him, it was the same as talking to a wall.

The last attempt was after the winter break, after Seiji-kun had found out about Yuuto’s secret. When everyone believed the teacher was responsible for student’s comeback, the vice-principal insisted he kept insisting.

Seiji-kun avoided the topic even with Yuuto. But as they spend more time together, the teacher realized the reason behind his student behavior. He didn’t want to talk about his future because he was a spoiled brat like some of the staff members kept saying. It was because of his grandfather.

Little by little, session by session Yuuto found out that Seiji-kun’ grandfather became ill last September, around the same time when he broke up with his ex-girlfriend.

But if he’s this happy, I guess his grandfather is better. Last time Yuuto heard, Seiji-kun had good news. His grandfather was out of the intensive treatment unit and was back to a private room. With any luck, he should be out of the hospital in a few weeks.

As Yuuto looked Seiji-kun’ beaming face, an idea crossed his mind, his cheeks blushing. It’s embarrassing… it’s super embarrassing… but if it makes him talk…

“I-I’ll pose for you now… if you promise to talk about your future…”

Damn it… even at times like this, I stutter…

Seiji-kun’ expression was unreadable. But after a few moments, his face softened as he let out a sigh. “Fine, I promise. Now let’s get started!”

I didn’t expect for him to agree so fast…

Tied by his words, Yuuto went to the bathroom and came out wearing nothing but the wig, black stocking and a red-laced lingerie that was already waiting for him in the counter. Seiji-kun really planned all this…

“This is too much, even for this character,” the cosplayer complained.

“I think it suits you, I mean, the character perfectly,” the former student said, smiling.

This was one of the few and rare times where Yuuto couldn’t tell if Seiji-kun’ smile was the genuine or the sly one. But he had noticed both types were becoming harder to read with each session. Is it because he truly loves teasing me?

“Lie down.” Seiji-kun gestured to the couch.

The muse did as told without saying anything. After all this time, he had given up trying to pose according to the artist’s vision. No matter how perfect he followed the instructions, he wouldn’t end up as the former student imagined. In the end, Seiji-kun simply placed the teacher like in his head, almost like a figure doll.

Today wasn’t any different. When Yuuto lied, Seiji-kun placed the muse’s hands, arms, and legs the way he wanted without bothering to ask.

The muse did his best to ignore the hands touching him. Even if it was normal by now, Seiji-kun’ touch always made his blood gathering where it shouldn’t. Despite knowing he shouldn’t, he liked the feeling.

But today he felt nothing.

The artist’s touch was focused on making his muse pose as in his head, and not once he tried to make the cosplayer embarrassed. Maybe it’s because he’s happy and can’t stop thinking about his grandfather…

Seiji-kun finished and sat on the stool.

Yuuto analyzed the pose. Is this really how he wants to paint me today…?

The cosplayer had one leg down and the other bend, covering the bulge made by his manhood. The arms were crossed and both hands covering the bra. The pose was rather simple, especially for a painter who loved making his muse blush.

It’s not tacky or anything, but it feels different than usual… To Yuuto, the poses the painter made him do were strange but interesting. However, it was only after seeing the paint that he realized the poses where marvelous.

It must be Seiji-kun’ skills to make a simple position look amazing… but this one… Yuuto didn’t believe this pose would become amazing like the others. But I’m not a painter…

The artist picked up the brush and stared at his muse, his eyes immersed in concentration.

The cosplayer held still. That stare always stirred him in more than one way, especially considering the former student did it unknowingly. It also made Yuuto’s heart pound louder.

It was more effective than when Seiji-kun tried to do it on purpose, but for some reason, the painter hadn’t noticed the effect.

Seiji-kun had barely touched the canvas when he rested the brush.

“Something’s missing,” he said, more to himself than to his muse. Before the cosplayer could ask, he went to the fridge and came back with an ice cube in his hand.

“What’s that for?” Yuuto asked, though he already had some idea.

Seiji-kun licked the ice cube and leaned closer, his face too close to Yuuto’s.

The teacher averted his eyes and blushed as his former student gently rubbed the ice on the muse, starting from the neck. Cold…

Seiji-kun either didn’t notice or care. He slowly moved down the chest, taking his time circling around the bra.

Yuuto’s nipples became hard and visible against the fabric.

Seiji-kun’ hand stopped for a moment. He looked at his muse with an eyebrow raised and a smile. Now the teacher could tell it was the sly one.

“It’s cold,” Yuuto said, not meeting his artist’s gaze.

“Hum…” The artist continued to slide the cube on his muse’s belly, still with the sly smile.

Yuuto breathed in and out slowly, trying to empty his mind and control his body’s impulses. But when Seiji-kun rubbed the cube on the inner thigh, there was a stir between his legs he couldn’t stop.

“It’s enough, don’t you think?” he blurted out, trying to take the painter’s attention away from the lower part of his body.

Seiji-kun remained still for a moment, but then the cube was gone from Yuuto’ legs. He went back to his stool and ate the ice while staring the teacher in the eye.

Yuuto blushed and looked away. Silence followed while the former student painted, but it was soon broken.

“I told you, don’t change the pose just because you’re mad,” Seiji-kun repeated.

“I haven’t moved an inch,” Yuuto said defensively.

Even though he hadn’t done anything wrong as a muse, he trying to relax. Despite not thinking much of the pose, he wanted to see what kind of paint the former student would create.

“How far do you bring the character?” Seiji-kun asked suddenly. Though he kept his eyes on the canvas and painted, Yuuto could tell his mind was absent.

“What do you mean?”

Seiji-kun rested the brush and his eyes left the canvas to focus on his muse.

“I watched a few of the anime you’ve cosplayed and noticed some characters speak in an annoying way. I was wondering if you also talked like that while cosplaying.”

Yuuto remained in silence for a moment. Whenever making a cosplay for conventions and events, the cosplayer recorded the characters and practice speaking like them. It’s much harder than it looks. Thank you for all your hard word, voice actors out there.

“Yes… But don’t say it’s annoying. Anime voices are cute,” he defended the characters he loved, though he could understand what Seiji-kun was saying.

“I wanna hear now.” The painter’s eyes focused on the canvas again, the sly smile back.

“Not gonna,” Yuuto said bluntly. “I need to practice before I can speak like the characters,” he added when the former student glanced at him with a questioning look.

It was true, and Seiji-kun could tell. What the cosplayer kept to himself was the fact that it was embarrassing. At conventions and events is one thing, but doing here in front of him… Once his sister had caught him practicing ending his sentences with a cat’s meow. He didn’t want to hear that kind of laugh again.

The painter seemed somewhat satisfied and resumed the painting. But he had barely moved the brush when he rested it again.

“I’ve never asked but how do you feel about men pleasuring themselves looking at your pictures?” he asked casually.

The completely sudden and embarrassing question caught the cosplayer off guard, making his entire face red. “Why are you asking this now?”

He tried to keep calm, but the idea always bothered him. His sister had advised not to let it bother him, saying he couldn’t control what others did and that he should focus on the happiness he brought.

“I don’t like it… Who would?” Yuuto said in a low voice. Besides, it’s not like I haven’t done it too… and not only with cosplayers, he thought, glancing at his artist, his heart thumping faster.

“I wouldn’t mind. I’d feel flattered my looks alone could bring pleasure someone,” Seiji-kun said with a serious face.

“In my case, it’s guys pleasuring themselves,” he said in a dejected voice.

The cosplayer wanted to shake his head to dismiss the thought, but that would break the pose, and as a muse, he wouldn’t do that. Even if Seiji-kun has barely painted anything…

“In your case, it’d be mostly girls, since you’re hot and all,” he blurted out. A second later, he realized what he said, blushing again.

“You think I’m hot?”

Yuuto gave his best to avoid looking at Seiji-kun. Even so, he still he could sense the smug on his former student’s face. Damn it… me and my mouth… The cosplayer felt his cheeks burning and wanted to change the subject, but Seiji-kun was faster.

“I know some cosplayers meet their more excited fans. Have you ever met one?”

“No comment.”

As their relationship as muse and artist grew, they made a few unspoken agreements. Yuuto and Seiji-kun could ask anything to each other, and they had to be honest. Rather, the teacher had to be, since the former student always knew if the teacher lied or not. When he didn’t want to answer, the cosplayer could say ‘no comment’ and the painter wouldn’t insist.

Yuuto didn’t want to answer because he would rather avoid the memory when a fan of his trapped him in the girls’ restroom in a convention. The man proclaimed his love for Yuuno, saying he had fallen in love at first sight, and all he wanted was to shake her hand.

The cosplayer didn’t refuse, afraid something else could happen if he did. But it happened anyway. The fan was so happy and lost his mind, jumping on top of the teacher, licking him. If it wasn’t for a girl who had entered the restroom at the time and called the security, Yuuto had no idea what could happen next.

At least one good thing happened from that experience, Yuuto thought, smiling. After befriending the girl who saved him, they ended up going out after a few months. Yuki-chan’ shocked, then amazed and then somewhat jealous face from the fact that her boyfriend could be cuter than she still made him smile when he remembered.

But I don’t have time to be thinking about that…

According to their unspoken agreement, Seiji-kun wouldn’t insist on a specific question. But there was always backlash; his follow up question was much more embarrassing. It was his way of showing annoyance for being refused.

Yuuto prepared himself for the follow-up question.  He already touched an embarrassing topic… I bet his next question is on the same topic but worse.

“Have you ever pleasured yourself thinking about a man?” Seiji-kun asked something even more embarrassing, just as the cosplayer expected.

“NO COMMENT!”

Yuuto knew at once he screwed up. Not only had he screamed, but his entire face burning hot. Might as well tell him about that night… ah, crap… Even though he didn’t want to relive, the memory flooded his mind.

After that Monday, when Seiji-kun was still his student and had asked the teacher to be his muse, after trying pleasuring himself with no success, after Yuuto gave up common sense, he relived the memories of what had happened at his student’s apartment. The way Seiji-kun held him, touched him, pinched his nipples, and touched his manhood over the swimsuit.

His member reacted. And when Yuuto stroked it, his seed flowed rather quickly.

But it wasn’t enough to rid his body of the hot flash, so he pleasured himself trice that night, all the times while thinking of Seiji-kun and the way his cold hand touched him. And that wasn’t the only time he did that.

Oh crap! The memory was enough to wake a stir between Yuuto’s legs even now. No matter if he tried to think of something else, his thoughts ended up on Seiji-kun’ touch. He’s gonna notice!

“A-aren’t you talking much today?” Yuuto asked, desperate to take the attention away from himself. “What happened?”

The moment he spoke, he realized the truth behind his words.

Though they did talk, most of their conversation happened before or after the session. While Seiji-kun was painting, they barely spoke; the painted was too focused for that.

Yuuto loved their talks. Thanks to them, they learned a lot about each other. But what the cosplayer kept secret from the painter was that he preferred when they didn’t talk while working.

Because the sight of Seiji-kun painting was mesmerizing. The way his face became still, almost frozen in concentration. His eyes glowing with some sort of energy. His hands holding and moving the brush delicately. His breathing so slow the muse sometimes wondered if he was breathing at all.

Yuuto had grown to love watching Seiji-kun painting.

But today, the cosplayer saw none of that.

The former student hesitated for an instant.

The teacher noticed. No matter if it was for a half a heartbeat, he had noticed.

“No comment,” Seiji-kun said in an emotionless tone, his eyes empty.

Yuuto felt a pang in his heart when he saw that expression. I’m such an idiot!

All he did today… the excessive talk, all the cosplays he bought, behind all the teasing and all the restlessness… How could I’ve been so blind?

Yuuto jumped from the couch, raced to Seiji-kun and placed his arms around the former student’s head.

“What are you doing…?” Seiji-kun’ voice was muffled. He didn’t pull back, nor try to break the hug though.

“I’m sorry I didn’t realize sooner. I’m an idiot,” Yuuto whispered, hugging him tighter. Behind everything, there was one thing Seiji-kun tried to hide; pain. “Your grandfather… he’s got worse, didn’t he?”

Seiji-kun was completely still for a moment.

“You can read me so well… that’s why you’re a teacher…”

He tried laughing the matter off, but his voice died almost right away. He wrapped his arms around Yuuto and they stayed that way for a long time, neither saying anything.

“Grandpa’s… in a comma,” Seiji-kun barely spoke. Then he trembled and cried in the cosplayer’s arms.

Yuuto felt a pang in his heart. Seiji-kun… He didn’t know what the former student was to him, but he knew he wanted to help him.

Not because Yuuto was a muse and Seiji-kun his artist.

Not because they were former teacher and student.

But because Seiji-kun was important to him.

He didn’t know how he could help, so the only thing Yuuto did was hug him tighter.


Chapter 08

Yuuto woke up with a smile. He was still drowsy, his eyelids too heavy when he tried to open them.

Yawning, he rubbed his eyes and finally managed to open just a bit. An unknown ceiling, the teacher realized as his sight became less blurry. The thought lingered in his mind for a moment and then he dismissed it. He was too happy to care.

As Yuuto scratched his chest, he realized the shirt he wore was too loose. This isn’t mine… He tried thinking but shrugged the thought off after a second. He was too relaxed to care.

With another yawn, he stretched his arms but stopped because of a pain in his lower back. Did I fall or something? He wondered while massaging the place, but his mind refused to work. For some reason, he was too happy to think.

Yuuto tossed languidly on the mattress. It feels like I’m in a cloud… his smile grew. Wait… This isn’t my bed… A second later, he also dismissed the thought. It’s too comfortable to worry about such things.

As his hands searched for the covers, he found something else. Something warm. Something breathing. Turning his head, his fuzzy vision focused on a tangle of black hair.

Yuuto wasn’t alone on the bed that wasn’t his.

At once the sleepiness went away. W-why, why, why is Seiji-kun here? He looked around, finally realizing where he was. Why am I in Seiji-kun’ bedroom? Why am I sleeping next to him?

With his mind at full speed now, Yuuto realized the shirt he wore belonged to his former student. How, how, how… even in his head, he couldn’t form a question. Part of him vaguely remembered something about taking off his shirt. Probably because the cosplay, he thought, but no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t remember how he ended up wearing Seiji-kun’ shirt.

Ah, damn it! He screamed in his mind, messing his hair with both hands.

He turned to his former student once more. Despite his frustration at not remembering anything, he couldn’t help but smile. It’s the first time I see his sleeping face… Now I get why he likes doing this, he thought, remembering Seiji-kun had seen the teacher sleeping on a few sessions.

The slightly open lips that usually had a smile on it, the cheeks, the nose, the face that only seemed innocent. Before the teacher realized, he gently stroked Seiji-kun’s hair. He’s so cute…

A second later, Yuuto shook his head and pulled the hand back. Now isn’t the time for this! What happened last night?

Taking a deep breath, he glanced at Seiji-kun again. Only now he noticed the man lying beside him was shirtless. Yuuto looked back at the shirt he wore. It’s just a coincidence… right…? We didn’t… nothing happened… I mean, I’d remember… right…?

Yes, if something like t-that happened, there is no way I’d forget, he said to himself over and over.

But no matter how many times Yuuto thought, he couldn’t convince himself. Half to calm his mind, half-curious, his hand slowly pulled the dark blue silk sheet they shared up. A second later, he put it back on its place, his eyes wide, his lips a thin line.

Seiji-kun was completely naked underneath the blanket.

His mind refused to accept. Was he really naked? Don’t rich people like to wear weird underwear? His family’s company does make underwear…

It’s just to confirm, the teacher said to himself as he grabbed the covers again. He lifted it, this time forcing himself to look at it. After a long look, he let the sheet down.

Yuuto cheeks reddened a second later, covering his face with both hands. It’s bigger than mine… was the first thought that crossed his mind, along with a déjà vu feeling.

I bet he knows how to use it… Wait, it’s not time to think about Seiji-kun’ dick! Did something happen between us or not?

He messed his hair again and forced his mind to remember what happened last night without disturbing the cute and naked man sleeping by his side.

Yuuto had no idea for how long they hugged. All he wanted was to find a way to make Seiji-kun feel better. But he couldn’t think of anything. All he could do was try to convey some of his feelings through his arms.

After a long time, they stopped hugging. The moment Yuuto stepped away, Seiji-kun turned his head and cleaned his face with the hands. Though he tried to hide it, the teacher saw the red in his eyes.

Yuuto pretended he didn’t see.

“How about we finish the painting?” he proposed with a smile. “Then we could go out for dinner.”

Seiji-kun blinked a few times and then forced a smile. “Yeah… it’s a good idea,” he said a bit too loud.

The muse turned around to hide his smile of relief. His enthusiasm is forced, but he’s not shutting me up. As Yuuto went back to the couch, the lights went out. Even in the complete darkness, he looked up out of reflex.

“A blackout,” Seiji-kun said, clicking his tongue.

What a bad luck, Yuuto thought, dropping his shoulders.

He halted and pictured the apartment in his head; he had been there so many times it was easy. After placing everything on the mental map, he navigated to the window and pulled open the curtains.

It made no difference. The raging storm covered the entire city with a sea of darkness, saved by dozens of dots of lights here and there.

“It’s amazing we didn’t hear a thing,” Yuuto said in wonder as he strained his eyes to see a bit more.

“Soundproof.”

Seiji-kun appeared next to the cosplayer out of nowhere, tapping the glass with a finger. Then a light shone in the darkness as he pulled his phone. After reading the news for a moment, he turned to Yuuto.

I have a bad feeling…

“W-what it says…?”

“The typhoon changed its direction about an hour ago. The government is advising to stay inside until it passes. Which means we’re spending the night just the two of us. What can an artist and his muse alone do in the dark all night long?”

His tone was much brighter and in the dim light provided by the phone, Yuuto could see the sly smile was back.

But the teacher only half listened; all his thoughts were on his family. Wasn’t Sis working at master’s today? Is she still there? Hope she’s alright… How about grandma and grandpa? Did the typhoon hit there too?

As he worried, his phone shone like a fire in the darkness. Yuuto raced to the table where he left. Yuuka was calling him, and that the first time she called him. Four missed calls?

“Hey little brother… Are you alright?” she asked before he could say anything, her voice sluggish. “I called home, but I guess yer not there.”

“I’m fine, but I don’t think I’ll be getting home.” He looked at the dark sea. Though there was no sound, the storm seemed stronger. “How about you? Are you still at master’s?”

“Yeah, I’m still here. We’re all fine. Aren’t we?” Yuuto heard other voices in the background.

“Are you drunk?”

“The lights went out about half hour ago here, so master proposed a drinking game. Am I winning, guys?” There was a loud scream and he moved the phone away from his ear. “I just talked to grandpa. The storm isn’t strong there, but the entire city took shelter at the school just to be safe. Grandma’s loving it. She’s drinking with her friends, saying it reminds her of school field trips.”

He breathed in relief. Thank goodness everyone’s all right. “I’ll call them right now.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll call them and tell yer fine.” Yuuto heard a big burp. “Where are you anyway? At your boyfriend’s?”

Yuuto took a few seconds to process his sister’s words. When he did, his eyes widened and he turned away, hiding his red cheeks from Seiji-kun even in the dark.

“W-w-what did you say, sis? I couldn’t hear you… bad call…” he trailed off, praying the drunk Yuuka had misspoken. She’s just drunk, right? There’s no way she knows about Seiji-kun… right…?

“I asked if yer at your boyfriend’s apartment,” she said again in a slower and clearer voice. Then she hiccupped, burped and kept quiet for a moment. “I’m asking if yer at Seiji-kun’.”

Yuuto felt the room grow quieter and hotter. How does she know about him? How? Since when? His mind became numb as he forced it to think, but his head was a blank. Out of nowhere, he felt something standing right behind him.

“Is that Yuuka-nee?” Seiji-kun whispered on the teacher’s ear. “Let me talk to her.”

Yuuto flushed even more. Too close! He shouted in his heart, turning around and covering the phone with the other hand. It was too late though.

“Is that him? Guys, he’s really there,” she said and Yuuto heard cheers on the other side. “Let me talk with him. If he’s gonna date my little brother, he needs to know the rules.”

With his face burning, the teacher pushed Seiji-kun away a little, making sure he didn’t look at his former student.

“S-sis… I don’t k-know how you got… that idea… b-but we’re not… he’s not my… you know…”

“I don’t get what you’re saying. He’s not you’re what?”

For some reason, she didn’t sound drunk anymore; she was full of excitement. The background voices ceased and it was a complete silence now. Did she put me on speaker?

Yuuto glanced at Seiji-kun through the corner of his eyes. Even in the dim light of the phone, it was impossible to look at him without becoming overly conscious. He walked away and placed a hand over his mouth.

“He’s not my… boyfriend,” he whispered. Just saying the word was enough to make his face burn even hotter.

“When you say it like that, I totally believe you.” She laughed, and the voices in the background did the same. “Give my best to Seiji-kun. He sounds hot.”

He gritted his teeth and held back his immediate reply. Yuuto already had enough of that conversation. “Since you seem all right, I better turn off my phone. To save battery.”

“Ah, c’mon, don’t be mad. I’m just making sure my little brother is safe and sound. Before yer off to spend a night alone in the dark with yer friend and personal artist, can I give you a piece of advice?” suddenly she was serious.

“What?” Even Yuuto was taken aback a bit by the sudden change in her tone.

“Since yer the uke, make sure Seiji-kun uses protection.”

His sister’s laugh was the last thing Yuuto heard before ending the call. Even so, his heart was throbbing. How did sis find out about Seiji-kun?

“Why did you do that? I wanted to talk to your sister for a bit.”

Before the teacher realized, the cause of that conversation was standing behind him again, making his heart thump louder. He couldn’t be this close to the artist without hearing to his sister’s words.

“H-how come you know her? How come she knows you?”

Though Yuuto wanted to know, his real intentions were taking the attention away from him. Why does she think you’re my… boyfriend… he never voiced the last question. Even in his mind, he could barely think without blushing. Thank goodness it’s dark and he can’t see my face.

“Ah…” Seiji-kun seemed surprised. Then he smiled. “Remember the wedding?”

“Yeah…” Yuuto forced his mind to remember. Ah, crap… I called sis from his phone…

“After you fell asleep on my couch, she called my number worried about you. Didn’t I tell you?” he asked with a fake innocent expression.

And you both managed to keep quiet? What did you two talk? Ah, crap… does… does my sister know everything? Ah, crap…

Against his will, his mind relived everything that happened between them. When Seiji-kun was still his student and fondled him. When he almost pleasured Yuuto. Their almost kiss at the wedding. And many other memories.

If she knows all this… it’s amazing she kept quiet so far… But now… He didn’t want to imagine what she would say now that the secret was out.

“No, you did not tell me,” Yuuto said at last, his voice a mix of anger and embarrassment.

“Guess I forgot. My bad.” The smile on his face suggested the opposite. “But how is she?”

“She’s fine…”

More than fine… I bet she and the others are gonna talk about me and Seiji-kun all night… Sis is gonna use us as inspiration for her next story… Yuuto ignored the smile forcing itself on him. It’s not like I wanna read that kind of story about us…

Now isn’t the time to think about that! He rubbed his eyes with both hands. Yuuto knew since Yuuka had revealed she knew, he wouldn’t get out of the embarrassing talk.

Even so, he had to leave the situation with his sister for later and focus on Seiji-kun. Unfortunately for Yuuto, the word boyfriend still ringed in his mind. Damn it, Sis. I can’t get it out of my head!

“Thank goodness. You were blushing so much I thought something might have happened.”

In the dim light provided by the phone, Yuuto could see Seiji-kun beaming in relief. How can you change smiles so quickly? That face isn’t fair! Yuuto was weak against that. So was his heart, thumping louder.

“I… I… I need to change!” he blurted out.

Yuuto pictured the apartment and dashed to the bathroom. In the middle of the living room, however, he tripped on something where should be nothing, bringing whatever it was down with him with a ruckus.

Trying to stand up, Yuuto touched the floor. But instead of wood, he touched something sticky. Only then he realized he had tripped on the easel and the stool. Damn it… I forgot about it… “Ouch… My back…”

“Did you trip on my easel?” Even in the darkness, Yuuto could feel the mocking voice getting closer. “Where are the watercolors?”

Seiji-kun tried to help, but instead of the watercolors or the easel, he found Yuuto’s belly. He probed a couple times then his finger went to the teacher’s belly button, playing with it.

“What’s this?”

“That’s my bellybutton!” Yuuto tried pushing the hand away and move at the same time. He ended up rolling on the watercolors. “Look what you did! You got me all sticky!”

Seiji-kun laughed loudly. Only then the cosplayer realized what he had said and his face became an alarming shade of red. Why is this situation that looks out of Sis manga is happening…?

“Sorry, sorry,” the former student finally said when he stopped laughing. “It’s been a while since I heard that.”

“Don’t move!” Yuuto tried to stand up, but his foot was slippery. When he took a step, he fell. Seiji-kun held him just in time. “Thanks,” he mumbled, thanking the darkness for hiding his expression.

“You need to take a shower. Or do you prefer to spend the night all with me all dirty?”

It’s amazing you can find the most embarrassing way of saying that, Yuuto thought, but held his tongue while Seiji-kun helped him to stand.

“I took a shower before you got here, so the water should still be good.”

“Thanks…”

No matter how embarrassing taking a shower at his former student’s house was, Seiji-kun was right; Yuuto couldn’t spend the night like dirty like that. He proceeded to the bathroom, this time cautious with every step.

Even if he had been there many times to change in and out of a cosplay, it was impossible to know where everything was in the complete darkness.

My phone’s almost out of battery… Should I ask Seiji-kun for his…? He dismissed the idea. Yuuto didn’t want his former student to see his face right now; his cheeks still felt hot. Why did he do that…? His hand went to the bellybutton, remembering how Seiji-kun played with it.

By touch, the cosplayer found the sink, the tap, and the soap, cleaning his hand and his arms as best he could. But it wasn’t enough; he still felt dirty. Am I really gonna do this? Though Yuuto had been a muse for a little over two months, he had never taken a shower at his artist’s home. Maybe a cold shower will help…

Yuuto undressed the panties and bra, throwing them on top of Seiji-kun’ dirty clothes, and went to the bath area, looking for the stool, soap, and shampoo. It’s not so bad… actually, it’s kinda relaxing taking a shower in the dark, he thought as he watered his head.

Before the cosplayer realized, he was humming. When he was washing away the soap, he heard the bathroom door opening and his hands stopped moving.

“You’re not done yet, are you?” Seiji-kun’ voice came through the glass partition.

“W-w-why are you here?” Why didn’t I lock the door?

“I’m dirty too. With paint and sweat from cleaning everything. Don’t you think I need a shower too?”

Even if he couldn’t see, Yuuto knew Seiji-kun was smiling. “Can’t you wait?” Even if he tried suppressing it, there was a hint of desperation in his voice.

“I can’t. I think there’s enough hot water for one more bath.”

Thanks to the dim light of his phone, Yuuto could see his shaky shadow taking the shirt off. A shirtless Seiji-kun! The idea alone woke a stir in the teacher. As the figure got close to the glass partition, he widened his eyes as he wondered what he would see.

“Besides, it’s been a while since I showered with someone. Let me wash your back.”

“I already washed it!” Yuuto blurted out. Before he knew he half turned away, though he kept stealing glances at Seiji-kun.

Holding the phone in one hand and the towel in the other, his manhood was exposed. It was hard for Yuuto not look at it, especially when the former student made no effort to hide it.

“Why do you look so nervous? It’s not like you haven’t showered with guys before. Or is this your first time with another guy? Am I gonna take your first time?” Seiji-kun seemed excited with the idea as he placed the phone on a corner, creating a sort of dim shadow over the room.

“Of course I’ve showered with other guys!” Yuuto blurted, making Seiji-kun laugh.

But not with a man who makes my heart pound and my dick hard! He screamed in his head. Calm down Yuuto! Don’t be caught by his words!

“Okay, okay. But I have to admit I’m a bit sad I’m not your first man.” He dropped his shoulders exaggeratedly and then flashed Yuuto the sly smile as he stopped next to the naked muse. “If you’re done, then you can wash my back!”

Close! Too close! Yuuto didn’t know if the former student was doing on purpose or not, but Seiji-kun’ manhood was inches away from his face. Despite his willpower, he kept stealing glances again. It’s… bigger than mine…

Thanking the dim darkness for hiding his reactions, Yuuto wrapped the towel around his waist. After Seiji-kun watered himself, he knelt and washed the former student’s back.

They’re… small… Although Seiji-kun was thin, the teacher always thought his presence stood out. Normally he’s so sure of himself, but the truth he’s just a child… a child that’s in pain…

Yuuto held the impulse to hug him. After everything, he forgot he wanted to make Seiji-kun feel better. I wished washing his back was enough. But he knew it wasn’t.

What can I do to help him?

Make sure Seiji-kun uses protection!  Out of nowhere, his sister’s voice echoed in his mind, and his manhood reacted again.

“It’s enough!” Yuuto shouted, his voice high-pitched as he did the growing bulge in the towel. Did he notice?

To his luck, Seiji-kun didn’t notice at all. He washed the rest of his body while whistling, not noticing Yuuto’s reaction right behind his back. When he finished, he turned around with a smile.

“Let’s get in the tub!”

To avoid staring at Seiji-kun’ manhood, the teacher turned his head so fast he hurt his neck. Stop prancing… your thing on my face!

“I doubt it fits two people…” Despite the tub being much bigger than the one in his house, Yuuto prayed it couldn’t fit.

“I already know it does,” Seiji-kun said with confidence.

Even he didn’t mean anything with the comment, Yuuto felt a little pang in his heart. He’s talking about Amira-kun… or the other girls he’s been with…

From time to time, the teacher remembered the comments about the ‘parade of girls’ his former student had after he broke up with his girlfriend. And for some reason, it bothered him every time.

Before Yuuto could refuse to enter the tub with his former student, Seiji-kun pulled him. They sat facing each other.

“This feels great. Being in hot water in this cold,” he said with a genuine smile, closing his eyes.

It’s good, indeed, Yuuto agreed, but kept quiet.

While Seiji-kun seemed to be enjoying the bath, the cosplayer could not enjoy as much because of his sister’s voice echoing in his ear.

Yuuto hid half his face under water, never taking his eyes from the naked man before him. How would he feel if he knew what’s going on in my head? Would he feel grossed? Yuuto tried imagining a moment.

No, he concluded after a second. Seiji-kun would be flattered and somehow use these weird feelings to make me embarrassed…

But what would he do? The image of them almost kissing at the wedding popped in his mind, and he blushed lightly.

It wasn’t the first time Yuuto thought about their almost kiss. He was glad it didn’t progress beyond that. At the time, they were still teacher and student and, as an educator, he didn’t want to cross that line.

But at the same time, a big part of him wished they hadn’t been interrupted. Would that end with just a kiss… or our relationship would be more than what it is right now? If we had kissed… would he be my boyfriend now…? Would I want that?

Yuuto himself had no idea.

Dizzy, the teacher stood up, the water spilling from the tub.

“I think this is my limit,” he said in a weary voice.

Yuuto dried himself and got out of the bath area before Seiji-kun could say anything.

Here, the phone’s light was too weak, so he used his hands to find the counter and the sink. After a few seconds touching around, he felt the marble. Where are my clothes?

As he moved his hands over the surface, he ended up pushing soft something into the sink with a splashy sound. Oh crap… Yuuto pulled his clothes as fast as he could, but it was too late. “Damn it!”

“What’s wrong?” Seiji-kun’ calm voice came a second before the glass partition opened.

“I dropped my clothes in the sink… Why is it full of water?” he asked, shaking his completely soaked clothes.

“Did you pull the plug after you washed your hands?”

Yuuto thought about it for a moment and then cursed himself.

“I’m sorry for you,” Seiji-kun said, the teasing plain in his voice.

“Even my underwear is wet…” Yuuto complained, more to himself than to Seiji-kun. There was a muffled laugh from his former student, but he ignored it, twisting boxers, water falling on the sink. There’s no way I can wear this tonight.

Seiji-kun shone the light on the mirror, watching watched the damped boxers for a moment. Then a pair of red panties appeared before Yuuto’s eyes.

“Guess you’ll have to wear this,” he whispered with the sly smile.

Yuuto looked at it for a moment, and then let out a heavy sigh. I can’t catch a break, he thought as he accepted and put on the underwear. “I can’t wear only this all night…”

“Don’t worry,” Seiji-kun said, suddenly excited. “You still have many options!”

“I’m not spending the night in cosplay.”

“There are some women clothes around here…”

“I’m not wearing leftover clothes of the girl’s you’ve brought here either,” Yuuto snapped, not hiding his irritation at all.

Seiji-kun realized and kept quiet as he put on his own clothes.

“I can lend you some of my clothes, though I think they might be a little too big for you…”

The image of himself wearing nothing but Seiji-kun’ shirt popped into Yuuto’s mind. His cheeks reddened at once. That’s like wearing your boyfriend’s shirt after making love!

“Y-you’re… right. I-it’s probably too big,” he managed to say, not looking at Seiji-kun’ reflection, who was beaming.

“So taking the cosplays you rejected mercilessly and… my clothes, there’s only one option.”

This time it took Yuuto a second to understand. Then he sighed again. There’s nothing I can do… Despite the hot shower, it was already getting chilly.

“Fine… bring me the uniform…”

“Right away!”

He looks too excited, Yuuto thought as Seiji-kun left the bathroom. Then he turned to his clothes again and lowered his head. It’s like there’s some invisible force making everything go wrong for me.

“Here!” Seiji-kun came back with the pleated black and blue skirt and the light blue shirt.

I can’t believe I’m really gonna wear my own school uniform. Under his student’s eager look, Yuuto resigned to his fate and put on the skirt. It’s longer than I imagined… though I still think it shows more than it should, he thought as he looked at the uncovered area above his knee.

Despite his complaints and refuses, the cosplayer looked at his reflection. With a black stocking, it’d make a cute cosplay. As he checked all the sides, he had to hold the impulse to twirl. It was important to twirl and check the risk of exposing his manhood, but with Seiji-kun next to him, he couldn’t do it without embarrassing himself even more.

But Yuuto forgot about that when he realized the shirt was too big for him.

“Some paint fell on the shirt and jacket, so I decided my old uniform would be perfect. You know, to match,” Seiji-kun said it casually before the teacher asked.

Yuuto saw him quivering slightly but gave up complaining, taking a deep breath instead. An invisible force indeed, he thought while putting on the shirt and looking himself in the mirror again.

Though it was big, if he raised his shoulders, he could still see the hem of the pleated black and blue skirt. If he relaxed, it looked like he wore nothing underneath. The boyfriend shirt… This time Yuuto didn’t blush; he was too tired for that.

The corner of Seiji-kun’ lips quivered even more, but he did his best to hold the laugh. “It looks erotic.”

“It doesn’t feel like it,” Yuuto lied and got out of the bathroom before his former student said anything else.

“Are you hungry?” Seiji-kun asked as he went to the kitchen. Yuuto shook his head; he ate less than a couple hours ago, on his way to here. “But I am… Damn… there’s nothing… oh, I forgot I had this.”

In the dim darkness, he had trouble seeing what Seiji-kun was holding. “You can’t. I won’t allow,” the teacher said in a firm voice when he saw the wine bottle. “You’re still a minor.”

The former student showed a puzzled expression, and it wasn’t the fake one. “You’ve seen me drink before.”

“The wedding was different. Do you really think I’d let you drink now?” He tried taking the bottle, but Seiji-kun raised his arms, taking the wine out of Yuuto’s reach. “As an educator, I won’t let a minor drink before me.”

“Then can I drink if you don’t see?”

“No!”

Damn it! Why is he so tall? They struggle for a moment, and their faces became close. They stared into each other’s eyes, the bottle forgotten for a heartbeat.

They both blushed, and Yuuto took a step back.

There was an awkward silence for a moment.

“T-then you drink it,” Seiji-kun said.

“Why would I?”

“Because if you don’t, I will.”

Yuuto stared at Seiji-kun for a moment, the shadow on his face hiding the sly smile.

“Fine, give it to me.” Knowing him, it must be expensive. I bet Yuuka would love this, though I might as well try…

The painter was about to hand over the bottle when he suddenly went to the window. The wind howled outside, but Seiji-kun ignored as he pulled the cork and threw it before closing the window again.

Yuuto was baffled. He looked at the painter, trying to find words. “Why…?”

“Now you have to drink right away.”

“Why?” Yuuto asked again, sighing; he was too tired to get angry.

“It’ll go bad if you leave it without the cork.”

“Then pour it down the drain.”

“This bottle costs one hundred thousand yen.”

The teacher blinked. He knew nothing about wines, so he couldn’t tell if it was true or not. He knew about his former student though, enough to tell if Seiji-kun was lying or not. He found none.

“Why are you trying to get me drunk?”

Seiji-kun thought for a moment, his face unreadable. Then he shrugged. “Kill time…”

Suddenly Yuuto understood. He’s trying to avoid having the talk about the future… An idea crossed the teacher’s mind and he grabbed the bottle.

“You’re right.”

Seiji-kun narrowed his eyes but let go of the bottle. There’s around a third left… Thanks to all the nights going out for a drink with Sawa-chan, this much wasn’t anywhere near enough to get him drunk.

“But there’s a condition. I’ll drink every time you answer a question.”

Seiji-kun barely seemed to breathe while considering his former teacher’s proposal. After some time, he nodded. “Deal.”

He went to the cabinets and grabbed six small glasses. It was the same from the wedding, the ones used for tequila shots.

Yuuto stared at Seiji-kun with an empty expression.

“My brother-in-law left it here,” he said, his face serious.

“If we’re gonna do this, you can’t lie.”

Seiji-kun stared into the teacher’s eyes for a moment. “I promise.”

He sat on the floor, rested his phone on the table and organized the glasses before him. Yuuto handed him the bottle and he filled them, not wasting even a drop.

“You seem used to this…”

Seiji-kun scratched his head and then let out a big sigh. “I did this a lot back then… but that was before…”

Yuuto could tell Seiji-kun was telling the truth, but he wanted to hear the rest. Before what? Before me? Before we got to know each other? He wanted to ask but couldn’t use one of the few questions he had for this.

Yuuto sat on the floor, facing Seiji-kun and the drinks. The former student raised one glass. “You owe me a drink.”

The teacher accepted the wine shot but didn’t drink it. “That wasn’t a question.”

Seiji-kun bit his lips to stop a smile. “Then ask.”

Even though he already knew what kind of answer his former student would give, Yuuto needed a starting point.

“Do you have any goals? Anything you wanna be?”

“No. Nothing at all,” the artist answered immediately. “Now drink.”

“Seiji-kun…” Yuuto stared into his eyes.

The former student avoided the teacher’s gaze.

“I’m serious… Right now, I don’t see myself doing anything…” He lowered his head. “I don’t have anything I love. I… I wished I had something like you have cosplay…”

Seiji-kun… Yuuto drank the wine in one gulp and lined the glass with the others, facing down.

The former student raised his eyebrows a little and then chuckled a little. “You seem used to this.”

“If you ever go out with Sawa-chan, you’ll see this is nothing.” Though I’ve never drink wine shots. The drink wasn’t unfamiliar, but drinking it in one gulp made him a bit lightheaded. He shook his head and blinked a couple times, concentrating.

Seiji-kun offered another shot. “Next question.”

“You seem awfully excited now…” Despite that, Yuuto accepted the drink. “I know you’re not on good terms with your family, but they don’t care that you have no plan at all? Not even your sister?”

The painter picked up another glass. “Two questions, two shots.”

Yuuto left the drink hanging. “It’s only one question.”

There was a long silence and finally Seiji-kun lowered the glass.

“My father’s too busy running the company. I think the last time I saw him was at the wedding and even then we didn’t talk. He was too busy. My mother says I should stop acting like a child, go to college and graduate in business school to, as she says, help the company,” he scoffed, shaking his head. “If she knew me just a little, she’d know I suck this kind of stuff and probably would ruin the company. Besides, that’s my older brother’s future. He’s on the path to inherit the Red Stone Company and make it even bigger… that is if he can wait that long. He’s so ambitious I’m surprised he hasn’t tried to take over the company yet.”

The teacher couldn’t help but chuckle. Seiji-kun’ description matched the image of the man Yuuto met at the wedding perfectly, all business and ambitious. “He never said anything about your future?”

“All he says is, no matter what I chose, I can’t embarrass the family,” Seiji-kun said, rolling his eyes.

“What about your sister?”

“We hang out and talk and stuff… but we rarely have a serious conversation.” He looked at the floor, knocking the wood with the knuckle. “Ever since grandpa… ever since then, we avoid talking about my future…”

Guess they aren’t as close as I thought… After meeting her at the wedding, and after hearing Seiji-kun’ tales about what his sister did to him when he was a kid during their sessions, Yuuto believed the siblings were just as close as he and Yuuka were. Guess I was wrong…

He brought the glass to his lips and turned it over his mouth. Without wasting any second, he picked another one.

“You say you don’t see yourself doing anything, but don’t you like painting? You’re so good you could become an artist.” Though I don’t want you to stop painting me, Yuuto thought but left those words in his heart.

Seiji-kun showed a tiny smile. “You’re the second person to tell me this…” He rubbed his face slowly and closed his eyes. “I think I told you before, but I don’t like painting that much. I like painting you. For some reason, every time I look at you my mind stirs in so many ways I feel the need to pick up the brush… But I never felt this with anything else. Nor anyone else, even Amira. You’re the only one who makes me feel this.”

They stared at each other’s eyes in complete silence.

Seiji-kun… Yuuto drank the shot to mask the warm feeling spreading inside him. I only have three more questions … He considered them carefully.

I have to ask that…

“What… what…” Don’t back down now. It’s for Seiji-kun’ own good… don’t hesitate… “What kind of man you think your grandfather wants you to be?”

This time the silence was a long and heavy one, each second stretching. They stared at each other, Seiji-kun’ face unreadable. Even so, Yuuto could see the pain behind those eyes. It’s for his own good, he said to himself again, trying to ignore the pain in his heart for hurting his painter.

“I don’t know,” Seiji-kun whispered, lowering his eyes.

Yuuto knew he wasn’t just avoiding the question. He could see his former student truly had no idea.

“Grandpa was like my dad, always thinking about his job, but there was a big difference. He was born after the war and worked thinking how he could make the lives of the people around him better. When he had the power, he created many charities and donated a lot. But he changed after grandma died. He started saying there was more to life than money. ‘Food and clothes for the body, but what about the soul?’ Grandpa retired and began encouraging people to read, to practice sport, martial arts, to dance, to create art… to find their passion… He was the first person to say I should be an artist.”

The painter made no effort to hide his tears as he looked at Yuuto with a genuine tiny smile.

Seiji-kun… Yuuto wanted to cry, wanted to hug, to comfort the man before him right now. But he held himself. I can’t… not yet…

His next question was one Seiji-kun wasn’t ready to hear. But I have to… I have to ask him to see his future self in a world without his grandfather. Yuuto himself couldn’t see that. If it was my own grandpa…

Yuuto drank the shot and forced himself to pick up another glass. He opened his mouth, but the words never came out. Come one… it’s for his own good! He said to himself again, ignoring the pain in his own heart.

“Seiji-kun… can you—”

Before he could finish, the former student reached out, snatched the glass from Yuuto’s hand, and drank the wine shot himself.

The teacher widened his eyes for a moment, and flashed a weary smiled a second later. Guess this is the limit… He wanted to ask, but he knew his former student too well.

As Yuuto took a deep breath, his head felt dizzy. Even though I barely drank, this wine made me more lightheaded than I planned. Shaking his head, he glanced at the last glass left. What can I do with one more question?

With the drink in hand, Yuuto looked at Seiji-kun, who was playing with the shot glass. A thought crossed his head and he drank the wine right away.

“How do you feel about me?” he blurted out.

Seiji-kun tilted his head and smiled, his cheeks slightly pink. Yuuto couldn’t tell it was from embarrassment or not.

“You owe me an answer first,” he said, knocking the glasses aside and coming in closer. “I wanna kiss you… I’ve been wanting to kiss you for a long time…”

Yuuto’s mind went blank as he stared into those deep eyes, his heart thumping faster than ever.

“That’s not a question.”

Seiji-kun closed his eyes and leaned forward.

Yuuto watched as his former student got closer and closer. Then he closed his eyes as well.

And their lips met.

It was a light kiss at first. Then the artist gently pushed the cosplayer on the floor, and his tongue went inside Yuuto’s mouth.

Yuuto wrapped his arms around the man’s neck, wanting to feel more from his former student. Despite the shower, their bodies were heating up.

Seiji-kun parted their lips and kissed the teacher on the neck. At the same time, one hand slid down that petite body.

“Is this happening because you want to… or because of something else…?”

The words came out before Yuuto could stop them. Why am I ruining the moment? He didn’t mean to ask, but his mouth seemed to have a will of its own.

Seiji-kun stopped for a moment and stared the teacher in the eyes again. “Does it matter?”

It does, it totally does… and it doesn’t. Yuuto pulled Seiji-kun closer and kissed him. Those few seconds without those lips on him were too long.

Yuuto had been dreaming about this. Even if he denied to himself, his body didn’t; he still woke up with his manhood hard because of those dreams, because of Seiji-kun. Even if it was just for one night, he wanted this.

He wanted to be one with Seiji-kun.

“Let’s take this to my room,” the artist whispered in his muse’s ear…

So that’s what happened last night!

Yuuto’s entire face became an alarming shade of red and he covered with both hands. He shook his head, trying to dismiss the embarrassment from what they did.

The teacher couldn’t make it go away, neither could he make his smile disappear.

Yuuto glanced at Seiji-kun through the fingers. Even after all we did, he can make such an innocent and cute face… Before he noticed, he was running his hand gently on the head of the man he made love with, all the memories coming back to him.

Seiji-kun kissing him, carrying him to the bed, unbuttoning the shirt. Seiji-kun kissing Yuuto on the lips, on the neck, the chest, kissing the nipples until they were hard, kissing the belly and then down there.

Yuuto remembered the weird sensation of Seiji-kun’ finger wet with lubricant inside him, and then how it became strangely better when he slipped the second finger in.

Yuuto remembered how they faced each other when they became one for the first time. How Seiji-kun hesitated, moving slowly, and despite the pleasure he felt, the artist kept asking if he was hurting his muse, even if he was ever gentle.

Yuuto remembered how his seed poured out of his member, smearing their bodies. He remembered the sensation of Seiji-kun’ seed filling his inside.

When they weren’t one anymore, the former student asked if it had hurt. When the cosplayer said only a bit, he was worried.

Yuuto remembered how Seiji-kun hesitated when he said he wanted to try again. No matter how much he said it was okay, the artist was afraid of hurting his muse. The cosplayer got impatient and kissed him longingly with a fraction of the feelings he had.

When his former student was hard, Yuuto pushed and sat on top of him. After a moment, Seiji-kun’ manhood was inside him again, and he moved up and down, until he found the pleasure spot.

Yuuto couldn’t remember the moment they weren’t one anymore. His mind was a haze of pleasure. But he did remember he was breathless, sweaty and couldn’t stop smiling. He didn’t know how much time had passed as he tried to catch his breath, but suddenly Seiji-kun was on top of him.

Yuuto remembered how Seiji-kun was just as breathless and sweaty as he was, but that didn’t stop the younger man from hardening again. When he realized the teacher wasn’t in pain anymore, he didn’t hold back.

Seiji-kun turned Yuuto around, lifting the teacher’s hip. Then his manhood was inside the petite man again.

It was different from the first time. Seiji-kun was gentle and intense at the same time.

After that, Yuuto could only remember that he had completely lost his mind in a haze of pleasure.

When they finished, Yuuto remembered Seiji-kun picking up the teacher’s clothes and handing to him. When he was dressed, the former student held him tight in his arms.

“Don’t leave me. Please,” he whispered.

When his muse hugged him back, Seiji-kun relaxed and they fell asleep.

Yuuto remembered everything. And he would never forget.

As Yuuto relived the memories and caressed Seiji-kun’ hair, the former student yawned. He pulled back his hand out of reflex.

The artist cleaned the little drool on his mouth before opening his eyes. He looked around and when he saw he wasn’t alone on the bed, he blinked a couple times.

“Good morning,” Yuuto said with a happy but embarrassed smile.

“Morning,” Seiji-kun said, confused. He rubbed his eyes and then his hands moved to his temples. “Last night…”

Yuuto held his breath. What’s he gonna say? Is he embarrassed? Even after he did all that to me… I did a lot too… The teacher couldn’t help but blush.

“…is a blur. What happened?”

Yuuto felt the joy evaporating from him.

He… doesn’t remember…? Was that wine shot enough to make him drunk? Isn’t he used to drinking? Or is this one of his jokes? The cosplayer tried seeing past Seiji-kun’ drowsiness, but he couldn’t tell if his artist was lying or not.

Maybe if he was hungry, he might’ve gotten drunk with only that…

“How much do you remember?”

Seiji-kun sat up slowly, rubbing his head.

“I recall the blackout… and the drinking game.” He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, his face concentrating. His face lit with the sly smile. “Ah, and I remember you washing my back. You were very gentle.”

That part you remember? “Anything else? Nothing about what happened between us?”

Seiji-kun blushed and lowered his gaze.

“I remember our talk… Thanks for that. I’m not ready, but I need that.” He took a deep breath and then stared at the teacher with his genuine smile. “Thanks for always putting up with me.”

Yuuto had no reaction for a moment. Then smiled too. No matter how happy he was, no matter how much he wanted to be with Seiji-kun again, now wasn’t the time.

More than a lover, Seiji-kun needed a friend, someone he could count on. And Yuuto would be that person.

But I won’t give up. If I can’t make you remember our night together, I’ll make it happen again.

“You can always count on me, Seiji-kun,” Yuuto said with a tiny smile.


Chapter 09

Yuuto had no idea for how long he sat on that bench.

That was not what I expected, he thought, sighing heavily. He had lost count of how many times he had done that. He looked around, observing the park.

People talked, laughed, jogged, kids played with their parents, with their pets. Everything seemed normal. But to the teacher, it felt part of another word. How could I’ve been so careless? How could I let that happen?

His phone rang. Yuuto’s hand went to the pocket, but he stopped midway. He wasn’t in the mood to talk to anyone. The ringing finally stopped and the teacher sunk his face on both hands, sighing.

The phone rang again. Yuuto clicked his tongue, but when he saw who was calling him, a tiny smile formed in his lips. Seiji-kun… But it soon vanished and he pressed the ignore button, waiting until the phone stopped vibrating.

The teacher wasn’t in the mood to talk even with his former student right now.

When Yuuto leaned back on the bench, the phone vibrated again, this time with a message. Why are you ignoring me?

Despite everything, the cosplayer couldn’t help but chuckle as he read the text in Seiji-kun’ voice. Before he could think a reply, however, the phone rang again. This time he didn’t ignore the call.

Maybe talking with Seiji-kun will help… and it’s not like he’s gonna stop calling, anyway, he came up with a few excuses before pressing the screen.

“Why are you ignoring me?” Seiji-kun asked before Yuuto could say anything.

The teacher held back a chuckle. “Who says I’m ignoring you? Maybe my phone wasn’t near me. Or maybe I was in the bathroom,” he said, trying to tease his former student.

“Do you really think you can fool me?”

Yuuto’s smile grew. He knows me so well.

“I wanted to see if I could,” the muses admitted. “But I guess there’s no fooling the great Seiji-kun. But how did you know?”

“If you want me to tell you, you’ll have to listen to a request.”

“What do you want?”

“I want you to…” Seiji-kun let the words hang in the air. Yuuto didn’t even notice he was leaning forward. “Turn around,” a voice whispered in the teacher’s ear.

Yuuto almost screamed and dropped the phone. With his breathing rapid and his heart thumping hard, the teacher turned around, flushing. Seiji-kun was standing right behind him.

“How… why… what…” He tried, but the words seemed lost to him.

“Don’t ignore me,” Seiji-kun said, flicking the teacher.

“Ouch.” Yuuto rubbed the forehead while putting the phone away with the other. Despite the pain, he was smiling. “Sorry…”

Seiji-kun walked around the bench and sat, staring into the cosplayer’s eyes. “How dare you ignore me?”

“You’re so full of yourself,” Yuuto said, laughing.

But the laugh was so hollow Seiji-kun didn’t share. All he did was stare, waiting for the teacher to stop. The smile disappeared, and Yuuto looked at the ground.

“I… something happened and I… was thinking…”

He wasn’t ready to deal with it yet, much less talk about it with Seiji-kun.

The former student kept his silence for a while.

“You don’t have to tell me. When you’re ready, I’m here for you.”

“Thanks, Seiji-kun,” Yuuto said, smiling as he looked up at Seiji-kun.

They stayed like that for a moment.

“Are you free right now?” the former student asked suddenly, messing the teacher’s hair.

“What?” Yuuto fixed his hair. “I—”

“Good. Then let’s go.”

“Go where?”

Seiji-kun ignored the question as he pulled his phone and called someone. “Where are you? Good. I’ll be there in a minute. I’m sending you the address.” He put the device away and turned to Yuuto. “C’mon, we’re going.”

“Where?”

“To cheer you up.” The former offered a hand to the teacher with a smile. “Come on.”

Yuuto opened his mouth, but then accepted the offer. His hand is warm, he thought, smiling too.

When they reached the parking lot, Seiji-kun led Yuuto to a limo and opened the door for him. The teacher got in, even with all the questions filling his head.

The driver turned on the car before Yuuto could say anything.

“Where are we going?”

“You’ll see,” that was all Seiji-kun said.

Yuuto couldn’t believe when the limo parked half an hour later. His face beamed when he saw the entrance of the amusement park.

The engine was barely off when Seiji-kun got out. Yuuto thanked the driver with a bow and got out of the car too. By the time he reached his former student, the artist already had two tickets.

“C’mon on,” he said, pulling Yuuto by the hand. “You’re too slow.”

I thought this was to cheer me, so why you’re the one who’s excited like a kid? The teacher thought, though he didn’t dislike seeing that side of Seiji-kun.

Yuuto couldn’t stop smiling after they passed through the gates. He had been here many times. But it’s been a while since the last time… I think it was last year… we came to celebrate a successful comic market.

The park sure changed a lot. The teacher remembered reading something about a big company buying the park. Now it was under new management for about a month or so. I didn’t think it’d change this much. Are the new rides good enough?

“You’re not afraid, are you?” Seiji-kun’ eager voice brought the teacher back.

“Of what?”

“Of that.” Seiji-kun pointed to the tallest roller coaster with a smile.

Yuuto’s eyes widened, his mouth hanging open. The ride was tall, full of sharp curves and sudden fall, and there were even two loops in a row.

“Wow… that… that…” His open mouth slowly changed into a huge smile. “That looks awesome! Let’s start with that!”

Seiji-kun’ smile vanished almost right away. He looked at the roller coaster, his face losing a bit of color. “Y-you don’t know a thing about amusement parks, do you…?”

Yuuto did his best to hold the laugh. No way… look how scared he is…

“Then please teach me, Seiji-kun-sensei. What don’t I know about amusement parks?”

“You… can’t start with that,” he answered, not meeting the cosplayer’s gaze. “W-we… must build up to the roller coaster…”

Yuuto came so closer Seiji-kun had to meet his eyes.

“Could it be that you’re afraid? No way. The Seiji-kun I know would never be afraid of something like a roller coaster.” I never expected to see this side of him.

“I’m not afraid… It’s just… you know… ah!” He screamed suddenly. “The roller coaster is like the cake in a birthday party. You can’t eat it right away. Yes! That roller coaster was built to be the grand finale. It would be an insult to ride at the beginning!”

“That’s one of the worst excuses I’ve ever heard.” The teacher couldn’t hold anymore, bending over to laugh. When he stopped, he cleaned the tears at the corner of his eyes “But since you had so much trouble thinking it, let’s leave the roller coaster for last.”

Seiji-kun blushed and looked away. Without a word, he led Yuuto by the hand again.

They rode almost all the rides. The Ali Baba, the booster, the enterprise, the double shot, the free fall, the log flume, the bumper cars—Seiji-kun liked it so much they went thrice—and the pirate ship.

“That was awesome,” Yuuto exclaimed after they exited the last ride. “The new rides are too good. I approve!”

The sun was almost setting. A few streetlights here and there were already turning on.

“It’s already this late…” Seiji-kun said in a low voice, his smile growing thinner. “I think the park will close soon…”

“You’re right. It’s getting late,” Yuuto said, closing his eyes and smiled at Seiji-kun. He knew why his former student was acting like that. There was only one more ride left.

“Then…” His voice sounded almost hopeful.

“Yes.” Yuuto turned around and raised an arm. “It’s time for the cake, the roller coaster!”

“You still have that much energy …?” Seiji-kun looked up. The roller coaster loomed over their heads going from one of side the park to the other.

“The line’s shorter now.” This time it was Yuuto who pulled Seiji-kun’ by the hand.

The teacher did nothing to suppress his smile while they waited.

The painter stared at the ride without blinking, the sweat coming down his neck and face. Every time the line walked and they got closer to the roller coaster, his breathing became faster and shorter.

Yuuto almost ran to the seat when it was their turn. Seiji-kun followed the teacher, closing his eyes and breathing slowly, his steps wobbly.

“Are you a man on death row?” I never imagined he’d be this afraid, he thought, feeling somewhat guilty for all the teasing. Even so, he couldn’t stop smiling. “If you’re really that afraid…”

Seiji-kun looked at the ride, following all the rises and falls, loops, and curves with his eyes. He shut his eyes hard and then turned back to Yuuto, his face paler than ever.

“I’m a man of my word,” he forced himself to say before sitting in next to the teacher, holding the safety handle as if his life depended on it.

Yuuto beamed. Then, as the cart slowly began to go up, Seiji-kun’ hand grasped the metal so hard his knuckles were white. The teacher blushed and grabbed that hand, feeling his heart thump loud.

“For courage,” he answered when his artist looked at him.

Seiji-kun flashed a nervous smile seconds before the cart going down at top speed. After that, he could only scream.

“Never… again…”

The former student finally managed to mumble something. After they left the roller coaster, Seiji-kun’ legs trembled too much to walk. He had to sit on the nearest bench with his arms embracing the knees, his eyes shut hard, his face paler than ever.

Yuuto did his best to comfort him, rubbing the artist’s back. But it was hard while holding his laugh. I never imagined he’d scream almost all the way, he thought, remembering all the faces Seiji-kun made during the ride. I’m surprised he can talk at all… But he faced the roller coaster for me… is there anything I can do for him?

“I’ll be right back,” he said, racing to a vending machine.

“Thanks,” Seiji-kun said in a hoarse voice when Yuuto handed him the iced tea. He drank half one swallow. “I can’t… believe my brother… really bought this park… and left that roller coaster… he’s just… as bad… as me…”

“Your brother did what?”

“Bought this park.” Seiji-kun drank the rest of the tea and threw the bottle on a trashcan. “Apparently the company is expanding its horizon and he thought this would be a good idea. Just don’t ask me how.”

So it was the Red Stone Company that bought the park, huh? Yuuto imagined Seiji-kun’ brother as manager. All serious, straightening his glasses while running around the park asking if the customers were having fun. He did nothing to hold the laugh this time.

“I only talked to him once, but I can’t picture him in an amusement park.”

“I couldn’t agree more.” The artist let out a weak laugh, lying back.

Before Yuuto could do anything, Seiji-kun lied on his lap with the eyes closed. The teacher’s cheeks went a shade of pink and his heart thumped louder. The next moment, he was caressing that black hair, making the artist’s expression relaxed.

Just like when I woke next to him, he thought, smiling.

“Seiji-kun.” The former student opened the eyes. “Thanks for today. I needed this.”

Seiji-kun flashed a huge smile. “I told you can count on me.”

That smile is too cute, the cosplayer thought, running his fingers on the black hair. It was embarrassing caressing Seiji-kun while looking the man in the eyes, but Yuuto didn’t want to look away.

It feels like we’re in a world just for us… Yuuto had no idea for how long they remained like that, but, too soon for him, the park sound system announced they would be closing in half an hour. Too bad…

“Should we get going?” he forced the words out of him.

“What are you talking? The day isn’t over yet.”

From that position, Seiji-kun pointed. Yuuto’s eyes followed to the sign on a window.

“Cosplayer for a day,” the teacher read it, tilting his head. “What’s that?”

“I know it must be beneath the great Yuuno-sama to wear such cosplays, but it might be fun,” Seiji-kun said with a smile. “We can pretend to be a couple.”

Yuuto reddened and this time he looked away, feeling the pang in his heart. Why are you talking about that? Do you… remember our night…? The cosplayer glanced back at Seiji-kun and his smile.

“Sounds fun.” The words came out of his mouth before he could stop them.

Seiji-kun stood up and offered his hand.

Even after everything they had done together, just holding Seiji-kun’ hand was enough to make Yuuto’s heart race. He squeezed those fingers and lowered his head to hide the smile.

“Good evening, Akaishi-sama,” the girl at the reception greeted them with a bow and a smile the moment they passed through the door. She gestured to the ample room behind her. “You can choose any cosplay you like. The booths are on the back. If there’s anything you need, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

“Thanks… They already know I’m here,” Seiji-kun added they headed to the cosplays.

Yuuto barely paid attention. He was too busy staring in wonder. In the middle of the ample room behind the front desk, there were rows and rows of cosplays. So many!

The cosplayer’s eyes shone as he looked in all directions but there were too many cosplays. He recognized several, had worn a few, and wished he could sew a couple. He raced to the closest one, touching the fabric with great care.

“They’re all high-quality material.”

“Are they?” Seiji-kun felt the same cosplay Yuuto touched. Their fingers touched for a bit, making the teacher smiled anyway. “I think brother mentioned this was a popular attraction that he was looking to expand…”

Yuuto walked slowly through the rows observing the cosplays. Despite making fun of us, even ‘normal people’ like to dress up once or twice. This one is cute… it’d look good on me. This one too… Wow! Who’d wear the bikini armor here?

“Please, tell your brother to keep this,” the cosplayer said beaming. But Seiji-kun wasn’t by his side anymore.

“Only if you wear this.” The painter’s voice came from somewhere far. A second later, he showed up holding a cosplay.

Yuuto recognized right away. The pink frilly dress with two black lines on the front with one ribbon on the bosom and another on the lower back was a cosplay he wanted to sew for a long time. Due to all the frills, however, it would take too long for him to finish alone. His eyes filled with envy before his cosplayers instincts acted up.

“The fabric is high quality. The stitching as well,” his cosplayer soul appraised. “It’s been a while since I watched Dark Servant, but I think the cosplay looks perfect.”

“So you’re not gonna nitpick like last time?” Seiji-kun teased him with a fake shocked expression. “You’re really gonna wear the cosplay I picked? Someone must’ve gone back in time and stepped on a bug.”

“I don’t nitpick… for no reason,” Yuuto mumbled.

“You complained even tiny details about the cosplays I picked. Or you don’t remember that night?”

Yuuto blushed and looked down. You’re the one who doesn’t remember, he thought with a pang in his heart

“It wasn’t my fault if those cosplays didn’t suit me…”

“But this one does, right? Will you wear it?”

Yuuto looked at that eager face and accepted the clothes with a tiny smile, making Seiji-kun beam.

“Then I’ll wear this one.” He took a black butler suit from the rack.

“Do you know about Dark Servant?” the cosplayer asked. Seiji-kun tilted his head. “Never mind.”

Even if it was a coincidence, Seiji-kun had picked matching cosplays. Ever since the former student found out about the teacher, the cosplayer had pictured the two of them cosplaying together once or twice.

I’d rather make them myself, but this is fun too, he thought and smiled as they head to a couple’s booth. Though it was the smallest, it had two changing rooms and a decent space before the camera to do some poses.

“Hey, are you listening?” Seiji-kun asked from the other changing room.

Yuuto was too busy with his cosplay to notice the painter talking to him right away.

“Did you say something?”

“I said they have wigs too. Do you want one?”

“No… I’m not here as Yuuno today…” I want to take a picture with you as Yuuto, he thought, his cheeks reddening.

“Okay. Here.” Seiji-kun’ hands peered through the curtains holding a pair of high heel boots, too similar to the character’s.

Does he or doesn’t he know about the anime? Yuuto held the question and accepted the boots.

“It’s gonna take long? I’m already done.”

“This dress… is more complicated… than it looks… If I’m not careful, I might ruin it,” Yuuto answered in a muffled voice. Glad I never tried sewing this… He peered his head out of the changer. “I need more space. Could you step out?”

“Huh? Why? I’ve seen you in pantie and bra.”

“Those are two different things! I don’t want anyone seeing me before the cosplay is ready!” Yuuto flushed and ignored Seiji-kun’ impatience sighed.

“Fine, fine. I’m not gonna argue with you about cosplaying. I already gave up on that.”

The cosplayer waited until the booth’s curtains stopped swaying. He got out of the dressing room, undressed the cosplay, and then put it back carefully. Theses ribbons suck.

“Hey, Akaishi… We haven’t seen you in a while… what the hell are you doing here?”

A strange voice reached Yuuto’s ears when he was adjusting the cosplay.

“Don’t tell me you’re here to dress up? For real?” someone else spoke. “Oh man, can’t wait to tell the guys you’ve disappeared to play dress up! At least tell me you got a girl in there.”

“Who the hell are you?” Seiji-kun asked.

The teacher peered his head through the curtains. Two young men were coming in their direction. One was slim and just as tall as the painter. The other was shorter but strong. Who are they? I don’t recognize either but they look familiar… and they seem to know Seiji-kun…

The painter breathed through his nose, his face empty. Yuuto noticed his fists opening and closing before he walked towards them.

“So you really have a girl there,” the tall one said, looking at the booths behind Seiji-kun. “Was she the one who made you go back to school like a good little boy?”

They were my students too, Yuuto recognized them, clutching the curtains with more strength. They graduated with Seiji-kun…

“What’s up with these clothes? You like cosplaying now?” the shorted said, walking around the painter. “It’s a butler outfit, right? How about serving us? Start calling us masters.”

“If you’re a butler, then your girl’s what? Is she your little lady? Are gonna obey her every command like a lap dog?”

From the booth, the teacher couldn’t see his former student’s expression but knew Seiji-kun was doing his best to suppress his anger. But if it goes on, even he’ll reach his limit…

“C’mon, say yes, my lord. I wanna hear the rich little boy saying that.” Short laughed. “I bet you hear that the entire time.”

I can’t take it anymore. Yuuto was about to leave the booth when he shut the curtains quickly. Damn it! If I go out like this, they’ll find out my secret…

“Is your girl dress as a maid to match? Are you gonna take couple’s photos?”

“For real, Akaishi? Then the rumors are true. You softened. The old you’d never do something like dress up.”

Seiji-kun heard everything without a word or reaction.

I have to do something. He’s only doing this because he wanted to cheer me… I don’t want him going through that because of me… Yuuto tugged the curtains harder, closing his eyes.

“She must really hot to make you bend the knees and swing the tail.”

“Oh, man. We need to check this chick.”

“Yeah. The little maid can give us the same special service—”

Seiji-kun punched the tall guy before finished talking.

Short reacted a moment later, his fist racing towards Seiji-kun’ face. But the painter was faster. He grabbed the arm, twisted and swept the leg, knocking the man on the floor. Then Seiji-kun punched him twice, once in the face and the other in the stomach.

As Tall stood up, someone from the staff came rushing in. He helped his friend up and they fled.

“Are you okay?” Yuuto rushed to Seiji-kun’ side, taking the artist face in his hands.

“There’s no way those idiots could hurt me,” he answered with a smug, running a hand over his hair.

“You are hurt.”

Yuuto grabbed the painter’s hand gently. There were some scratches and droplets of blood, but apart from that, it seemed fine. Thank goodness it’s not his, he thought, breathing out in relief.

“But a scratch.” Seiji-kun brushed off, opening and closing his hand to show, flashing a smile. “No reason to worry.”

“Let’s take care of it right now,” the teacher insisted, ignoring the painter’s groan.

After Yuuto explained what happened, the woman at the front desk led them to the medical room. Since the doctor was out, she refused to leave them alone. Seiji-kun tried to explain that they were fine and she could go back to her post, but the woman refused to listen.

Grudgingly, Seiji-kun reminded that his brother wouldn’t like if the cosplays were left unattended. Only then the woman left, but not without making a big reverence and apologizing once again for the incident.

“I hate when people treat me like I’m made of gold or something. It wasn’t her fault, but she kept apologizing,” Seiji-kun complained, but Yuuto was only half-listening, too busy searching for the first aid kit. “You don’t have to do this. I told you it’s nothing.”

“You’re wrong.” Yuuto found the kit and was already cleaning and Seiji-kun’ hand.

“You’re exaggerating.” The painter rolled his eyes while the teacher disinfected the scratches.

“You could’ve got hurt…”

“I told you, there’s no way those idiots could even hurt me.” He flashed a cocky smile.

“What if you hurt your hand? You might never be able to paint again and…” And our time together would end, the cosplayer wanted to say but held the words. Suppressing the tears, he focused on the minor wounds, taking care of the hand in silence.

“I’m sorry,” Seiji-kun said after a while. He was still smiling, but it wasn’t the cocky one. Yuuto couldn’t hold back the tears anymore. The painter cleaned them with this free hand. “I promise I’ll take more care of my hand. I’d hate if our sessions ended too.”

Yuuto flashed a tiny smile as he finished bandaging the hand. He knows me so well…

“I’m sorry too. I should’ve done something. I hated when they said that stuff about you… But I was a coward…”

“I’m glad you did nothing. If you got hurt, then I’d go crazy. Besides, it’s better this way. Our secret remains ours. I don’t want to share you with anyone else,” he said looking into Yuuto’s eyes.

“Idiot,” the cosplayer said, averting his gaze as his heart thumped louder.

“Yeah… I’m your idiot.” Seiji-kun hugged him with the free arm. Yuuto’s face became an alarming shade of red, but he didn’t push Seiji-kun, hugging the man instead. “It’s your fault for tagging along with me.”

They both stayed in silence for a while, hugging. When they parted, they into each other’s eyes and smiling.

He really has beautiful eyes… That’s why I went along with him in the first place. It’s thanks to his eyes that I’m his muse… Thanks to them…

Yuuto’s heart thumped louder.

I have to tell him… I have to tell him about our night, about my feeling…

“Seiji-kun, there’s…” he trailed off, his voice stuck, his face an alarming shade of red. C’mon, Yuuto. Be a man and confess your feelings! “About that night… the blackout—”

A knock on the door interrupted the teacher. He averted his eyes as Seiji-kun turned to the door. Damn it… that was the perfect chance…

It was the girl from the front desk again. Before she said anything, she bowed. “Akaishi-sama, I’m deeply sorry to inform those young men managed to leave—”

“No need to bother with those idiots,” he interrupted her. “They won’t be back anytime soon.”

The girl looked relieved as she handed their clothes with both hands. “If Akaishi-sama says so. Once again, I’m deeply sorry.”

Seiji-kun let out a hollow laughed after she closed the door.

“Those idiots pick a fight, I beat them and she’s the one apologizing. It’s really weird how this name changes everything.” He sighed and turned to Yuuto. “Too bad two guys can’t get married. I’d marry you and take your last name in a heartbeat. Amane Seiji doesn’t sound so bad.”

Yuuto felt a pang in his heart. You really are an idiot… Saying things like that… But I guess this isn’t the time to confess my feelings…

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” The teacher looked up at Seiji-kun and flashed a tiny smile. “Let’s go back.”

They changed banc in their clothes and headed back to the park’s main area after returning the cosplays.

“There’s still some time before the park closes… do you want an ice cream?” Yuuto couldn’t help but smile as Seiji-kun pointed to the store. “What?”

“Ice cream before dinner? Sometimes you’re just like a kid.” The teacher chuckled. “My grandma always complained when my sister and I had some before coming back home.”

“A mischievous brat, huh? I could swear you were a perfect kid who never did something wrong… I discovered something new about you.” Seiji-kun smiled, his cheek turning a shade of pink.

“You think about me?” The words came out of his mouth before he realized. When he noticed, Yuuto blushed. Seiji-kun’ reddened a bit more too and averted his eyes. The silence stretched for a moment. “I’d love some ice cream,” he said with an embarrassed smile.

Yuuto on the nearest bench while Seiji-kun raced to join the line. He watched as the man he spent a night with stayed still for only a second. Then looked the bandages on his wrists, scratching it.

He’s really like a kid sometimes, Yuuto thought, chuckling. Then he looked at the dark sky. But I know my answer now…

Without hurry, he took his phone out and searched his contacts until he found one he hadn’t called in a long time. Yuuto stared at the name for a while before closing his eyes and pressing the screen.

“Yuki-chan,” he said she answered. “It’s me, Yuuto.”

There was no immediate answer from his ex-girlfriend, only a long and low breathing.

“I’ll be honest. I never expected you’d give me an answer so soon. I don’t know if I should be happy or worried.” Yuuto heard in silence as she forced a laugh. When she stopped, she breathed took a deep breath. “Okay. I’m ready.”

“I…”

Yuuto had been struggling with his ex-girlfriend’s news all day, but after spending the afternoon with Seiji-kun, his heart knew the answer. Even so, he had no idea how to explain.

“You’re not gonna marry me,” Yuki-chan said in a low voice.

He stayed in silence for a long while. “I’m sorry…”

“You don’t have to be. I kinda expected.”

“But I’ll be there for you and the baby!” Yuuto added in a hurry. “I’ll be a good father, I swear. You can count on me anytime you need. A call and I’ll be by your side.”

“I know that. You don’t have to tell me. How long do you think we dated?” Yuki-chan let out another forced laugh.

Yuuto had no idea how to react. “I’m sorry…”

She sighed forcefully. “Ah… what I’m gonna do now? My baby will be born out of wedding. What will people say about me?”

His ex-girlfriend was teasing the teacher. Yuuto knew that but still felt guilty.

“I’m sorry…”

“Stop apologizing. Don’t you remember a man shouldn’t apologize once he’s made his decision, right?”

Those words made him chuckle in nostalgia. She used to say it a lot during in their relationship. “You’re right…”

There was a moment of silence.

“Could you tell me why? I need to tell my parents why my baby daddy won’t take their daughter’s hand,” she said in a low voice.

Yuuto still had no idea how to explain what was in his heart. His eyes looked for the man responsible for his feelings.

Seiji-kun bought two ice creams, but after he got out of line, a little girl began crying. She had dropped her half-eaten ice cream and her mother was trying to comfort her. The painter looked between his ice creams and the girl and smiled, offering one. She accepted happily and her mother thanked and bowed repeatedly. After they left, he returned to the line.

“You’re in love with someone,” Yuki-chan whispered.

Everything that happened between him and Seiji-kun flashed in his mind. The moment when the former student found out about him, their sessions, their talks, their almost kiss, their night together… Everything until his almost confession a few minutes ago.

“Yes,” Yuuto admitted with a smile. He couldn’t fool himself. I’m in love with Seiji-kun. Despite his heart beating faster and louder, a strange calm filled him.

“Then there’s nothing I can do.” Yuki-chan let out a big sigh.

“I’m sorry…”

“Stop saying that. Besides, that’s one of the few reasons I’m okay with. I wouldn’t marry someone who’s in love with someone else. Hope my folks are okay with it though… At least introduce me to the woman who’s stealing the father of my baby.” She laughed. But even after all this time without hearing her laugh, the teacher recognized it was strange and hollow.

“Yeah… someday…”

“I’ve got to call my parents and tell them your decision,” she said in a strange high-pitched voice. “Bye.”

She ended the call before Yuuto could say goodbye. How’s she gonna react when she finds out I’m in love with a man?

He dismissed the thought. That’s a problem for another day.

“Sorry. I ended up dropping the other and they were all out,” Seiji-kun said, handing Yuuto the one ice cream he had.

The teacher smiled. “How about we share?”

Seiji-kun smiled too.


Chapter 10

“Thanks for everything.” Yuuto shifted the bag to hug his grandmother and then his grandfather.

“Yeah, thanks,” Yuuka said, doing the same. “It’s so good to relax and eat your food, grandma.”

“When are you too visiting again?” the old man asked.

“We’ll be here for the festival,” Yuuto said.

“Yeah, there’s no way I’m missing it this year,” Yuuka added.

“Last year was too good.” The man chuckled as he ran a hand on his bearded chin. “Yamamoto was drinking to celebrate his…”

While his grandpa talked about last year’s festival with his sister, Yuuto pulled his grandma aside.

“Thanks again for helping me with this,” he whispered, patting his bag with the free hand.

“I told I like helping you. But I never thought I’d help with a dress like that,” she said smiling, her cheeks a shade of pink. “Just remember to take pictures. I love seeing you in those cute little outfits, though I must say some are a bit too provocative.”

“It’s all for the art, grandma,” he said with an awkward smile and a forced high-pitched laugh.

I’ll never send her any photos again, he made a mental note. Until this day, the teacher had only shown her the most normal pictures, the ones he thought she could handle. And even those might have been too much for someone who wasn’t familiar with the cosplay world.

Thank goodness she doesn’t know about my blog. If she saw those photos in miniskirt… or the school swimsuit… or the combos, she’d go nuts… Or if she saw one of Seiji-kun’ paintings… Yuuto clutched his bag. If grandma knew why I want this cosplay, she’d definitely freak out…

“C’mon, little brother.” His sister’s voice brought his mind back. Yuuka wrapped her arm around his neck and pulled him.

They said goodbye to their grandparents one more time before passing through the ticket gates, racing when the sound system announced the subway was about leave. The wagon was rather empty and they had no trouble to find seats.

“Lucky,” Yuuka said, taking the huge backpack off her back and placing on the floor between her legs. Yuuto sat next to her, putting his bag on the lap. “We’d never find seats this good in the city at this time.”

“Yeah.” The teacher leaned his head back and closed his eyes, enjoying the rhythmic movement as the subway departed.

“They looked better than last year,” Yuuka said after a while.

“Yes,” Yuuto agreed in a low voice. “Even after twenty years, it’s still hard for them.”

“Seeing their friends’ kids reuniting must be tough. Especially Tanaka-san. She was mom’s best friend…”

“Tanaka-san… I like hearing her stories. She makes mom sounds like a crazy rebellious teen growing up,” Yuuto said, chuckling. His sister did the same.

“It makes mom sound so cool.”

“Grandma told me she wanted to keep mom’s past hidden from us…”

“Speaking of grandma…” Yuuka turned to her brother, narrowing her eyes “You practically spend the entire golden week with her… What’s your next cosplay?”

She already knows I was making a cosplay, Yuuto thought, embracing his bag out of reflex.

The next second, Yuuka took the bag and opened the zipper enough to see something the white and full of frills. Her face lit with a smile. “Is this a wedding—”

The teacher pulled the bag back and closed the zipper as fast as he could. “It’s a cosplay!”

Some people turned to them. While Yuuka had trouble breathing and covered her mouth with both hands to hide, Yuuto blushed.

It took a while for Yuuka to stop. “I’m surprised. You always refuse help with your cosplays… why the sudden change?”

“This cosplay appeared on the manga a few weeks ago…” Yuuto played with his fingers, avoiding her eyes. “There was no way I could finish alone this fast.”

“Why the hurry? There aren’t any events or contests around this time…” A second later, her face beamed with a smile. “It’s for your boyfriend! You want to dress up, pose and then seduce Seiji-kun!” Even with the sudden realization, she managed to keep her voice down.

Yuuto blushed and averted his eyes. He couldn’t deny. She got exactly right… The moment the cosplayer saw the character with those clothes, he imagined himself wearing the frilly white dress. But while calculating how much time it would take to sew, he imagined something else.

The cosplayer knew Seiji-kun would love seeing his muse wearing that dress and would want to paint right away. Perhaps in the right mood, they could get together again, or maybe it could be enough to bring the memory of their night back.

“I can’t believe my little brother lost his other virginity with a man. I’m so happy,” Yuuka said in a soft voice. Smiling like a proud parent, she wrapped her arm around him and pulled the cosplayer closer.

Yuuto kept quiet, his cheeks reddening even more.

When he got home after his first time with Seiji-kun, his sister immediately asked if something had happened. Yuuto tried to avoid the conversation; the last thing he needed was his sister finding out he had slept with a man who didn’t remember.

But when she noticed he was walking around in a funny way, she knew at once. Yuuka never seemed so happy, screaming she finally had a real case of boys’ love in her life.

“I wanna meet your boyfriend. I want, I mean, I need to see with my own eyes if he’s good enough to be with my little brother,” Yuuka said, hugging him and messing his hair. But when she realized Yuuto wasn’t pushing her back, she let go of him. “What’s wrong?”

“He’s not… my boyfriend,” Yuuto in a low voice, feeling a pang in his heart as he stared at the floor. Though he had admitted to himself, he never thought saying aloud would hurt so much.

“Yuuto…” Yuuka hugged him gently.

To his surprise, his sister didn’t tease nor insist in meeting Seiji-kun after that. She gave me space because she knew things were complicated. But now she knows about this cosplay, there’s no way she’ll hold back…

“You love him, don’t you, little brother?” Yuuka asked in a low voice.

“Yes.” Yuuto knew the answer; there was no need to think.

She closed her eyes and rested her head against his.

“You’ll face a lot of difficulties but remember I’m always here for you.”

“Thanks, sis,” he said, closing his eyes as well, smiling.

The rest of the ride went by in silent, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. Even if his sister teased and made fun of him, Yuuto knew he could count on her whenever he needed. Especially if it’s about BL, he thought, chuckling.

It was already night by the time the train arrived. When they got out of the station, Yuuka headed to the bus stop stretching, but Yuuto stood where he was.

“You’re not coming?” The teacher looked at his sister, then the phone on his hand. He opened and closed his mouth a couple times, trying to find words. Yuuka spared him the effort, rolling her eyes exaggeratedly. “Go meet your boyfriend. See you later… or maybe not, depending on how things go.”

Yuuto flashed an embarrassed smiled as she laughed and got in the bus. But as he looked for the right name in his contacts, his breathing became shallow and quick, his heart beating faster. Despite knowing Seiji-kun’ number for a long time, it was the first time he would call his former student.

Usually, he’s the one who calls me… Gathering his courage, Yuuto pressed the screen and brought the phone to his ear. He never hated the dial tone so much.

After what seemed an eternity, the former student picked up. There was no answer though.

“Seiji-kun?” Yuuto’s voice came out high-pitched. He cleared his throat a few times. “It’s me.”

It took a while for the painter to answer.

“Hey. Already back?” he said in a ragged voice.

“Yes, and…” Yuuto tugged the bag harder and exhaled through his nose. Even so, his stomach fluttered. “There’s something I’d like to show you… Are you free right now?”

Again, it took a while for Seiji-kun to say something. “Yeah, sure… The door’s open.”

Seiji-kun yawned and ended the call before the teacher could say anything else.

He shouldn’t leave the door open, Yuuto thought but the next second he flashed a tiny smile. Did he just wake up? Just because it’s a holiday, he shouldn’t sleep all day. Perhaps I should say something… He dismissed the idea with a shake of his head. Even if he should, lecturing Seiji-kun wouldn’t help the teacher confess his feeling.

Yuuto walked as fast as he could without running. Less than fifteen minutes later, he stood before Seiji-kun’ door, knocking. It took him a second to remember it was unlocked. Chuckling at himself, he entered.

All the lights were off and the closed curtains block any outside light.

“Seiji-kun?” Yuuto called to the darkness but there was no answer. So he was really sleeping until now…

After he took off his shoes and placed them at the entrance, he turned on the lights and opened the curtains with the remote. The state of the apartment made the teacher widen his eyes.

Yuuto counted at least seven bottles of sake on the coffee table, along with a few beer cans here and there. You’d remember our first time if you didn’t drink this much, Seiji-kun, he thought, looking around. It doesn’t look like a party… was he drinking all this alone…?

Wished there was something I could do to help him… The thought lingered on his mind while he cleaned up the place. After he finished, he noticed one can had some beer left. Yuuto glanced around. Seiji-kun was nowhere to be found. It’s to help to relax a little, as Sawa-chan says, he told himself and then drank.

“Drinking at this time?” A hoarse voice spoke behind him.

Yuuto widened his eyes and choked. He cleaned his mouth as he turned around.

“S-Seiji-kun! I… I… have nothing to say in my defense…”

He lowered his eyes, blushing. Damn it! Why did he have to appear just now? It’s almost like he was waiting for the perfect time to embarrass me!

“Why do you have this around, huh?” Yuuto quickly changed the subject, trying to keep some of his dignity.

“I… needed a break…”

Yuuto took a closer look at Seiji-kun. His breath stank of alcohol and his eyes were red with dark circles under them. He hadn’t shaved his patchy beard and the hair was tangled and unwashed.

Did he spend the night drinking? Yuuto pressed his lips. Even if it wouldn’t help him confess his feelings, he had to say something.

“What do you wanna show me?” Seiji-kun asked before the teacher could say something.

Ah, that’s right! I almost forgot. Yuuto pulled the bag closer. Now that I’m here, it’s too embarrassing. He took deep breaths, staring into the artist’s eyes. This is my way of confessing my feelings!

“I finished my latest cosplay and I was wondering if you didn’t want… to paint me…” he trailed off, blushing. Even if he had been Seiji-kun’ muse for a while, it was the first time Yuuto himself asked to pose. I never thought it’d be this embarrassing!

Seiji-kun ran a hand over his face and then showed a weary smile. “Sure, anything for my muse…”

“I’ll go change right now!” Yuuto beamed and raced to the bathroom. He never changed into a cosplay so fast.

Just like Yuuka said, the white cosplay with its long frilly hem with big yellow ribbons on both sides indeed reminded a wedding dress. I thought it’d look perfect to confess my feelings for Seiji-kun but this cosplay is more revealing than it looked in the manga… especially the legs…

The opening on the hem was high, showing more than the cosplayer was comfortable. Even with the white stockings, with small yellow ribbons around his ankle, which one of the longest he ever wore, he felt exposed.

Did grandma do something while I wasn’t looking? The cosplayer wondered as he stared at his reflection. He turned around a couple times to see the cosplay from all sides.

At least the bare shoulders and the ribbon on the cleavage aren’t as revealing as I imagined… And thanks to the high opening on the hem, it’s easier to walk, he thought, trying to comfort himself, pulling the white long gloves in its right place.

The cosplay was almost completed. The only thing missing were a few accessories for his hair and the choker. I guess today my cosplay can be a little imperfect… it’s not for sale yet, anyway…

But how did Amy-chan wear this?  I look like a bride… Even if I want to seduce Seiji-kun, it’s not like I want to marry him yet… When he realized what he was thinking, Yuuto smiled and blushed. I came here to confess my feelings but now I’m talking about seducing and marrying him…

But maybe Seiji-kun will like it better this way. I mean, the exposed neck makes it’s easier to kiss… the idea made his heart thump faster. I can’t be thinking of those things now. I need to focus!

Yuuto put a hand on his chest and took a deep breath. But as he breathed, he felt a prickle of pain on his sensitive fingers. Even if I’ve been sewing for ages, I hurt myself because of my haste… Guess even monkeys can fall from trees, he thought, flashing an awkward smile.

Luck the cosplays has gloves, otherwise Seiji-kun would see the shameful bandages… He stopped for a moment to imagine. Would he be worried?

In his mind, Seiji-kun was holding his hands gently, asking if they hurt. Yuuto said just a little, and the artist licked the fingers, saying it would help. The cosplayer kept quiet, enjoying the touch of that mouth.

Suddenly Seiji-kun kissed the teacher’s hand, slowly moving up until his lips were on Yuuto’s neck. He stopped and stared the teacher in the eyes. The next moment, he closed his own and their lips met.

It was gentle at first, but Seiji-kun became wild, almost a different person, kissing with passion. But he was still the man Yuuto longed for a long time. The painter pushed the cosplayer against the wall while taking off his own clothes. When he was naked with his manhood already hard, he ripped the cosplay, turned Yuuto around and then…

This isn’t time for daydreaming! If I want that to become real, I need to get a grip, Yuuto thought, trying to calm his mind. He had dreamed and imagined so much about their first time it hunted him, the pain in his heart ever growing. Every time he remembered, he pleasured himself with those memories. But it wasn’t enough anymore.

I want more. More than sex, I want him… I want us to be together…

Yuuto looked at his reflection once again. Hope Seiji-kun like this cosplay… then the dream will become true…

The cosplayer ran a hand on his hair again, missing the usual wig. Only a few cosplays could work with his real hair. This wasn’t one of them. Even so, he didn’t want to wear the pink wig. I want Seiji-kun to look at me. I want to show him my feelings as Yuuto, not Yuuno…

But is this enough to make him remember our first time?

Yuuto breathed out, calming himself. Even if it’s not, I’ll confess my feelings. I came here for this.

Despite his determination renewed, the cosplayer couldn’t stop sweating as he got out of the bathroom. Each step he took towards the living room made his face get a little redder. The moment Yuuto saw the back of the man he had fallen in love with, his heart thumped so loud he was afraid the artist would hear.

To his luck, Seiji-kun was sitting on the stool and staring at the blank canvas. He didn’t notice the cosplayer was in the same room.

With his face an alarming shade of red, Yuuto walked as silently as he could. When he was behind the painter, he covered Seiji-kun’ eyes. “Guess who?”

The former student removed the hands and turned around. It took a second for his vague eyes to focus. “A cosplay I’ve never seen,” he said in a low voice, smiling.

“That’s because I just finished. Even with help, it took the entire Golden Week to get it done in time,” Yuuto said, barely containing his grin.

Despite the embarrassment, he spun a few with his arms open, showing every side of the cosplay, the white frilly skirt trailing after him. When he stopped, he was a bit dizzy and fell on top of Seiji-kun, who held him. The cosplayer blushed and smiled.

“Thanks…What do you think?”

His heart thumped even louder when Seiji-kun eyed him from top to bottom. But when the former student offered a hand, he beamed and took it to spin around once more.

“You never ceases to amaze me,” the painter said, his smile growing a bit. “You look wonderful.”

“Thanks,” he exclaimed. “If you say it’s wonderful, then all the work paid off.”

The cosplayer already expected his artist’s compliment. Even so, it was enough to make him this happy. All those countless hours working on the cosplay since he saw it, all the embarrassment he felt when asking his grandma for help, all the questions she made that he had to dodge.

Yuuto felt everything was worth just hearing Seiji-kun’ compliment. But my true goal begins after our session.

“Then let’s start!”

Before he could take a single step towards his usual place, Seiji-kun pulled him closer, wrapped his arms around him and hugged Yuuto from behind.

“I’m not in the mood to paint,” he whispered, embracing the teacher tighter, resting his head on that delicate neck.

Yuuto’s face became an alarming shade of red, the blood gathering between his legs. He waited, but the painter didn’t do anything else. Then he realized. That embrace didn’t feel just like the one after their first time, when Seiji-kun seemed desperate and begged Yuuto to stay with him.

“I told you I won’t leave,” Yuuto said, putting his hands over the artist’s. Just like I said that night…

For the first time, the memory of their night didn’t arouse him. I’m an idiot. I was thinking only about myself… I should’ve have realized something was wrong with Seiji-kun. Yuuto put his feelings and his true goal aside. All it mattered now was to comfort that fragile man embracing him so desperately.

Yuuto patted the artist on the head gently. “Seiji-kun… did something happen?”

The painter kept quiet. Yuuto didn’t push. For now, this is the closest we can be, he thought, closing his eyes, feelings Seiji-kun’ warmth, listening that slow breathing, listening that heart beating as fast as his own.

Yuuto had no idea for how long they stayed that way.

“I’m broken,” Seiji-kun said suddenly, his hands slipping from the teacher’s belly to the legs.

“What?” Yuuto’s eyes widened and his cheeks reddened at the same time.

“I need you.”

Seiji-kun’ hand pulled the dress and went inside the underwear, grabbing the teacher’s manhood.

The touch was enough to make Yuuto twitch, but Seiji-kun ran a cold finger on the manhood until it was hard. Then he wrapped his hand around and moved up and down.

The teacher squirmed from where the student touched him, the hot flash spreading throughout his body. In a few seconds, his mind hazed and he bit his lips to stop a moan of pleasure.

“Why… are you… doing this…?” Yuuto managed to ask. Seiji-kun said nothing, his hand moving faster. “Ah!”

Despite trying his hardest, a moan slipped through his lips.

“I need you,” Seiji-kun said again.

To Yuuto, that voice came from somewhere far, reaching him through a haze of pleasure. It was barely noticeable above his own muffled moans. The hand caressed faster and faster, making his body hot from head to toe.

“I want you.”

I want… you… too, Yuuto managed to think before his mind became blank. All he cared was the pleasure he felt from that hand, from Seiji-kun.

Each stroke made the cosplayer’s manhood throb even more, bringing him closer and closer to pleasure. He tried his best to think of something else and prolong the moment.

But it made no difference. His longing for Seiji-kun was too strong. It had been for a long time. There was no way he could stop his seed. Though he had failed, he didn’t mind at all.

Breathing hard, with his face burning hot, his mind still a haze of pleasure, Yuuto turned to look at the man responsible for that.

Seiji-kun raised the hand with his muse’s seed, staring at it. Then he licked it once.  When he realized the teacher was watching, he brought the fingers to Yuuto’s mouth.

The smell was strong. The stare Seiji-kun gave him was strong. Before he realized it, the teacher grabbed the hand and put a finger inside his mouth, his tongue twisting around Seiji-kun’ index finger.

The taste of his own seed made Yuuto’s manhood stir again.

When his hand was clean, Seiji-kun took it out Yuuto’s mouth, turned the teacher around and kissed his muse.

The teacher kissed him back. He wanted to wrap his arms around the artist and pour a bit of his feelings into that kiss but had no strength to raise them. Instead, he grabbed Seiji-kun’ shirt and pulled the man closer.

I’m… with Seiji-kun… again.

When they pulled apart, Yuuto looked into the eyes of the man he wanted for so long. They were wild, just like that night. But there was something different. In that night, those dark eyes had a light of lust, one the teacher couldn’t resist. Today they were just wild and deep.

Seiji-kun kissed him again, and now Yuuto realized those lips too had something missing. He didn’t feel that same lust, as if the artist’s mind wasn’t there.

That’s right… something happened… It wasn’t time to act on their lust. Yuuto’s manhood reacted, the blood flow going back to its original place.

Yuuto put his hands on Seiji-kun’ chest and pushed him gently.

The artist’s lips were gone. Then they were back, kissing the teacher on the neck.

Despite himself, Yuuto felt the warmth spreading from where he was kissed. But it was different from before; his manhood wasn’t hardening.

“Seiji-kun, what happened?”

“I don’t wanna talk,” the artist said in a low voice before kissing his muse again.

Yuuto bit his lips. He knew he couldn’t force Seiji-kun. But he could ask something else, something that lurked in the back of his mind.

“Why… are you doing this?”

Even though he longed for those lips, for that touch, to be one with Seiji-kun again part of him feared it would turn like their first time. If the artist was doing this just to take his mind out whatever happened, Yuuto wouldn’t be able to bare.

“Because I want to,” the painter said, undoing the laces of the cosplay. “Just like last time.”

His mind and tongue were wrapped on Seiji-kun’ lips, but Yuuto heard.

“You… remembered?”

“I could never forget.”

Yuuto felt a pang in his heart.

“Why did you lie?”

“Does it matter? You want me anyway. You came here for this.”

Seiji-kun undress the cosplayer so fast it almost ripped the cosplay. The white dress fell around Yuuto’s ankles and the former student kissed one nipple and pinched the other.

“I’m doing what we both want.”

You lied to me…

“Stop.”

“Your body says otherwise.” Seiji-kun’ hand slipped down the teacher’s belly.

Yuuto could feel his manhood growing again. Even so, he grabbed the hand before it touched the member again.

“Stop.”

Seiji-kun ignored, pulling the teacher closer with the free hand. As he kissed Yuuto, he slipped the other hand down on the teacher’s lower back.

Yuuto wanted to push him away, but Seiji-kun was too strong.

The artist’s hand was inside the teacher’s white lingerie soaked with semen. He caressed the butt and slipped a finger inside Yuuto.

“You liked it so much that night, so why are you against it today?” Seiji-kun asked when he stopped kissing.

Yuuto wanted to say the reason, but as the painter slipped one more finger inside his butt, just holding his moans was too much.

“That night was amazing for me too. I’ve never seen a girl ride my cock with a lewd face like yours. You’re the wildest I ever had, and I’ve been with crazy chicks.”

He moved fingers faster, looking for the pleasure spot.

“Idiot… Do you think that makes me happy? You lied to me,” Yuuto managed to say, tears forming on the corner of his eyes.

“Sorry,” Seiji-kun said, rolling his eyes.

“Stop!” Yuuto shouted at the top of his lungs.

“You want me just as much as I want you,” Seiji-kun went on, not hesitating even for a second

He pulled his fingers from inside the cosplayer and lowered his pants. His manhood was hard and throbbing;

“I don’t want this Seiji!” Yuuto screamed. Then he could no longer hold his tears anymore. “I want the Seiji I love…”

The painter turned the cosplayer around and held down the delicate arm. With the free hand, he pulled the panties and pressed his hand against the cosplayer’s back.

This is wrong… It’s completely different from that night…

Yuuto cried in silence as Seiji-kun got ready to thrust his manhood inside him. The teacher could feel the tip pressing against him.

“What’s wrong with you?” Yuuto whispered through his tears.

He closed his eyes and waited.

But nothing happened.

Then the manhood pressing against his butt, the hand on his back, the grip on his hand… all of it, gone. Seiji-kun had let go of the teacher.

Yuuto lost his balance and almost tripped the cosplay at his ankle. He managed to avoid the fall. Then he pulled his panties up and turned around, ready to push Seiji-kun again.

But it wasn’t necessary. The painter wasn’t looking at him at all.

“You’re right… What’s wrong with me?” He fell on the couch and placed both hands on his face, his shoulders trembling. “There’s so much wrong… I… I… I almost hurt you… I’m sorry… I’m sorry… I’m sorry…” Seiji-kun cried and mumbled the words again and again.

Yuuto didn’t know if he wanted to get close to the man he loved. I’ve never seen him like this… What could’ve… suddenly he knew.

Even if Seiji-kin loved teasing Yuuto, he would never hurt him, not in his right mind.

The teacher knew why his former student spent the entire night drinking.

Without hesitating, Yuuto ran towards Seiji-kun, hugging him as tight as he could.

“Stop…” the painter said in a weak whisper between tears. “I don’t deserve you… I don’t deserve to be near you…”

This time it was Yuuto who ignored Seiji-kun. “And yet I’m here.”

The artist froze. Then he cried again. “I almost… did something unforgivable…”

“But you stopped,” Yuuto said in a low but firm voice. He broke the hug and looked into Seiji-kun’ eyes. The painter tried to avert his gaze, but the cosplayer didn’t let him. “No matter if you’re broken or not, nor what’s wrong with you, I…”

His face became an alarming shade of red, his heart thumping widely, just like the night they were together for the first time. Only now he realized how close their faces were. Be a man, Yuuto!

“I love you.”

Seiji-kun cried again. He lowered his gaze, too ashamed to meet Yuuto’s eyes.

“I don’t deserve you…”

Yuuto grabbed Seiji-kun’ chin and raised it, forcing the artist to stare into his eyes again. He could feel his entire face burning. Even so, he leaned closer, planting a gentle kiss on the lips he longed for so long.

“And yet you got me,” Yuuto said with a gentle and embarrassed smile.

Seiji-kun was speechless. With the tears falling, he hugged Yuuto tight, almost as if he was afraid to let go and lose the man.

“Grandpa… he…” Seiji-kun choked the words back, crying louder.

Yuuto understood. Saying it aloud would make it irreversible in the artist’s heart. But there was no need for words. Right now, Seiji-kun needs my support, and I’ll give everything I have, he thought, hugging the man he loved back.


Chapter 11

They sat in the limousine in silent. Yuuto had no idea for how long, but he complained. All he did was hold Seiji-kun’ hand gently with both his own. It’d be great if this could help him a little, he thought, caressing the fingers.

Seiji-kun squeezed the hand back without turning his head, his eyes glued to the window.

Yuuto knew what was on the artist’s head, even if they couldn’t see from here. Ever since the car parked, the former student stared out the window, his face unreadable.

“I have to go, don’t I?” Seiji-kun whispered more to himself than to Yuuto.

“Yes,” the teacher said in a low voice after a while. “But you can take your time. There’s no need to rush. I’ll be here with you.”

Seiji-kun brought Yuuto’s hands closer and kissed it. “Thank you.”

Yuuto flashed a gentle smile and rested his head on Seiji-kun’ shoulder, closing his eyes. The former student stroke the teacher’s hand with his thumb slowly.

Seiji-kun grabbed the door handle with his free hand, but he didn’t do anything else.

Yuuto only watched as the man he loved took deep breaths, trying to keep the empty expression. But the eyes that mesmerized the cosplayer betrayed their owner, and he knew the whirl of emotions behind them.

They stayed up all night. Seiji-kun poured his heart to Yuuto. He cried and talked about his grandfather, he cried and said he couldn’t go to the funeral, and he cried and begged forgiveness for hurting Yuuto.

When he was calm enough, Seiji-kun spent the rest of the night telling stories about his grandfather, the memories making him go between laughing and crying.

Yuuto listened, laughing at the right times and hugging Seiji-kun on the others. Is this the only thing I can do to help him? He asked himself then and asked himself again in the limo, the anguish in his heart growing. He knew personally how hard it was to open that door. And Seiji-kun has to do this on his own.

Because after this, he would have to live in a world without his grandfather. At least for that, I’ll be by his side.

Seiji-kun finally opened the door, staring the graves stretching as far as they could see. His eyes filled with tears before he stepped out of the car.

Before Yuuto realized, he grabbed Seiji-kun’ arm. The artist turned to him, his lips trembling.

The teacher opened his mouth but then closed it. He had no idea what to say. Though he had lost loved ones, he was too young to remember how people treated him.

How can I say everything will be fine? How can I say things will get better with time? How can I tell him the pain will grow smaller when I still miss my parents? All these thoughts crossed Yuuto’s mind along with a pang in the heart. The only thing I can do is be here for Seiji-kun.

“Here are the flowers, Akaishi-sama.” The driver appeared at their side out of nowhere, bowing and handing the huge flower bouquet with both hands.

Thought it was only for a heartbeat, the driver’s eyes went to Yuuto, with one hand grabbing Seiji-kun’ arm, the other holding the hand. However, if he had any feelings for seeing the two men holding hands, he showed none of it.

He’s a great professional… But I should’ve dressed as a girl, Yuuto thought as he glanced down at the black suit he wore. For Seiji-kun, he didn’t mind cross-dressing outside cosplaying, even if it was for this occasion. But the man he loved was against it.

When Yuuto woke up, Seiji-kun wasn’t on the bed with him. He found the artist on the living room, leaning on the window ledge.

“I’ll go see him today,” he said, staring the city view as if he had never really seen it. “I want… I’d like you to come with me…”

“I’ll be there for you,” Yuuto said in a low voice, flashing a tiny smile. He’s matured a bit. “But I need some clothes.”

For the first time in a long time, the cosplayer saw a phantom of the smile he grew to love as Seiji-kun indicated a small box on top of the table.

Not sure how he should feel, Yuuto picked it up, already expecting a dress. But when he saw the suit, he turned to Seiji-kun speechless.

“Hope it’s your size,” the painter said, shrugging. “Suit up.”

“Seiji-kun… Isn’t better if I dress as a girl?” Yuuto asked, choosing his words carefully. “I mean, if people see us together…”

“It’d be easier, not better,” Seiji-kun said in a stronger voice. He looked the cosplayer in the eyes. “I don’t care if people see us. I don’t want to hide our relationship.”

Yuuto’s expression was blank for a moment. Then he smiled, his cheeks a slight shade of pink as his heart thumped faster. “So you’re already saying we’re in a relationship,” he teased.

“Yes… I mean, I like you… you like me…” Seiji-kun mumbled, blushed, and averted his eyes. He looked at Yuuto through the corner of his eyes before taking a deep breath and facing the other man. “We’re together,” he said, as if ending a discussion.

Yuuto’s smile grew. He wrapped his arms around Seiji-kun. The artist returned the hug, and they stayed that way for a while.

“I’ll go change,” he said when the phone rang.

It’s the first time I come here to change into men’s clothes, he thought as he walked to the bathroom, somewhat surprised by the fact.

It took longer than it should, but when he was finally suited up, Yuuto stared his reflection. I look… kinda cool, he admitted, the smile forcing itself on his lips. He was used to cute, and occasionally erotic, thanks to Seiji-kun, but never cool.

He turned around, checking every side. Yeah, I definitely look cool… He nodded in approval. Except for this… the cosplayer grabbed the black silk tie. The knot was lumpy and awful, but he hoped it was passable.

“You look… different,” Seiji-kun said when Yuuto got out of the bathroom.

“Is that supposed to be a compliment?” The cosplayer chuckled and flashed a teasing smile. “You look good in that.”

The former student had changed clothes too, but the black suit fitted him much better than it did the teacher.

“Thanks. And it was supposed to be a compliment,” Seiji-kin reassured, smiling. “You look good too. It’s just that I’m used to seeing you…”

“I know, I know.” Yuuto decided to end the teasing. “That’s why I think I should dress as a girl…”

Though he wanted to be by Seiji-kun’ side as himself, Yuuto worried about the possible repercussion. Especially if you consider that he’s a son of an important and traditional family…

The artist came closer and flicked the teacher’s forehead gently. “Stop overthinking.”

Sighing and smiling at the same time, Yuuto decided to hear the man he loved. “Okay.”

Seiji-kun seemed satisfied. Then he undid the knot and straightened Yuuto’s tie. “You suck at this.”

“My sister usually does this for me,” the cosplayer mumbled defensively. “This is my first time doing it…”

“Hmm…” Seiji-kun’ smile turned sly as he tied the tie around Yuuto’s neck. “But during our first time, you seemed very good.”

The teacher blushed and said nothing as the painter finished.

It feels much better now, Yuuto thought, touching the knot. Not that lumpy excuse of a knot I did…

“Thanks.” The cosplayer grabbed Seiji-kun’ shoulder and gave a little tug. The artist bent over a little and Yuuto kissed him on the cheek. Seiji-kun looked surprised and then his smile turned back to gentle…

But as they stood before the Akaishi family grave, there was nothing of that smile on Seiji-kun’ face. All he did was stare with empty eyes at the stone.

Though Yuuto knew the man he loved wanted and needed him there, he looked away, giving the artist some privacy.

Even so, Seiji-kun held his hand as if afraid the man would let go.

Never the trees and the flowers fascinated Yuuto so much. There’s something familiar… Ah… this cemetery, he realized with a queer sensation on the back of his mind. It wasn’t just the Akaishi family grave; the Amane family grave was also here.

Though his parents had died around this time, Yuuto and his sister paid their respect with their grandparents during the golden week every year. This year wasn’t any different. It was rare for them to visit the family grave from his father’s side.

“Grandpa… I… I…” Seiji-kun squeezed Yuuto’s hand tighter and closed his eyes. “I wish I had shown you another side of me… I don’t know what I want to be, but I wanted you here to see…”

Yuuto felt a pang in his heart and squeezed the hand back. Seiji-kun…

The artist cried in silence for a long time. When the tears finally stopped, he cleaned his face with the other hand, a few petals falling from the bouquet. Then he showed a sad smile.

“I also wanted to introduce you to my boyfriend,” he said, turning to Yuuto. The teacher blushed and smiled. “I wish you two had met. He’s the one who posed for that painting you liked so much.”

“Wait, what?” Yuuto had planned to keep quiet the entire time, but the words slipped out of his mouth before he could stop them.

“Didn’t I tell you?” Seiji-kun asked with a tiny, but definitely sly smile. “Grandpa liked your painting so much he actually became a little better. In a way, it was thanks to him that we got together.”

“You never told he liked it,” Yuuto mumbled. After a few seconds, he sighed and smiled. Then he remembered something. “Wait a minute… I thought I inspired you in more ways than I’d believe.”

The artist narrowed his eyes. A second later, he widened them a bit. “What I said was excite, wasn’t it?”

Yuuto averted his gaze. Seiji-kun was right. “I don’t remember the exact words…”

“You’re a terrible liar.” He leaned closer and kissed the teacher on the forehead. “It was true. But at the time I didn’t think it was because I liked you.”

Seiji-kun chuckled and Yuuto did the same. Their voices echoed between the graves for a second before the silence replace it. With a deep breath, the artist looked up.

“Goodbye, grandpa,” he said, the tears falling again. He parted the huge bouquet and placed half of it on the grave.

It was two bouquets… Bluebell, daffodil, white chrysanthemum, sweet pea. Yuuto finally recognized all flowers and tried remembering what they meant. Gratitude, respect, grief, and goodbye. He did the best he could to hold the tears as he rested his head on Seiji-kun’ arm. He had to be strong for the man he loved.

“Let’s go,” Seiji-kun whispered after some time, his eyes still staring the grave.

Yuuto could only think about how he could comfort Seiji-kun during the ride back, but suddenly the artist went in the other direction.

Yuuto half-expected seeing the blank expression again, or at least a sad one when he looked up. But instead, he saw Seiji-kun inhale with his nose and exhale through the mouth and then press the lips. Is he… nervous? He kept watching, trying to read that face and those eyes.

The teacher kept watching Seiji-kun when the artist suddenly halted and stared forward.

Yuuto followed his eyes and was taken aback. They stood before the Amane family grave.

“Your sister told me about your parents,” he answered Yuuto’s unspoken question in a low voice. “I know you already paid your respects, but I’d like to pay as well.”

The cosplayer still had his mouth opened when a tiny smile appeared on his lips. He hugged Seiji-kun and they both faced the grave.

The painter suddenly stood straight and cleared his throat.

“H-hello. My name is Akaishi Seiji and I… huh… how can I say this? I really like your son and though we haven’t met, I’d like to ask your permission to date him.” The artist bowed to the grave and the teacher tried and failed to hold back a laugh. Seiji-kun smiled at Yuuto, a real and warm smile. “I promise to take care of him and make him pose with as many lewd clothes as possible.”

“You can't say that to my parents!” Yuuto exclaimed, his face red.

This time it was Seiji-kun who laughed. When he stopped, he stared at the grave and became serious.

“But above all, I promise to make him happy.”

Yuuto felt his heart thumping louder and he looked away to hide his embarrassment.

“You really like embarrassing people,” he said, trying to put some anger in his voice, but his smile betrayed him.

“No.” Seiji-kun leaned in closer. “I like to embarrass only you,” he whispered in the teacher’s ear and then kissed him on the lips. “Thank you for being here for me, Yuuto.”

It was brief, but the teacher could still feel Seiji-kun’ mouth. To kiss the person you’re in love with, he thought while touching his own lips, feeling the love spread inside him.

Suddenly he realized something and he beamed at Seiji-kun.

“What?” the painter asked in a suspicious voice.

“It’s the first time you call me by name.”

“What? No… It can’t be…” The artist tilted his head, puzzled. “I’m sure I’ve called your name before…”

“You normally use my muse, you, or even Yuuno, but never my name.” It didn’t bother Yuuto at all, but seeing Seiji-kun’ face puzzled was cute enough to bring it up.

Seiji-kun closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He opened the eyes and leaned closer again. “Yuuto,” he whispered in the teacher’s ear. “Yuuto,” he whispered again. “Yuuto, Yuuto, Yuuto.”

The cosplayer pushed the man away, his face an alarming shade of red. I never thought it’d be this embarrassing! How can he even make my name embarrass me? Yuuto took deep breaths, trying to recover himself. When he looked up, Seiji-kun was still smiling and he knew it was a lost battle. I love him too much…

After leaving the flowers on the Amane family grave, they headed back to the limo. When the driver saw them, he bowed, opened the door and waited for them to get in. After he closed it, he went to the driver’s seat and the limo was driving away from the cemetery.

“Hey, can I ask you something?” It was in the back of Yuuto’s mind since last night, but there was no right time to ask. “Why did you lie about not remembering our first night?” We could’ve been together sooner…

Seiji-kun’ cheeks a shade of pink. He opened and closed his mouth several times. “I… I thought… you might think it was too much… that you might get scared…”

Yuuto smiled and stared into his eyes without saying anything.

“I was afraid, okay?” he blurted, his face redder.

Yuuto chuckled and got closer. “Because of that, we lost many nights together… We could’ve done a lot,” he whispered in the artists ear.

Seiji-kun smiled. “Oh yeah. There’s one thing I forgot to tell your parents.”

“What?”

“I’m gonna start making you happy the moment we get back.” The artist’s smile turned sly.

Yuuto understood what he meant right away and his face reddened. But instead of looking away, he stared into Seiji-kun’ eyes, leaning closer until their lips met.

The kiss was different from earlier. It was longer and full of the love he felt.

Seiji-kun returned the kiss, but soon he parted their lips. He gazed at Yuuto and slowly his eyes closed, his head resting on the teacher’s shoulder.

Only now Yuuto realized Seiji-kun was exhausted.

The cosplayer smiled and held Seiji-kun’ hand, feeling the warm coming from him.

He thought the artist was already sleeping, but the man he loved entwined their fingers. Yuuto felt his heart pounding faster as he rested his head on Seiji-kun as well.

“Yuuto,” Seiji-kun said in a sleepy voice.

“What?”

“I love you.”

The teacher beamed. “I know.” And they fell asleep with their fingers entwined.
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Please 01 – I can’t believe you’ve never…

Yuuto shook his head slowly as he stared at Seiji in disbelief. “I still can’t believe this… It can’t be true… Please, tell me you’re kidding.”

“Will you, please, let it go?” said his boyfriend in a tired voice, rolling his eyes. “I can’t have this conversation. Not again.”

“How can I do that?” He shifted on his seat so he could look straight at Seiji, “How can my boyfriend, no, how can anyone not have seen this movie?”

“There are lots of people who haven’t. And as I already told you, for like the thousandth time, I’m not into old movies. I can’t believe we are having this conversation again,” he muttered the last part.

“Yes, we’re having this conversation again. And we need to clarify one thing. It’s not an old movie. It’s a classic!” Yuuto raised his voice. “I used to watch this all the time when I was a kid.”

“It’s a 70s, 80s trilogy. Call it classic or whatever you want, they’re still old movies. I wasn’t even born when they came out.”

Yuuto looked more shocked than he should. He opened and closed his mouth, struggling to find words. “How can you say that? How can anyone say that? By your logic, I’m old too!”

“Oh, look, the popcorn’s ready,” Seiji said when the microwave beeped.

Ignoring his boyfriend, he went to the kitchen, dumped the popcorn into a bowl, came back and sat on the couch again, making sure he didn’t look at him, as he still stared at him with a shocked expression. After a few seconds, he couldn’t help but let out a tired sigh.

“Let it go, honey. I’m gonna watch the old movie with you, so stop looking at me like I said something outrageous.”

“But you did.”

Seiji rolled his eyes and turned to the TV, “Yeah, yeah. Now let’s watch the movie.”

“I don’t want anymore…”

“Why are you pouting?”

“You called me old,” Yuuto mumbled, crossing his arms as he looked away, his cheeks a shade of pink.

Seiji took a moment to understand. Then he chuckled, placed the bowl on the coffee table, and moved closer to the man he loved. Though Yuuto leaned away, he still hugged and kissed him on the cheek.

“I’m sorry. You’re not old. You’re mature, develop, ripe. Just like a delicious fruit, you’re ready to be eaten. By me.”

“You’re not helping,” Yuuto mumbled again, still pouting. However, it was getting harder for him to continue with each kiss on his neck. Soon he smiled, chuckled, wrapped his arms around Seiji and kissed him back. However, he suddenly pushed him away, “I know what you’re doing. You did the same thing last time and we did it instead of watching the movie!”

Seiji flashed a sly smile as he leaned closer to continue, “I don’t see anything wrong with that.”

Yuuto turned his head, blushed and glanced at him through the corner of his eyes. “I love this movie so much I wanna share it with you…”

Seiji looked at him for a moment. Then sighed, smiled a gentle and warm smile and kissed Yuuto on the cheek before leaning back in his seat.

“You win. Let’s watch this movie instead of taking advantage of the fact we have your apartment all to ourselves.” He picked up the remote, but then narrowed his eyes at Yuuto before pressing play. “You have to promise you won’t behave like when you make me watch anime.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“You’re kidding, right?” Yuuto looked innocent as Seiji looked at him in disbelief. “Every time we watch an anime together, you stare at me whenever a plot twist or something amazing is coming, watching my reaction. You pretty much always spoil everything for me.”

Yuuto gasped and placed his hand on his chest as if Seiji had said something offensive. “I would never, ever spoil anything for anyone!”

Seiji stared at him with a blank expression before turning back to the TV, “Let’s pretend that’s true. Just make sure you keep your eyes on the screen and not on me, okay?”

Yuuto snatched the remote from his hand and pressed play. His expression changed as the yellow words rolled up the screen. Instead of shocked or outraged, he was beaming with anticipation.

***

“I like it even more each time I watch it,” said Yuuto, stretching his arms when the movie ended. “It’s a great story.”

“Yeah, I have to agree,” Seiji said, leaning back on the couch. Though the popcorn was long gone, he grabbed the bowl and ran a finger on the bottom to get a bit of salt.

Yuuto’s smile grew as he turned to him. “I told you it was good, didn’t I? Next time I suggest a movie, don’t complain and just watch it, okay?”

“Fine, fine, you win. Still, for such an old—” Seiji faltered in the middle of the sentence under his boyfriend’s gaze. He cleared his throat and continued, trying to suppress a smile. “I mean, for such a classic movie, the special effects aren’t bad. And the plot… To be honest, I’m not into space stuff, but this was interesting. It’s better than most movies today anyway.”

Yuuto closed his eyes and nodded with an air of satisfaction, like a teacher who just watched his student understanding a problem. “Some may argue it’s not sci-fi but space opera, but it doesn’t matter to me. I love it anyway.”

“The genre doesn’t matter as long as it’s entertaining.”

“Yes, that’s the point! I’m so happy to hear you say that. Do you wanna know why?” Yuuto asked, barely containing his excitement.

“Because I liked the movie…?”

“Yes. That and because, even though it’s taken this long, you’re finally ready.”

“Ready for what?” Seiji backed away a little, wary of his boyfriend’s excitement.

“To start watching classic anime with me!”

Seiji had no reaction. Then he laughed. “Yeah, yeah. Fine, whatever. But wipe that smile off of your face. It’s misleading. And just so you know, you don’t have to show me the good things about old stuff. I already know.”

He flashed a sly smile as he leaned closer. Yuuto smiled and kissed him, but then stopped.

“Did you just call me old again? I’m only 26!” he complained. Then he shook his head and pushed Seiji’s face away with both hands. “Wait, that doesn’t matter! Leave that for later because we haven’t finished watching.”

Seiji took Yuuto’s hands off his face and blinked. “Are you drunk? We just watched it. I liked it but I’m not watching it twice in a row. I’m not a crazy fanboy like you.”

“We only watched the first one. There are three of them. Actually, six, but you’re not prepared for the prequel.”

“Six?” Seiji backed away slowly. “I didn’t know that. I never agree with that.”

“What are you talking about? You don’t have to agree. You should want to watch them all. How can anyone not want to after that ending? There’s still so much to tell! Are you forgetting the galaxy is still under the Empire’s grasp?”

While Yuuto’s eyes shone with excitement, Seiji, on the other hand, was too shocked to say anything.

He went to the BD player, put the disk on the case and took the next one. Before he could get back to the couch, the doorbell rang. “Start watching. I’ll be right back.”

A man with a small brown package stood on the other side of the door. Delivery? Did sis order something? He wondered as he used his stamp. Then he realized it was for him. When did I buy something?

After the man was gone, Yuuto opened the package. I forgot about this… He picked up his glasses and stared at the black frame for a while.

“Yuuto, the movie’s starting,” Seiji’s voice came from the living room.

“Keep watching. I’ll be right back,” he said before racing to the bathroom.

I can’t believe I forgot I’d bought this, he thought as he examined the glasses. I’ve been wearing fake ones for years but now I finally need one for real.

He didn’t know why but the idea made him feel weird. Chewing his tongue, he put it on and checked his reflection on the mirror. It looks good, like I’m getting ready to cosplay. But they’re not fake, they’re real. I need real glasses. Doesn’t it mean I’m getting old?

“What’s taking so long?” Yuuto took off the glasses, hid them behind his back, and turned around the moment Seiji opened the door. “I liked the first one but it has no meaning if we don’t watch it together.”

“I know. It’s just that…” Yuuto averted his gaze, squeezing the glasses as he took a step back.

“What are you doing?” Seiji asked, narrowing his eyes.

“Nothing…” he made sure he didn’t look at his boyfriend.

“What are you hiding behind your back?” Seiji came closer, his face going from suspicious to curious.

“N-nothing,” Yuuto repeated, taking another step back. He felt the sink counter with his back and there was no more room for him to back away.

“Glasses?”

How did he know? Yuuto widened his eyes and turned his head. The mirror reflected his entire back and what was in his hands. Damn it… Stupid mirror, he thought as he stared at the reflection of the object he wanted to hide. With a defeated sigh, he handed the glasses to his boyfriend.

Seiji turned it around, checking it with little interest. Then he put it on. “Hey, they’re real,” he said, mildly surprised before handing them back. “You wear glasses in a lot of cosplays, so Why were you hiding it from me?”

“I don’t know…” Yuuto mumbled, shrugging and holding his elbow as he averted his eyes.

Seiji narrowed his eyes, “Are you embarrassed because they’re real?”

“Yeah, that’s it…”

“So that’s why you were reacting like that when I said the movies were old,” he said, beaming. “Because you need real glasses, you’re worrying about your age.”

Yuuto only nodded; he was too embarrassed to say anything. He knows me so well. I don’t know if that’s a good thing or not.

“Hey…” Seiji placed a hand on his chin and made him look up. “Can you put them on?”

Not sure if he was mocking him or not, Yuuto put on the glasses, his cheeks slightly red. “H-how do I look…?”

Seiji blushed, averted his eyes, and covered his mouth with a hand. “Now I get why people fantasize about their teacher. You look too cute. I had no idea real glasses would make such a difference.”

“You’re just saying…” Yuuto pressed his lips to hide his smile, glancing at Seiji out the corner of his eyes.

Seiji was doing the same. But when their eyes met, without another word, they kissed. As it became more intense, he picked up Yuuto and put him on the counter.

“Wait, Seiji…”

“I can’t… not after… seeing you like this… ”

He took off his boyfriend’s shirt and licked his chest. Yuuto was about to take off his glasses when a hand stopped him.

“Leave it,” Seiji said in a strong voice.

He lost control of himself under that wild and lustful gaze. He knocked over toothbrushes, soap and everything else as he kissed Seiji and tried to take his shirt off too.

They were already sweating and panting when a flash came out of nowhere. Blinking, they stopped and turned to the door.

“Don’t stop on my account,” said Yuuka, Yuuto’s sister, her face partially hidden behind her smartphone. She took more photos, the flash blinding them for a moment. “Wait, on second thought, stop. I need to pee and can’t wait for you two to finish having hot and wild BL sex in the bathroom like a couple in heat.”

“W-wait, sis, we weren’t… This isn’t… I mean…” Yuuto went an alarming shade of red. His hand looked for his shirt as he tried to explain himself.

Seiji blushed, but instead of mumbling and trying to say something like his boyfriend, he only smiled. “Yeah, this is a little break before the movie…”

“Yes, a movie!” he exclaimed, nodding vigorously. “We were watching a movie and then—”

“Watching?” Yuuka interrupted, her smile too similar to Seiji’s sly one. “More like starring in one. The kind I pay to watch, by the way.”

“It’s not like that…” Yuuto blushed even more and he covered his face with both hands. “Seiji, say something!”

“Don’t look at me,” he said, laughing. “I don’t know what I can say that won’t make this situation even more embarrassing.”

“There’s no reason to be embarrassed, little brother. I already gave Seiji my approval to date and lewd you up. There’s no reason to be embarrassed at all.”

Yuuto groaned into his hands while Seiji smiled and Yuuka laughed.

“You left the TV on, by the way,” she pointed out. “You always nag a lot when I do that, saying something about wasteful, and yet you do the same to have sex with your hot gay boyfriend. Not that I’m complaining. A real-life BL inspires me a lot. Just imagining my little brother getting on his knees to—”

“Will you stop fantasizing and listen?” Yuuto almost cried when he got down from the counter. “We were watching a movie, but then this package arrived, and I came to the bathroom and then—”

“Sure, sure. A package arrived… That sounds like a line from a bad porno. I can imagine what kind of package was about to arrive here,” Yuuka interrupted him again in a monotone voice. The smile never left her face. “But fine, I’ll play along. What movie were you two starring, I mean, watching?”

“Star Wars…”

Yuuka took her eyes off her phone and looked to her brother, the mocking gone from her. “I can’t believe you didn’t call me! It’s been ages since I last saw the entire trilogy. In fact, I need to watch it so the dark side doesn’t win.”

“Seiji’s never seen it, you know?” Yuuto added, turning to his boyfriend.

He almost flinched when the siblings stared at him. “S-so what?”

“So what?” Yuuka’s expression turned into shock. She put her hand on her chest, shaking her head. “How’s that possible? The only people who haven’t seen Star Wars are the people who were in it. And that’s because they lived it, Seiji! They lived the Star Wars!”

He raised his hands defensively. “I don’t know what to say. I’m not into old movies—”

The moment the words came out, Seiji closed his eyes, realizing his mistake, covering his expression of regret with his hand.

“Old movies? Old movies? They’re timeless classics!” Yuuka seemed as if she had been insulted. She opened and closed her mouth several times, struggling for words. “I can’t believe my little brother’s boyfriend has no taste in movies! And dares to call a classic masterpiece an old movie! Yuuto, we need to fix him now! There’s no way I can accept this! Old movies!?”

“I can’t believe I’m having the same conversation with a different member of the Amano family,” Seiji muttered, shaking his head.

Yuuto only smiled. As he glanced at his boyfriend, he knew exactly what would happen after he spoke, “We just finished A New Hope, sis.”

“Excellent! Then let’s watch the other two right now. You know what? I wanna see episode four. Do you two have any plans for tonight?”

Seiji stared intently at Yuuto with wide and desperate eyes, silently begging him to do something.

All the teacher did was flash a sly smile. “No. No plans at all. We have the afternoon and the night completely free,” he said, enjoying his boyfriend’s reaction.

“Excellent!” Yuuka entered the bathroom and pushed Seiji back to the living room. “I’ll lecture your boyfriend on the wonders of the saga. There’s a lot to cover. Including the books, comics, and games, we’ll be here the whole weekend!”

“Wait, Yuuka. Didn’t you have to use the bathroom?” Seiji said, still staring at Yuuto and begging for his help.

“How can I pee when the galaxy is still under the empire’s grasp?”

“Yuuto, do something!” Seiji finally gave up the silent begging.

“I’ll make more popcorn,” he said, beaming as he observed his sister drag his boyfriend to the living room. He was too happy because he would watch his favorite saga with the people he loved the most.


Please 02 - How to ask for a favor

Yuuto leaned over his boyfriend’s body and pressed the ear against his chest, listening to his heart. Even though it had been some time since they had made love, it was still thumping faster. He smiled and ran a finger around his nipple, making small circles.

Seiji’s eyes shuddered and a smile appeared on his lips. “It tickles,” he said in a sleepy voice.

“I know.”

Watching that peaceful and resting face was enough to make Yuuto the happiest man in the world. And he knew his other half enjoyed when they stayed in bed like this. According to him, it was as if there were only the two of them in the world.

Yuuto was quite fond of that too. Whenever he woke before Seiji, which was most of the time since the former student rarely woke in time for breakfast, he would just watch the sleeping face of the man he loved, asking himself how such a cute face could be so lewd.

However, right now, he wasn’t enjoying it as much. Now is a great time to ask again, he thought, taking a deep breath as he steeled his determination. Without stopping the finger dancing around his boyfriend’s nipple, he brought his mouth closer to Seiji’s ear.

“Please,” he whispered with the sweetest tone he had. Yuuto knew he was weak against it.

Seiji’s eyes trembled a little and opened. Though he was a bit sleepy, he averted his gaze. “I don’t know…”

Damn it… Yuuto realized this was one of the few times when his sweet voice alone wasn’t enough to convince him. I need more. Just a little more and I can convince him!

“Please, Seiji… It’ll be just this time,” he begged in the same voice, nibbling on his ear.

“It’s… it’s not me, you know? I don’t see myself in your place,” he said, his cheeks and ears a slight shade of pink as his eyes twitched, resisting the pleasure. “T-this is your thing, you know? Y-you’re perfect for it. Almost as if you’re meant for it… but me… I don’t know…”

He’s considering! Yuuto saw the chance and did his best to suppress his smile. If he was too eager, he would lose the opportunity and have to try another day. I need to get serious. If I just push him a little bit more, he’ll do it! Without indicating his true intentions, he got closer to Seiji’s ear again.

“If you do this just once, I’ll make it worth your while,” he whispered. However, it wasn’t in the sweet tone again. It was in an alluring and seductive voice.

It worked as he expected. Seiji’s breathing slowed down and he suddenly awake.

Controlling his own urges, Yuuto slipped the hand on his boyfriend’s chest under the sheets and slid on down his belly all the way between his legs. The moment his fingers brushed against his lover’s manhood, it grew. When he closed his hand around it, he felt it pulsing and hardening.

His lips curled into a sly smile. The reaction wasn’t just because of the surprise. Nor because of the ego boost Seiji had whenever Yuuto’s delicate hands made it look bigger. He always denies it, but I know he likes that.

No. The instant reaction was because Yuuto had learned to please Seiji in many ways in the short time they had become a couple. And he hadn’t just learned; he had become good at it. Too good. He had barely started but with few strokes, Seiji closed his eyes and breathed through his nose as his manhood hardened even more each time the hand went up and down.

Yuuto had seen that expression many times. He saw at moments like this and when they made love facing each other. He loved that expression; he was mesmerized by it. Even now, when he was trying to convince Seiji, he moved his hand faster just to see more of that face about to reach pleasure.

However, there was one downside. It wasn’t a real problem, but every time Yuuto pleasured Seiji like that, he became aroused himself. And right now, it turned into a problem when his own member grew.

Ah, damn it. I can’t… I have to focus on him… The thought came through his mind hazed by pleasure. Yuuto breathed in and out, his hand moving faster and faster as he tried to concentrate only on Seiji.

However, when he felt his member oozing with pre-seed, he knew it was a losing battle. With a mix of defeat and pleasure on his face, he slipped the free hand down between his legs to attend to himself. Even then he didn’t take his eyes off his lover.

Seiji’s breathing was rapid now. At any second, he would lose control of himself and open his eyes.

That was the moment Yuuto loved the most. When his boyfriend opened his eyes, he almost seemed like a beast driven by desire. A beast who would make his entire body tremble with pleasure and leave him breathless and his mind a complete blank afterward.

Just the thought of what would soon happen pushed him over the limit. His hand wasn’t enough. He wanted, he needed more. Instead of his hands, he wanted his lover’s manhood inside him.

Yuuto took his hand from his member and brought Seiji closer for a kiss so passionate he forgot his ulterior motives. He forgot everything. All he wanted was for him and the man he loved to become one like they had many times.

Seiji finally opened his eyes. And just as the teacher expected, there was only lust in those dark pupils. He pushed Yuuto against the bed and was on top.

It was so sudden he was still holding the member. Under that stare, however, Yuuto’s breathing became shallow and he let go, his face hot in anticipation, glad he had used lotion on himself beforehand.

A moment later, Seiji spread Yuuto’s leg open and thrust his manhood inside repeatedly.

They were both breathless when they reached pleasure at the same time. They lie next to each other, and despite the cold room, they were sweating.

“Fine… I’ll do that…” Seiji said in a low and exhausted voice. “For you… I’ll do that…”

Yuuto’s mind was still hazed. He blinked a couple times as he tried to understand. He waited until his breathing was somewhat back to normal before asking, “What… are you… talking…? Do… what…?”

“What… You forgot? The thing you asked before…” Seiji averted his eyes, his cheeks reddening, and it had nothing to do with the sex. “It’s too embarrassing, so don’t make me say it out loud. I’ll do it just this once, okay?”

It took some time, but when Yuuto understood what Seiji meant, he beamed. “You mean it? You’ll do it? For real?”

“Yes… Only once,” Seiji mumbled. He couldn’t handle his boyfriend’s cute gaze and looked away.

“Thank you, thank you!” Yuuto jumped on top of him, hugging and showering him with kisses. “I have it all figured out. Let me show it to you!”

“What?” Even with Yuuto on top of him, Seiji sat up. “Already? Don’t I get a saying?”

“Yes and no! Don’t worry. It’ll look so good on you.” He got out of the bed, still beaming as he raced out of the bedroom completely naked.

He came back from the room he was using as a cosplay studio seconds later, poking his only his head into the bedroom.

“Before I show it to you, remember you already said yes, so there’s no going back…” He avoided looking Seiji in the eyes, pressing his lips as he waited for the answer.

“Yeah, yeah, I know. Just show me how big my trouble is.”

“Here! Look!” Yuuto’s face lit up with a smile and he jumped on the bed with his laptop. He showed the screen, barely containing his excitement, watching Seiji and waiting for his reaction.

“You’re gonna make my cosplay a pirate?” He looked at the screen in disbelief. His expression was completely different from the man he loved.

“Yes! It fits you and it’s a perfect match with my last cosplay.” Yuuto clicked on the mouse track. The screen switched to show the cosplay which looked like a white wedding dress, the same one he used when he decided to confess his feeling for Seiji. “The characters are the best ship in the anime and we’ll cosplay them. We’ll be the best cosplaying couple!”

Under that smile, Seiji could do nothing but chuckle. “Yeah… I can’t deny we’d look good,” he said, blushing and scratching his cheek. “Show me the blue pirate again.”

“Thanks to you, I’ll finally win the only prize I don’t have!”

Seiji flashed a weak smile as he observed the character he would cosplay in the near future. Then he noticed there were little red numbers all over the image. He took the laptop from Yuuto’s hand and zoomed in.

“Wait a minute… What are those numbers? Are those my measurements?”

Yuuto stopped smiling at once. He took the laptop back from Seiji’s hand and closed the lid, looking everywhere but at his boyfriend. “Maybe…”

“When did you take those? Did you…” Seiji widened his eyes and pulled sheets up to his chest, “measure me when I was asleep?”

“…”

“How could you do that without waking me?”

“You’re not a morning person…”

Seiji shook his head, “I feel violated…”

“Don’t overreact.”

“You violated me…”

Yuuto placed the laptop on the nightstand and jumped on his boyfriend, hugging and kissing him, “I love you, Seiji.”

“Don’t try to distract me!” Seiji exclaimed. Despite his words, he smiled and kissed Yuuto nonetheless.


Please 03 – Ulterior motives

“Yuuto,” Seiji said in a strange voice, his expression matching.

“Don’t say anything…” He blushed and looked away, covering himself as much as he could with his arms, half turning his body. He couldn’t meet his boyfriend’s eyes, not when he gave him that look. “Just… don’t, okay?”

Seiji dropped his shoulders and looked down. When he looked at Yuuto again, he had a sympathetic smile. “I understand. If that’s what makes you happy, then I’m happy too.”

“I told you to not say anything!”

“There’s no reason to be embarrassed. I know for a long time my boyfriend cross-dresses outside cosplaying, even if he denies it. I just never thought you’d wear a bikini like that. I’m surprised, that’s all.”

I knew I shouldn’t have put this on. Damn it, Yuuka. Yuuto pressed his lips as he trembled, his face a wild shade of red. The instant he saw the green polka dot bikini full of frills to deceive the lack of something on the chest and hide the extra in the crotch inside his suitcase, he knew his boyfriend would make fun of him.

But that smile, along with those words, was too much for him.

“Shut up! You know I’m not a cross-dresser, but a crossplayer!” Yuuto snapped. “I might dress like a girl once in a while but there was a reason for each of them! I didn’t pick this bikini because I thought it’d look cute on me! It was my sister who took my trunks and put this in instead when I wasn’t looking!”

Seiji sighed and dropped his shoulders, his sympathetic expression vanishing as he placed a hand on the pocket of his shorts. “C’mon, luv. Aren’t you a little too old to be blaming your sister?”

The condescending voice and face angered him even more. “She really did! She heard we were coming here and—wait, why are you pulling out your phone? Don’t take pictures of me!”

Yuuto charged towards Seiji the moment he saw the smartphone, his arms raised to both ruin the photo and snatch the device from his boyfriend’s hands. He wasn’t fast enough though.

Seiji took a few pictures before raising the arm and taking the phone out of his reach.

He didn’t give up. He leaned against him, stood on tiptoes and stretched as much as he could. Even so, Yuuto couldn’t reach the phone. No matter how much he tried, his fingers didn’t even brush against it.

“Damn it! Why are you so tall?” All his efforts earned were laughs from his boyfriend and a wider smile. It was too much and he gave up. “Fine! Take all the damn pics you want, I don’t care! I’m a crossplayer who’s wearing a bikini even though I’m not cosplaying! Isn’t that hilarious?”

Seiji laughed even more and lowered his arms. The instant the phone was within his reach, Yuuto dove for it. Before he could grab it, Seiji took the chance to kiss him.

Even though he didn’t want, that kiss lessened his rage. He tried to resist and keep angry, but when he looked into Seiji’s eyes, he grabbed him by the neck and brought their lips together again.

That was enough to turn all his embarrassment and anger for wearing the bikini into lust. Before he knew it, he had his arms around his boyfriend’s neck, kissing every inch his lips could reach.

Seiji undid the lace of his bikini and took the top off. He brought him to the floor and sucked and licked his nipple. In mere seconds, they were already hard and sensitive, but he didn’t stop teasing them.

Yuuto bit his lips but it was too late. Seiji had heard him moaning. He moved down from his chest to his belly button, and then between his legs. His manhood was already hard and the bikini couldn’t contain it anymore. When he put it inside his mouth, Yuuto couldn’t hold it anymore and let out his seed with another moan.

Seiji drank it and used his tongue to clean the leftover, sucking even the tip.

Yuuto was panting and sweating a little, but the look on his boyfriend’s face told him he wasn’t satisfied with just that. With a sly smile, he moved back to the cosplayer’s lips while pulling a plastic vial from his pocket.

He was walking around with lotion? A second later, Yuuto brushed the thought aside; his mind could only think of pleasure as Seiji spread his legs apart. Though his boyfriend was a bit rough due to lust, he became hard when the finger went inside him.

When it was slippery enough, Seiji slid the second finger in, massaging and lubricating the teacher’s inside to take his member. When he pulled the fingers, the wait was too much for Yuuto.

With just his fingers! He’s too good at this, he thought before they became one.

Seiji thrust his hip gently. As the pleasure grew for both of them, he became a bit rougher. When he found the spot, however, he lost control of himself and thrust hard and fast.

Yuuto bit his lips and wrapped his legs around him without realizing. He did his best to think of anything else other than the man he loved and how good the member inside him felt. All to prolong the moment, even for a little while longer.

However, no matter what he did, Seiji was good. Too good. Too soon for him, he was at his limit. Even so, he tried to hold it.

But when Seiji reached pleasure and let his seed inside him, there was nothing he could do except let his seed flow, smearing their already sweated bellies.

They were both breathless and neither could say anything. Yuuto’s mind was still hazed with the pleasure Seiji made him feel every time they made love. However, little by little, the ecstasy left him and he laid on top of his boyfriend, caressing the sweaty chest with a finger, feeling the warmth of that body and the heart thumping faster than usual.

Seiji wrapped his arms around him and hugged him, kissing the top of his head.

“Why did you suggest coming to your family’s beach house out of nowhere?” Yuuto asked, looking him in the eyes.

He took a couple of deep breaths before flashing the sly smile. “Isn’t it obvious? I wanted to see you wearing this cute bikini. I was in cahoots with Yuuka from the beginning.”

Yuuto didn’t share the smile. He wasn’t going to let Seiji dismiss the conversation. Not again. Ever since his boyfriend suggested going to the beach house, he couldn’t shake the feeling there was something else. Though he kept quiet so far, now was the perfect moment to bring it up.

“I know my almost shut-in boyfriend would never suggest coming to a place like this unless he had some ulterior motive.”

Seiji averted his eyes, but under Yuuto’s gaze, he sighed and looked back. “It’s true part of me wanted to see you wearing a bikini. You’re too cute and sexy.” He flashed a smile. “Besides, you’re gonna be a dad soon. I doubt we’ll have time to do stuff like this once your baby comes.”

Yuuto could tell part of that was true, but he could also tell it wasn’t the real reason. “Seiji…”

His smile finally vanished. “Fine… It’s true I have another motive.”

Without dropping his boyfriend, he sat up and stood up, carrying him princess style.

Yuuto smiled and wrapped his arms around his neck as Seiji brought him to one of the rooms on the ground floor. Thanks to the king-size bed and the matching decoration, a huge rectangular brow package stood out.

“Is that yours?”

Seiji said nothing, staring at it for a while. Then he brought Yuuto closer to the canvas.

He looked between the package and his boyfriend. After the artist nodded, he took one hand around his neck and ripped the paper.

“Why did you rip it? You were supposed to unwrap it! How can I send this back to the apartment?”

“I-I’m sorry! I just—” Yuuto was about to panic, but then he saw his boyfriend’s smile then burst into laughter. “You had me for a moment.”

“Yeah, I know.”

Laughing, he gave him a light kiss before turning to the canvas. “What’s this?”

“Guess you can say it’s my latest work,” Seiji said, his cheeks red.

A beautiful but incomplete painting of a huge house by the beach with two people on it.

“Amazing…” It was all he could say as he looked at it.

After so long as his muse, he was used to Seiji’s incredible skill. However, apart from himself and a few other people, it was the first time he saw a painting of another subject.

“Is it this house?” Yuuto finally recognized the front of the building facing the ocean. The waters almost reached the entrance, the white sand meeting the small stair. There was a kid running from the water to the house, and on the front porch, there was an old man sitting on the bench. He smiled and looked fondly at the kid.

“Yeah…”

“And that’s your grandfather,” he said in a soft voice.

Seiji nodded, his eyes slightly watery. “I don’t know why I started this. I just… I don’t know… I remembered this house the other day and then…”

Yuuto said nothing as he hugged the man he loved. Seiji wrapped the arms around him tighter, caressing his back with his thumb.

“It’s amazing. Can’t wait to see it when you finish,” he said with a genuine smile.

“Thanks,” Seiji mumbled. “I wanted to come here to remember. It’s been ages since I’ve been here. My family used to come here during the summer. With my cousins and brothers… It was fun…”

Seiji was smiling and his eyes lost focus as the memories came back.

“I bet it was,” Yuuto kissed him on the cheek.

When Seiji turned to him, the smile was back to the one he was used to.

“Enough with the sentimental stuff. It’s a beautiful day. I know your boyfriend is almost a shut-in, but he can still appreciate a sunny day at the beach with the right person,” he said, carrying him back to the main room, still in princess style.

Yuuto laughed but when stopped, he looked down at his and his clothes’ state. The top half of the bikini was nowhere to be found and the bottom half was smeared with both his and Seiji’s seeds. Not to mention their belly.

“I don’t think I can go out like this…”

“Yeah, I guess we went a little overboard…” Seiji smiled, proud of what he had done. “But what if you use this?”

He searched through the contents of his bag. A moment later, he pulled out a male bathing suit and handed it to Yuuto, who turned it around.

“Hey, this is mine! Why do you have it?” Then he widened his eyes, “You were in cahoots with my sister, weren’t you?”

“Well, yeah, I told you. She put that bikini in your suitcase when you weren’t looking and asked me to take a few photos,” Seiji said, undisturbed by his words. Then he blushed and scratched his cheek. “I didn’t give it to you sooner because I kinda wanted to see you in a bikini too…”

Yuuto blushed and covered half his face with the bathing suit. “You know I’d wear it if you asked. There was no reason to do this,” he mumbled, not sure if he was mad.

“If I said I didn’t think about it, I’d be lying,” Seiji chuckled. “But in the end, I wanted to go to the beach with my boyfriend Yuuto, not my girlfriend Yuuno.”

Yuuto’s face went an alarming shade of red. He covered his entire face with the bathing suit now. “You know how to make a man embarrassed…”

“No,” Seiji said, getting closer. “I know how to make my boyfriend in particular embarrassed.”

He pulled the trunks and kissed Yuuto.

They didn’t go in the water that day.


Please 04 – The meeting

“Will you calm down?” Seiji rolled his eyes and let out a heavy sigh. Despite that, he smiled as he watched his boyfriend nervously pacing around the living room again.

“I can’t!” Yuuto shouted, biting his nails. “Do you realize that Yuki will be here at any minute now? How could I calm down?”

“Fine then. Panic.”

“How can you say that when I’m already nervous!? Seiji laughed, but under Yuuto’s hard stare, he tried to suppress it. He failed. “How can you laugh at a time like this?”

“Because you’re acting funny, luv. I know you consider me almost a shut-in, but I know how to talk to people. You’ve seen me socializing before.”

“Yeah, I know you can. And you’re great at it when you want!”

“Then why are you so worried? Calm down and sit here.” Seiji tapped on the couch, gesturing for him to sit by his side.

Yuuto ignored. “I’m worried because this is a big deal. It’s a huge deal!”

“Only in your head.” He rolled his eyes again, chuckling. “I’m just meeting your ex-girlfriend. That’s all.”

“That’s all?” Yuuto repeated. He stopped pacing and turned to his boyfriend. “She’s not just my ex-girlfriend! I mean, she is, but she’s pregnant! She’s the mother of my future kid! I’m gonna be a father!” His stomach groaned at the idea and he was pacing again.

“Yes, I know that. You’re gonna be a papa,” Seiji said slowly, chewing his tongue. “You’re gonna have a baby with your ex, the woman who you loved and would’ve married if not for me.”

“Don’t you dare try to make this about you!” Yuuto nearly shouted. “I’m not falling for that again!”

He flashed a wry smile. “Fine, fine… But this time is technically about me. I mean, she’s coming all the way here to meet me, her baby daddy’s boyfriend. Wow, that sounds a lot weird when you say it aloud.”

“Because it is!” Yuuto shouted this time. He went to bite his fingernails, but there was none left, so he ruffled his hair.

“If you’re so nervous about this, why did you suggest it?” Seiji couldn’t help but smile at his boyfriend’s panic. Yuuto had been getting more and more nervous as the hour got closer. “I don’t see why I should meet the woman who you once loved and now is having a baby—”

“Stop trying to make this about you!” he interrupted, his eyes wide. “And are you kidding? I’m gonna be a father! She’s gonna be the mother of my first child! And I love you! I’m in a relationship with you! I want you to be a part of my child’s life! Of course you two have to meet!”

Seiji was shocked. The next second, he blushed and flashed a tiny smile. When Yuuto paced close to him, he grabbed him by the wrist, pulled him closer and held him tightly.

“What are…?”

“I love you too much, you know that? Can’t believe you’re thinking of that stuff.” Before he could say anything, Seiji showered him with kisses. “You’re my favorite teacher in the whole world, did you know that?”

Despite Yuuto’s initial resistance, he soon caved in and was kissing his boyfriend back. However, when the doorbell rang, he froze and widened his eyes. At once he stopped kissing, pushed Seiji away, and turned to the door, his face pale as he ruffled his hair again.

“She’s here!” His breathing became rapid and shallow.

“Yes, she’s here. You don’t need to hyperventilate because of that,” Seiji chuckled and stood up from the couch. “Okay, time to be sociable. Hope I can still remember how to talk to another human being after so long. We sniffing each other’s ass, right?”

“Stop joking! I’m nervous as it is.”

“A moment ago we were about to make love… It’s amazing how you can change gears so fast. It’s one of the things I love about you.” He hugged Yuuto.

“Enough of this,” he said in a hushed voice as he got rid of the hug and walked to the door. He stood at the entrance, taking deep breaths before opening it.

“H-hey, Yuki,” he said in a high-pitched voice, flashing a wry and toothy smile. “I-it’s been a while…”

“Hello, Yuuto,” she said in a friendly tone. “Yes, it has been indeed.”

“H-how have y-you been?”

“I’m fine, unlike you. You look so nervous. Last time you were like this, this happened,” she smiled and rubbed her belly as she looked at him.

Yuuto turned red instantly. He looked everywhere but at his ex-girlfriend. When he had no idea what to say, he gestured stiffly, “C-come on in.”

Yuki only smiled as she entered. With some effort, and his help, she took off her shoes, put the slippers on and walked to the living room rubbing her belly.

“This apartment is amazing,” she commented, looking around. “Though rather empty…”

“Y-yeah, I guess…” He scratched the back of his head, still not looking in her direction.

“Your boyfriend is really rich, just like Yuuka said”

“Y-yeah, I guess…” Why is she mentioning this? It doesn’t matter Seiji is rich! And why did she put so much emphasis on the boyfriend part? She already knows I’m in love with a man for a while now!

Yuuto made sure he kept all of that in his head.

“Where is your boyfriend, by the way? I came all the way here just to meet him,” she pointed out, letting out a tired sigh.

Even though he knew it wasn’t much of an effort for her since her doctor’s appointment was just one block from here, he still felt awkward.

“Seiji is…” Yuuto looked at the couch but didn’t find his boyfriend. He glanced around the living room, but there was no sign of him. “I-I think he went to the bathroom.”

“I see,” she said in an indifferent voice, still rubbing her belly.

“P-please, sit, Yuki. Y-you shouldn’t be standing for so long.” With his help, she sat on the couch with a heavy sound, sighing in relief when she was off her feet. “C-can I get you anything? Water? Tea? Milk? Ice?”

“Water, please.”

He raced to the kitchen and came back with two glasses, handing one to her and sipping his. Yuki finished hers in two gulps.

“Thanks. Could I get another?”

“S-sure…”

“Before that, can you tell me why you’re so nervous? I’m here just to meet the man who’s responsible for causing my baby to be born out of wedlock.”

Yuuto coughed and spilled water everywhere. After he recovered, he let out an awkward high-pitched laugh, pulled the collar of his shirt and looked everywhere but at his ex-girlfriend. “I… That’s… I mean…”

“I’m just kidding. I know you’d marry me in a heartbeat, but if you’re in love with someone else, I’d rather be single.”

“I-is that so?”

“Yes. Especially if you’re in love with a guy. I have a slight suspicious being gay would create some problems down the road for us.”

“I-I guess…” Yuuto sighed as he cleaned up the water. “But it’s not like that. I mean, more than being gay, the person I fell in love with happens to be a man… A wonderful man.”

He couldn’t help but smile as he thought of Seiji.

“I can tell you love him. But we’re not here to talk about your love life. I’m already over that. However, I still don’t know how I feel about meeting your boyfriend. I mean, I get it. I want you to be around the baby and your boyfriend would be close, but still…”

“S-Seiji’s important to me—”

“Ah, thanks luv,” said a voice from the hallway. “Hearing that makes me happy.”

“Seiji! Where were—” Yuuto lost words when he saw him. Instants before he opened the door, his boyfriend was wearing a simple T-shirt and jeans. Now he was in a suit and even with a tie. “What’s up with those clothes? Why did you change?”

“Don’t I look good?” he asked, straightening his clothes.

Yuuto blushed. “You do… but why change?”

“Well, you were so nervous I decided to show I’m serious about this,” he said with a smile.

Though it was a normal smile, Yuuto could tell there was a mischievous one behind it. As Seiji turned to Yuki, however, there was nothing he could say.

“Hello. My name is Seiji Akaishi. It’s a pleasure to meet you,” as he spoke, he bowed.

By her side, Yuuto couldn’t hide his utter surprise.

“Aren’t you a polite one? I’m Yuki and it’s my pleasure. I’m glad to know my baby daddy is in love with such polite young man,” she said, glancing at Yuuto with a smile.

He gulped and looked away, fixing his collar once again. Why did she have to emphasize the young part now? I bet sis said something. Even when she’s not around, she finds a way to tease me.

“Yuuto, what are you doing? Our guest, the mother of your future child, said she wanted another glass of water,” Seiji said, giving him a reproaching look.

“R-right! Wait, you were listening?”

“Yuuto, I’m thirsty,” Yuki complained, shaking her empty glass. “This can’t be good for the baby.”

“Yuuto, c’mon. The water,” Seiji shook his head in disapproval. “Sorry about this.”

Looking between his ex-girlfriend and his current boyfriend, Yuuto stood up and rushed to the kitchen. He came back moments later with a glass of water and handed it to Yuki. “Here.”

“Thanks.”

“That took long enough,” Seiji muttered under his breath. “Hope you’re not like that when the baby needs milk. Can you imagine that?”

Yuuto opened and closed his mouth as he struggled for words.

“Can’t believe he still reacts like this,” Yuuki said, smiling as she drank.

“Was he always easy to tease?”

“Yes. He always got flustered when I mentioned his makeup was better than mine.”

“I can imagine that. Too bad I can’t use something like that to tease him.” Seiji let out a heavy sigh and dropped his shoulders. “But it’s fun to tease him about his clothes taking over an entire room.”

“What? He really did that?”

“Hey, you said I could use that room!” Yuuto couldn’t take anymore and snapped. “It was empty!”

When they looked at him with similar smiles, Yuuto knew making his ex and his current lover met in a private place was a mistake. No… I bet they’d tease me if we were in public too… Despite disliking being the target of jokes, he couldn’t help but smile in his head. At least they’re getting along… And things aren’t weird…


Please 05 – Accessories are important

“So this is the famous nerd district I’ve heard so much about,” Seiji said, trying to keep both his expression and voice neutral as he looked around. No matter where he turned, there was at least one thing normal people would consider strange.

“Yes, but call it Akihabara instead of the nerd district. Or Akiba, if you wanna be more familiar.”

Yuuto didn’t care if Seiji found it strange or not. He was too happy and made no effort to hide it. Just hugging his boyfriend’s arm put a huge smile on his lips. Can’t believe he agreed to come here with me.

“It’s best if I keep any comment to myself.”

Though discreet, Seiji looked at everything and everyone as if he couldn’t believe what he saw. But even he couldn’t keep his neutral expression on forever. “Are those people carrying toy guns and dressed like that in the middle of town?”

There was a group of men and a few women dressed in camouflage despite the hot weather. However, what drew attention were the guns wrapped with black cloths they carried.

“Not toy. Those are airsoft guns. They must be into survival games,” Yuuto explained before his boyfriend asked.

“I see… The camouflage had me for a second. I was like, wow, where are they? Ah, there they are! Wow, amazing. They’re so good!” Seiji laughed at his own joke but he still let out an ‘I give up’ sigh. He turned to Yuuto with a wry smile. “To be honest, when you suggested a date because I behaved when I met Yuki, I was thinking something more… you know…”

He knew exactly what his boyfriend meant but still pretended to be confused.

“More what?” he raised his head with a curious and innocent expression, doing his best to suppress his smile. Like I don’t know what you want. The love hotel is for later.

“You know… less this…” Seiji gestured at the main street of Akiba when he couldn’t find the right word, “and more dateish and with a strong chance of ending in a love hotel later.”

“Aww… You wanna bring me to a love hotel,” Yuuto seemed touched. “That’s so romantic. It’s every boy’s dream.”

“Shut up. You know what I mean,” Seiji mumbled, blushed, and averted his eyes.

Yuuto tugged his arm so he would bend a little. “And who says we’re not going to a love hotel later?” he whispered, his smile sly as his boyfriend’s cheek reddened.

He looks like a kid who overheard what he was getting as a birthday present, Yuuto thought, beaming at Seiji’s reaction.

“How about if we go straight to the hotel? I can find the best ones in the area in a second!”

“That sounds tempting…” Yuuto hummed as he pretended to consider the proposition. After a moment, he flashed a wide grin. “I still want the date you promised!”

Seiji dropped his shoulders and sighed in defeat. Then he smiled, “Fine, fine. A promise is a promise. But can you tell me why you’re dressed as a girl?”

Yuuto smiled, took a step back and opened his arms to give him a full frontal view of his outfit. He wore a short plaid pink and black skirt, a sleeveless blouse and a matching hat. Even without a wig, he looked like a girl with short hair.

“It’s cute, don’t you think? I put together a few clothes from various cosplay. I spent so much time choosing something you’d like for our first date after so long.”

He stopped smiling and lowered the arms, looking all dejected as he held the hem of his skirt. Yuuto could tell Seiji knew that expression was fake, but he still played along.

“You look cute. Too cute,” he said, leaning in to kiss him on the cheek. “You’re the cutest boyfriend I ever had.”

Though the sudden public display of affection caught him off guard, Yuuto smiled. “Correction. I’m the only boyfriend you ever had.”

Seiji laughed and wrapped his arms around him and showered him with kisses. “You’re right. You’re the best, the cutest and the only one who makes me happy and lose my mind at the same time.”

When their lips met, it turned into an intense kiss. For a moment, Yuuto thought Seiji forgot they were outside. He tried to break the kiss and put some distance between them, but his mind stopped working as he lost himself on those lips he loved so much.

However, as fast as it started, Seiji ended the kiss. Even if he didn’t care, they were attracting attention. “You look cute, but you haven’t answered why you’re dress like this. Last time you said something about being a crossplayer, not a cross-dresser. And I can tell you’re not Yuuno right now.”

Yuuto had trouble to hear. He was still enjoying the lingering sensation of Seiji’s lips on his. Then he blinked and tried to stop smiling, barely noticing the stares they received.

“Ah, well…For a few reasons.”

He cleared his throat, raised one finger, and looked at Seiji as if ready to lecture him, though he knew dressed as he was, his impact as a teacher was long gone.

“One. I chose to dress like this today, unlike last time.” He raised the second finger, hoping he sounded disapproving enough, “Two. If I was dressed as a Yuuto, we’d received attention I don’t want.” Especially from people who are like my sister. Then he raised the third finger. “Three. I’m not dressed as Yuuno because people would recognize me and—”

“I can imagine the scandal. Yuuno-tan goes on a date with a mysterious hot boyfriend and they have sex! The fans are devastated and started a nerd riot!” Seiji interrupted, his shocked expression matching his words, though the smile threatening to appear on his lips ruined his acting.

“And I don’t want any of that. I just wanna enjoy a date with you,” Yuuto finished as if he wasn’t interrupted, though part of him wanted to laugh at the idea. The other was terrified of Yuuno’s fans finding out the truth.

“What do you think would shock the nerds more? Finding out you’re a man or that you have a cool, hot, sexy boyfriend like me? Maybe finding out you’re not a virgin anymore would kill them.”

“They aren’t… like that… Not all of them…” Yuuto flashed a wry smile and averted his eyes. The words sounded hollow even as they left his mouth.

Before Seiji could say anything, a group of women passed by them whispering. “Hey, did you hear what that guy said?”

“Who?”

“That tall hot guy right now. He said the cute girl’s his boyfriend.”

“No way.”

Without stopping, the four women turned their heads and looked without any restraint, smiling excitedly at Yuuto and Seiji.

They pretended they weren’t listening, but it was hard to hide their embarrassed smiles.

“A real BL couple?”

“We don’t need to ask who’s the seme and who’s the uke,” one said and the other three laughed. “The seme is so hot… I bet they have sex every day and sometimes the uke can barely walk after they’re done.”

“Yeah. He’s left breathless and all sweaty… I need to draw them now!” Their voices faded as they walked away, but they still looked back a few times.

Seiji turned to Yuuto with a prideful smile despite his embarrassment. “They weren’t wrong. Remember when I had to carry you for a whole afternoon until your legs recovered their strength?”

“Shut up,” Yuuto looked away, his cheeks burning red.

“Why are you embarrassed? They only got the ‘sometimes’ part wrong. I know for a fact I leave you all breathless and sweaty and barely able to stand all the time.”

Even though he loved it, Yuuto reached out to cover his boyfriend’s cute and cocky smile with both hands. “You’re just smiling because they called you hot.”

“They said that?” Seiji pretended to be surprised, looking in the direction the women went. “Well, they weren’t wrong about that either, were they?”

“No, they weren’t. You’re hot! Are you happy?”

As he laughed, Yuuto got more embarrassed. Despite that, he wasn’t angry at all. Part of him fear people giving them weird looks but he liked the idea of being recognized as a couple.

Seiji kissed the hand on his mouth and then held it. “Is that the attention you talked about?”

“Yeah. Those women are just like my sister.”

He leaned in to kiss Yuuto on the cheek again. “I don’t mind going out with you dressed as a girl or a boy. I preferred to go out and kiss my boyfriend without you worrying about what people might say if they see two guys in love but I’m happy just being with you.”

Yuuto lowered his head. I knew this was bothering Seiji. Right now, few people know about us because I’m a coward.

“Hey, instead of this conversation, how about if we start our nerd date?”

Yuuto raised his eyes with a bright smile and pulled him by the hand. “Great idea! There’s a lot I wanna show you. You’ll be like me by the end of the day!”

“I doubt that, but give your best!”

He took Seiji everywhere, from bookstores to figure shops, showing him every corner of the district which gave him much joy.

***

“Could you stop pouting?” Seiji begged in a tired voice. “It’s cute but it’s getting old, honey.”

“I’m not pouting… nor sulking,” Yuuto added before he could say. “It’s just that… It wasn’t what I expected, that’s all,” he mumbled as he walked a few steps ahead of his boyfriend with his hands on his back.

“Then will you please let it go?” Seiji picked up the pace to walk by his side. “You know my family. Why would I be embarrassed by maids serving me?”

“You’re right. I just thought you’d get nervous in a maid café. My high expectations were my own doom,” Yuuto lowered his eyes and shook his head.

“Can you exaggerate a bit more? You’re almost at the level of making a mountain out of a molehill. Just a bit more and you can do it, honey. I believe in you.”

“Instead of embarrassed, my boyfriend looked so comfortable around maids he didn’t blush once. Not even when they cast the ‘get delicious’ spell on his food,” he went on as if not interrupted.

“You can’t possibly be that upset because you didn’t get to see me embarrassed,” Seiji said and then sighed. “In my parents’ house, there’re a lot of maids. Though not as cute.”

“So you thought those girls were cute?” Yuuto muttered, glancing at Seiji through the corner of his eyes. Then he sighed and shook his head to dismiss the mood. “I should’ve realized you’d be used to maids serving you.”

Even so, I wanted to take pics of him embarrassed… I know it’s something stupid to be upset about. We were having so much fun until now and I’m ruining it.

“You’re right, you’re right. I’m being stupid for acting like this.” He held Seiji’s hand and smiled. “Let’s put that aside and go to the next store. Since it’s the best one, I saved it for last.”

“What’s next in our nerd date?”

Without answering, he led Seiji through the small streets until they stopped before a ramen shop. “Here.”

Seiji stared at the store and then turned back to him. “Ramen? You’re hungry after the maid cafe?”

“It’s not that. Look again. Look closer.”

He looked at the store again but saw nothing beyond the restaurant. Yuuto pulled him one step to the side, making his boyfriend stare into the narrow alley right next to the shop. There was a small stair leading to the second floor.

“Is there a store above the restaurant or something?”

“Right answer! But it’s not any store. It’s one of my favorite shops in Akiba, no, in the whole world!”

Yuuto barely contained his excitement as he dragged Seiji up the stairs. He pressed his lips before opening the door, not taking his eyes off him for a second, waiting to see the reaction his boyfriend would have.

“Welcome to paradise!”

From the entrance to the back, there were rows and rows of racks with a huge variety of clothes, ranging from school uniforms to outfits that barely covered anything. Shelves with all the type of sewing material you could imagine, and on the back behind the counter, a vast selection of wigs in various size and wild colors, along with weapons and accessories and anything so you could become a character from anime, manga, light novels, movies, or games.

“A cosplay shop?” Seiji couldn’t hide his surprise, turning his head in every direction as he tried to take everything.

“Correction, the best cosplay shop in all Akiba,” a voice said from somewhere in the back. Out of the many rows of clothes, appeared a young woman with blue hair and wearing an outdated school uniform.

“Welcome to my shop—Yuu!” she greeted them and then smiled at Yuuto. “I’ve been expecting you all afternoon.”

“Master!” He walked towards the woman beaming. “Sorry we took so long. We got sidetracked… More than once… ”

“You always do that in Akiba. Anyway, look at you. Before you were nothing but a cute shy little boy who wanted to dig deeper into the art of cosplay. Now you cross-dress on normal occasions. Things have changed,” she said, touching her chest as if moved by her disciple’s evolution.

“It hasn’t been that long. We saw each other in April,” Yuuto chuckled and waved his hand at his clothes, his cheeks a shade of pink. “And there’s a reason for this.”

“No need to tell me. I can see the reason.” The woman poked him on the cheek as she checked Seiji. “With a boyfriend like that, I can’t blame you. And now I understand why you completely forgot about me.”

Yuuto laughed and brought Seiji closer. “Let me introduce you two. Seiji, this is my master, Kunisaki Haruno. She’s the one who taught me everything I know about cosplay. Master, this is Akaishi Seiji, my boyfriend.” He blushed and hugged his arm, his smile growing with those words.

“So I finally meet the boyfriend I’ve been hearing so much about lately,” she stated, suddenly serious. “I hope you’ve been treating my cute disciple well.”

“I have.” Despite his initial shock by the shop and the owner, Seiji recovered and didn’t let it show. After he bowed to her, he flashed the sly smile. “I make sure he goes to sleep happy every night.”

Yuuto became an alarming shade of red at once and he tugged Seiji’s arm. “Why do you have to embarrass me every time you can?”

“I’m just saying the truth,” he said, laughing.

Haruno laughed too. “Glad to see you’re happy, Yuu. And it’s a pleasure to meet you, mister boyfriend. I may not be famous like him, but I hope my skills can be of service.”

“Hm? Skills? Service?” Seiji looked between the woman and his boyfriend. “What’s she talking about?”

Yuuto averted his eyes, looking everywhere but at the man he loved.

Haruno turned to him with an amused expression. “You didn’t say anything to him.”

“I knew he might’ve refused if I told him,” he replied, flashing a sheepish smile.

“What a sneaky lover you have, mister boyfriend.” She shook her head as she playfully pinched his cheek. “To imagine I raised a disciple who’d do this…”

“What’s going on?” Seiji finally asked.

“The reason my cute disciple brought you today is for your cosplay, mister boyfriend.”

Yuuto still did everything he could to not meet Seiji’s eyes. Even so, he could still feel the gaze on the top of his head.

“Yuuto. Look at me.”

“Don’t wanna.” He did his best to suppress his smile, but he was about to laugh at any second. Even without looking, I can tell what kind of face he has right now.

Seiji stood behind him and poked him on both cheeks, twisting the fingers. “You never said anything about my cosplay today. I thought it was only a nerdy date.”

“That’s because you’d say no if I told you. So I keep a little part of our date a surprise. I never lied to you or anything.”

Seiji took a deep breath and then sighed. “I did promise I’d cosplay with you anyway.” He turned to the store, looking at everything in the row they were. “I don’t mind buying one, but I thought you’d make mine. You did take my measurements… when I was sleeping,” he muttered loud enough.

Yuuto ignored the last comment, beamed and hugged him. “I’ll make the best cosplay ever for you! We’re here today to buy your wig and accessories.”

“Wig? Accessories?” Seiji pressed his lips as he looked around the store once again. “Is it really necessary?”

“Of course! Or you’d look silly.”

“I think that’s bound to happen,” he grumbled.

“Master, show us what we need!” Yuuto almost shouted in excitement.

“Come this way, please.”

She led them to one of the corner of the store where the shelves were filled with a variety of toy weapons made for cosplay, ranging from spears to laser sabers, from crossbows to futuristic firearms, sorted by type and size. Yuuto raced to the section with swords, picking up a few curved blades.

“So I’m really cosplaying a pirate,” Seiji mumbled after both cosplayers handed him the accessories for him to hold and see what looked best.

After the swords, they moved to the hats, and it was the same thing as the weapons. After dozens of accessories, the cosplayers had decided.

On one hand, Seiji held a thin plastic curved sword with a rounded handguard. On the other, he had a blue pirate hat. He looked at the accessories and then to his boyfriend. Under Yuuto’s eager expression and smile, he resigned to his fate and put it on.

“Do I look as ridiculous as I feel?” he asked with an unamused face.

“Without the rest of the cosplay, a little,” Yuuto admitted, though he was still smiling. “But we’re not done yet. You’re still missing the eye patch!”

“And the wig,” Haruno added and left their side for a moment.

“Of course. What was I thinking?” Seiji slapped himself on the forehead, getting a chuckle from his boyfriend. “Without the eye patch and the wig, no one would realize I’m a pirate. And once the cosplay is completed, I’ll look like a true blue pirate like the ones from history. Blue beard, the menace. It won’t be embarrassing at all.”

“A cosplayer doesn’t get embarrassed with their art,” Yuuto said, shaking his head, once again in lecturing mode. “You’ll learn in time.”

“Yeah, you’re forgetting that out of the two of us, I’m not the cosplayer. And you got embarrassed all the time when we had our sessions. There’s no way you forgot that.”

“T-that was because you kept making weird comments and looking at me in a lewd way!” Yuuto shouted and blushed as he placed the eye patch over his boyfriend’s right eye. “There. It looks better than I thought.”

“Did I hear that right, Yuu? Cosplayers don’t get embarrassed?” Haruno was back with a deep, blue, almost black, wig. “When you started, you got embarrassed all the time. It was so cute seeing you red because of the underwear and the skirts.”

Yuuto grabbed the wig and her hands at the same time. “Master, please don’t tell him that!”

“So you’re hiding something from me.” Seiji shook his head and turned to the woman, “Please, tell me everything, master!”

“No!”

“When a cute young man asks me so earnestly like this, there’s no way I can refuse,” she admitted, her smile broadening. “Let me tell you the origin story of the cosplayer Yuuno.”

“Wait, master, that’s—”

“When Yuu decided to embrace the art of cosplaying, Yuuka brought him to me,” she began, not listening to her disciple. “The moment he stepped in here, he became all red. Even so, he mustered the courage to ask about many things like makeup, sewing and how to create some accessories.”

“Master…” Yuuto begged, but his plea remained ignored.

“At the time, I didn’t know Yuu wanted to cosplay female characters. He almost fainted out of embarrassment when he asked about underwear. Yuuka was laughing all the time.”

“Don’t remind me,” Yuuto mumbled, his face reddening. “Sis always went out of her way to embarrass me.”

“He reached his limit and snapped, saying he didn’t need panties because he wasn’t going to show it to anyone. It took some time, but he was convinced after I explained the art of cosplayer doesn’t stop where people can see. Then I explained if he was to wear female undergarments, he should be a man and go all the way, including garter belts.”

“What?” Beaming, Seiji turned to Yuuto, who was covering his face. “I never heard about that! You never wore a garter belt for me. Do you have one?”

Yuuto pressed his lips and looked away, blushing even more.

“Oh my, did I say something I shouldn’t?” Haruno asked, putting a hand on her cheek with an innocent expression.

“Seiji! Stop talking nonsense and put this on so I can see how you look!” Yuuto shoved the wig in his hand, not giving his boyfriend a chance to continue the topic.

“I still wanna know about the garter belt. Do you have one or not?”

“I’m not listening.” Yuuto put the fingers in his ears and hummed as loud as he could, turning around.

Seiji kissed him on the cheek, making him even more embarrassed, before taking out the hat to put on the wig. After he adjusted the blue hair, he put it back.

Only then Yuuto turned. Seiji wasn’t smiling anymore. He was taking the wig out of his eyes, but the fake hair insisted on getting in the way.

“You can laugh if you want,” he said in a hollow voice. “I can tell I look ridiculous without the clothes.”

Yuuto tried to hold it in, but it was too much and he couldn’t suppress his laugh anymore.

“I’m doing this for you, and you laugh at me.”

“I’m sorry, honey. But it’s as you said. Without the rest of the cosplay…” He laughed too much to keep talking.

“I’m going back home.”

“No, don’t. I’m sorry.” Yuuto stopped laughing and hugged Seiji as hard as he could. With a huge smile, he looked up. “Thanks for putting up with this for me. I promise I’ll reward you.”

Seiji blushed and averted his eyes. “I’m gonna hold you to that promise.”

“Master!?” said a surprised voice. “What are you doing here?”

“Tsukiko and Taiyou!” Yuuto beamed when he saw a girl with light pink hair tied in a side ponytail and a short boy with brown and messy hair and a shy look on his face. “What a coincidence.”

“Yes!” She smiled back at him. “If you’re here, then it means Master Yuuno is preparing a cosplay, isn’t it?”

“Yes, but not for me.” He gestured to Seiji with a huge and yet embarrassed smile. “It’s for my boyfriend.”

The girl observed for a while, her face concentrated as she analyzed the accessories. “Is he cosplaying someone from My Guardian Persona?”

“Yep. But keep it a secret for now, please. I don’t want anyone knowing what Yuuno is cosplaying until the end.”

“Yes, master. Of course. My lips are sealed,” she said, suddenly serious. Then she smiled again. “But to think master Yuuno would be making in a couple’s cosplay. It’s gonna be awesome. It’s for the summer comic market, right? Can’t wait. We’ll definitely look for you.”

“You’re going too?”

“Yes.” Tsukiko pulled the boy by her side closer with a proud and slightly embarrassed expression. “My boyfriend is also gonna cosplay as My Guardian Persona character.”

Seiji turned to him and bowed his head slightly. “Looks like they both have us dancing on their hands, Taiyou.”

“I’m used to this, senpai,” he answered in a polite voice, bowing his head too.

“Wait, you two know each other?” Yuuto and Tsukiko asked at the same time.

They exchanged looks for a second.

“Yes, we’ve met last summer,” Taiyou answered.

“Yeah. We suffered at the same time under that tyrannical tiny devil who calls herself our master.” Seiji shook his head to dismiss the memories as a tremor coursed through him. Taiyou agreed with a serious expression.

“How can you say that about Anna?” Yuuto said in disbelief. “She’s such a good and energetic girl.”

“You say that because you haven’t met the real monster. She’s a tiny and tyrannical devil, believe me. She even has the evil laugh, just like her father.”

Again, all Taiyou did was nod.

“He always says that.” Yuuto sighed and turned back to the girl.

“Taiyou refuses to tell me what kind of training he went through too,” Tsukiko said, eyeing her boyfriend. “But he never says anything bad about Anna, almost like he’s afraid she’ll somehow know he badmouthed her.”

They both laughed.

“Well, leaving that aside, it looks like we’ll be participating in the same event. Call me if you need any help,” Yuuto offered.

“Yes, Master. Now I know you’re also participating with a couple’s cosplay, I’ll work extra hard. Maybe we can even combine our work!”

“Who’s that girl?” Seiji asked after the other couple left.

“She’s one of my students, a first-year. She found out the truth about Yuuno last year during a My Guardian Persona event. Ever since then we’ve been friends. I was surprised when she showed up at the school ceremony. She never said anything about applying to Hyouzan.”

“So she knew about you. That’s why…” Seiji mumbled more to himself than to his boyfriend.

“What?”

“Nothing, it’s just… Normally you don’t say anything about us being a couple and all unless you trust the person. When you said I was your boyfriend to the girl without hesitating, it made me happy.”

Seiji smiled and Yuuto blushed.

“S-she already knew about us… And I know she won’t say anything.”

“It still makes me happy hearing you say I’m your boyfriend.”

“Shut up…” Yuuto averted his eyes to hide his embarrassment. “Let’s pay for everything and finish this.”

“You wanna go home already?” Seiji pulled his cellphone from the pocket. “It’s still early.”

Yuuto looked at him in disbelief, shaking his head. “I can’t believe you forgot.”

“W-what?” The sudden change took him by surprise.

Despite them being alone, Yuuto leaned closer so only his boyfriend could hear.

“The love hotel.”

Seiji widened his eyes and smiled. “Master, we’d like to buy all this! Now!”

Yuuto laughed as he watched him race to the counter.


Extra Please 1

“Hey, little brother, welcome back,” said Yuuka the moment Yuuto entered the apartment.

“I’m home,” he answered in a listless and automatic voice, not paying attention as he tried to take off his shoes.

She watched him when he was in the living room. “Why are you so spaced out? Did something happen?”

“What? I’m not spaced out…”

He realized his mistake the moment he avoided meeting his sister’s eyes and his voice trailed off. Crap… Now there’s no way she’s letting this go by without prying into…

“What are you hiding from me, little brother?” Yuuka approached him, lowering her head so they were on the same height. “I can tell it’s something good.”

“I-I’m not hiding anything.” His face reddened as he forced himself to look into her eyes. If I look away, she’ll know I’m hiding something, and I couldn’t hide anything from her. Ever since we were kids, she always knew…

“Fine. If you’re gonna hide something good from me, I might as well ask your boyfriend. I’m sure he’ll tell me,” she told him, pulling her phone from the pocket of the sweatpants.

“Wait!” Yuuto reached out to grab the device, but she raised her arm, keeping it out of his reach. Damn it! Why is everyone around me so tall? “I’ll tell you! But don’t call Seiji!”

“Deal!” Yuuka put the phone back in her pocket, her face beaming with curiosity. “Now spill everything.”

With a heavy sigh and his face even redder, Yuuto told his sister what was bothering him.

“What? No way!” an excited voice came from somewhere inside the living room. A second later, Seika, Seiji’s sister, sat up on the couch. “You never had sex with Seiji while cosplaying?”

Yuuka and Seika exchanged looks and then turned back to him with huge grins.

“Seika… I didn’t know you were here…” said Yuuto in a low voice, sinking his face in both hands. I should’ve realized my sister was planning something…

“Yep, I am, future little brother-in-law. But it doesn’t matter. I can’t believe that you, a famous cosplayer, never had sex with my little brother while cosplaying…”

“Agree. It doesn’t sound right. At all,” Yuuka added, crossing her arms. “Our little brothers aren’t doing BL in the right way.”

“It’s so sad, especially with someone as knowledgeable as you so close,” Seika said, closing her eyes.

“Will you two stop talking like I’m not around?” Yuuto managed to speak despite his rising rage and embarrassment. “Better yet, stop talking about this at all. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“You’ve never tried, little brother?” Yuuka asked, ignoring his remark. “It’s hard to think you haven’t seduced him with a uniform or something like that.”

“I should’ve kept my mouth shut…” He let out another heavy sigh and shook his head, regretting more than ever as his sister dragged him to the couch.

“You’re right, but now the cat’s out of the bag, there’s no way we’ll let you get away it. Come, sit here and tell these big sisters everything,” she said, making him sit where Seika tapped on the couch.

With his face burning, Yuuto resigned to his fate and sat between his sister and Seiji’s completely mortified.

“Now little brother,” said Yuuka in a soothing voice as if she was a shrink and Yuuto her patient. “Why haven’t you done the deed or, as you prefer, made love with your young and lovely boyfriend while in cosplay? Do you feel embarrassed? Or perhaps you do not wish to soil your art?”

Yuuto could feel the pressure coming from the women at both sides. There’s no way they’re letting me out of this with my mouth shut… But it has been bothering me a lot lately anyway…

“I want to… I’ve tried a couple times, but Seiji… Somehow we end up… you know… before I get the chance to change into a cosplay…” His face became a wild shade of red. Talking about this with my sister and Seiji’s is way more embarrassing than I thought!

“Do you think he’s avoiding doing it with you in cosplay on purpose?”

“I don’t know… Maybe…”

“Don’t be like that, Yuuto. You’re letting something silly put you down,” Yuuka said gently.

“I know. I’m so happy with Seiji… It’s just that… I don’t know… It feels off for some reason…”

“Maybe my little brother has his motives,” said Seika.

“Like what?”

“Perhaps he doesn’t want you thinking he’s with you because you look like a girl.”

“I thought about it,” Yuuto admitted in a low voice. “But he knows I’d never think that. When we went to the cemetery, I said I should dress like a girl to make things easier. He was against it and made sure I dressed as a man. There’s no way I’d think he’s with me because I look like a girl. I know he loves me for who I am.”

Besides, it’s not like we haven’t had sex while I was cross-dressing. It’s just cosplaying, Yuuto thought, though he kept it to himself. There was no reason for them to know about it. As he flushed, the women exchanged looks again and smiled at the same time.

“If you’re sure about that, then it could be because he doesn’t want you thinking he’s using your art as a fetish or something,” Yuuka placed her arm around him.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, Seiji knows cosplaying is more than just your art. It’s part of who you are,” Seika said. “Maybe my little brother doesn’t want you thinking he doesn’t treat cosplay in the right way.”

“Exactly. So, instead of your art, how about some naughty cosplay role-playing, little brother?” Yuuka suggested, her eyes sparkling. “In fact, I think I have the perfect idea for you…”

Seika’s eyes sparkled as well.

“Good idea, master. I can get some props right now!”

The women who loved BL started dashing out ideas for sexy cosplay role-playing their little brothers could try.

Yuuto was completely red and had no opportunity to say anything. All he did was listen. However, he didn’t dislike some of their ideas. Seiji might like it…

***

I am doing this… I’m really gonna do this, Yuuto said to himself, taking deep breaths to calm his heart. It made no difference. He again pulled the trench coat closer to make sure no one could see what he wore underneath it. I can’t believe I’m dressed like this and going to Seiji’s apartment right now.

With his heart thumping so loud he was afraid people around might hear, he left the subway station and headed to his boyfriend’s apartment as fast as he could on top of those black stiletto high heels. C’mon, Seiji. Open the damn door, he thought, knocking and ringing the bell at the same time.

Despite his urgency, Seiji took his time, only opening after Yuuto was afraid he was bothering the neighbors. He was shirtless, and his black hair a mess. He tried and failed to stifle a yawn.

Did he just wake up? Even though it’s the middle of the afternoon?

“Hey, Yuuto,” Seiji said in a drowsy voice. He rubbed his face and blinked a couple times, then leaned down for a kiss. “Did we have plans? I thought you had something in school today. Sorry I’m like this, I was sleeping. What are you wearing?”

His face lost all traces of sleepiness and he became alert when he saw Yuuto dressed in the long trench coat. Then he noticed the black pantyhose and the high heels and smiled.

“There’s something we need to talk about.” Yuuto pushed him inside and entered the apartment without taking off the heels. He went to the living room and pulled the stool Seiji used when he painted, “Sit.”

“Okay…” he had a confused and excited expression on at the same time but still listened to his former teacher.

Yuuto turned around to hide his face. Okay… I’m doing this… I’m really gonna do this. I came all the way here dressed like this. I won’t back down now, he convinced himself, pulling a thin rope from one of the many pockets of the trench coat, making sure Seiji didn’t see it.

“P-put out… your hands,” he said, his voice failing. Damn it. Great start…

Seiji narrowed his eyes but still obeyed. Yuuto grabbed his hand and put them behind his back. With the thin rope, he tied them together.

There’s no way I’m asking how Seika got this. Nor why my sister had this at home… He pulled a small black foam pointer from another pocket of the trench coat. With another deep breath, he put on his fake glasses and walked around to stand before his tied up boyfriend.

Seiji widened his eyes when he saw the pointer. Pressing his lips to hide his smile, he waited eagerly. “What kind of play is this?”

“S-silence! Y-you c-can only talk if I a-allow!” Dammit! I can’t stutter if I wanna do this right! Despite his embarrassment, he still forced himself to say the rest. “Seiji, y-you’ve been a b-b-bad boy, s-so you n-need to be punished. No one better than a t-teacher to punish b-bad kids who misbehave.”

Yuuto undid the knot and took off the trench coat, revealing the outfit that was making him die of embarrassment. Seiji widened his eyes the instant he saw. Even he couldn’t hide the surprise.

The cosplayer wore a tight black fake leather skirt, the garter belt his boyfriend was so interested in, and a buttoned white blouse. The fabric was so thin one could see the black silk lingerie, one of Seiji’s present from when they went to Seika’s wedding.

I’m also never asking how Seika could get this outfit with just one phone call. The teacher blushed even more, feeling his cheeks burn as his boyfriend’s lustful eyes devoured him.

Seiji hung his mouth opened. After a few seconds, he smiled. “Honey, what are you—”

Yuuto smacked him with the pointer. Hope it doesn’t hurt him… He had tested it on himself earlier. Even with his full force, it didn’t hurt much. Even so, he held back. “I-if you wanna talk, raise your hand. I-I’ll decide if you can…”

“How am I supposed to do that if I’m tied—”

He hit Seiji across the face again. “No talking unless I give you permission!” he ordered in a stronger voice

“Yes, ma’am!” he said, a strange smile on his face as he straightened his back.

“Ma’am?” Yuuto hit again. “I’m a man. You can’t possibly have forgotten this.”

“Yes, sir!”

“No talking!” he smacked him in the same place. “Am I making myself clear?”

Without opening his mouth, Seiji nodded a couple times. Despite the red mark on his cheek, his smile only grew.

“Good boy,” Yuuto whispered, showing a sly smile. He leaned down and licked the red mark on his boyfriend’s cheek. Then he kissed it, leaving his red lipstick on it.

Seiji looked at him with eager and wild eyes, expecting more. He’s liking this… Good. At least this embarrassing outfit will serve its purpose, the teacher thought, walking around his boyfriend while smacking the pointer on his hand as loud as he could, the noise echoing in the large and empty living room.

Yuuto stopped behind him and leaned closer to whisper in the slyest voice he had, “Good boys deserve a treat. But since you’ve been a bad boy for so long, you also deserve a punishment.”

Seiji’s breathing slowed, his face filled with interest. However, it wasn’t the only part of him that showed a reaction. There was a bulge in his pants as well.

“I’ve decided. This is your treat,” Yuuto said, raising his skirt just enough to free his member. “You can drink milk but as punishment, you must do it without using your hands.”

Seiji looked at Yuuto’s face for a second before focusing on the hardening manhood at eye level. He smiled before pulling his boyfriend’s lingerie down with his teeth and putting the member in his mouth, his tongue licking and sucking as if it was the most delicious treat in the world.

Damn it. He’s too good… I’m almost at my limit already thanks to that thing in my butt, Yuuto thought after a few moments. Then, no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t hold it anymore and reached pleasure.

“Drink it all. Don’t waste a drop. Good boy,” he breathed out in a panted voice when Seiji happily drank his seed.

The teacher patted his former student on the head, but then he noticed a trickle of seed running down on his chin. He whipped it with his thumb and put the finger inside Seiji’s mouth.

“I told you not to waste a single drop… What a bad boy you are. Once again you deserve both a treat and a punishment.” He smacked the pointer on his hand loudly again to gain some time as he thought. “Get on the floor and raise your ass.”

Seiji looked up at him with wide eyes and opened his mouth. But then he closed it and pressed his lips.

He wants, no, needs permission to speak… My permission, Yuuto remembered, his smile too sly. He kept quiet, leaving his boyfriend in the limbo for a moment. This is bad… I might get addicted to this feeling. Trying to quell down that mysterious and new side of him from waking up completely, he nodded once. “Speak.”

“How can I get on the floor with my hands tied?”

Yuuto let out a low and almost evil chuckle. “Silly boy. That’s too simple. Just use your head.”

“W-what?”

He touched the pointer on Seiji’s chin and forced his boyfriend to look up as he leaned closer. “Get on your knees, put your head on the floor and raise your ass. Now,” he whispered, trying to sound menacing and sensual at the same time.

The artist stared at Yuuto. Then, with stranger expression, he did as ordered. Slowly, he knelt and lowered his head until his cheek was touching the floor, raising his hips.

“Good boy. You deserve a special reward. And I know just the perfect thing for you.”

With his free hand, Yuuto reached inside his skirt and pulled from inside his butt a little pink object in the shape of an egg. It was connected by a wire to a small control strapped to his garter belt. He lowered and swung the object by the wire near Seiji’s face, making sure he saw it.

“Do you remember this thing you bought? You clearly wanted me to use it, even though you said the store somehow sent the wrong product. And yet you refused to send it back for some reason. If I recall, you knew how to use this despite being your first time seeing it. That’s what you said, at least. Of course I didn’t believe. It was plain on your face it was a lie when you put it in my ass with a gleeful expression.”

With his head still on the floor, Seiji shook it, his eyes fixed on the rotor.

“Oh, you don’t remember? Too bad. Guess I’ll have to teach you how to use it then,” Yuuto said before pulling down his pants and underwear, exposing his butt.

His muscles contracted right away as he clenched his buttocks. Even so, he held the position.

Yuuto grinned and slapped his butt with the pointer making him quiver. For a moment he thought it might have been too strong, but then he saw Seiji’s manhood hardening.

“Look at this delicious and cute butt… I just wanna bite it all over. And yet I barely use this hole. It’s so tight compared to mine, don’t you think? We need to change this.”

Seiji opened his mouth but then clenched his teeth.

“Good boy. I didn’t give you permission to speak,” Yuuto said before introducing the rotor to Seiji’s inside.

He squirmed and groaned but didn’t utter a word as the object went in deeper. When it was all the way inside him, Yuuto turned the device on. It was at the weak setting at the first but soon he cranked it up to the medium before making his boyfriend sit.

“How does it feel to have something in there?” Yuuto asked but Seiji said nothing. “Speak.”

“I-it’s weird… I-it’s rare f-for you to b-be the top… S-so I’m not u-used to,” he admitted, his face red, his buttocks clenching.

“Weird? No, my boy. Not yet.” Yuuto switched the rotor to the second strongest setting. Seiji bit his lips but he couldn’t hide his smile. “Now it’s weird. For you. This is how I feel most of the time when we make love. I like it a lot though. I can’t get enough of you. But how about if we turn it up another notch?”

When a moan of pleasure escaped Seiji’s lips, Yuuto’s grin became slyer, matching his expression. Despite not used to having things done to his butt, he was hard and almost at his limit.

Just look at how he’s trying his best to resist the pleasure. Well, I’m not gonna lie. I’m about to beg for that too.

“It’s already about to burst with just one little rotor,” Yuuto said in the same seductive voice, sliding a finger on his boyfriend’s member. He quivered in response. “Guess since we haven’t switched in a while, you’re oversensitive, hum?”

Seiji pressed his lips and averted his eyes.

“Trying to resist, huh? That’s good. I like bad children who refuse to be honest.” Yuuto ripped a hole in his pantyhose and pulled his underwear aside. “Let’s see if you can resist this.”

He sat on his manhood. Since he had prepared himself before coming, there was no need to use any lotion. The member entered him as if it was meant to fill his inside. No. It’s more like my butt has his shape.

Seiji quivered and moaned even more. Yuuto took delight in that voice. But he wanted to feel good himself too, so he moved up and down.

Even he couldn’t resist the pleasure of moaning with his boyfriend. He turned the rotor to the weakest setting to make the moment last longer, but it made no difference; Seiji couldn’t hold it anymore and his seed gushed inside him.

Yuuto’s legs lost strength and he sat on the member. Seiji, on the other hand, fell backward. Both men were exhausted.

“Bad… boy… I never… told you to… feel pleasure… yet…” he turned around and grabbed Seiji’s chin, forcing the man he loved to look at him. “You need more punishment…”

He showed a wild expression. Before Yuuto could say anything, he tore the thin rope around his wrists, wrapped his arms around the teacher and kissed him, his member hardening while already inside his boyfriend.

Yuuto laughed and couldn’t be happier as Seiji pushed him against the floor and thrust his hips.


Please 06 — A question and a name

“Calm down, luv,” Seiji said from the couch. “Getting all worked up like that won’t do any good.”

“Calm down? How can I do that?”

“Fine, then. Panic all you want.”

“I can’t believe I haven’t prepared anything! How could I forget something this important?” Yuuto ignored Seiji and paced around the living room, going from one side to the other with his hands on his head. “I thought I was helping Yuki!”

“Don’t worry. There’s still plenty of time until the baby is born. But first, you need to calm down.” Seiji used a low and soothing tone.

“How could I’ve been so careless? I promised I’d help her with everything, and yet I haven’t prepared anything!” he went on, messing up his hair. He took a deep breath, picked up the ultrasound and stared at it.

My son. This is my son… I’m gonna have a son. I’m gonna have a kid. I’m gonna be a father, he thought, smiling as he observed the image. The next moment, the smile vanished and he was pacing around the living room with his hands on his head again. I’m gonna be a father and I haven’t prepared anything! I haven’t learned how to change diapers, I haven’t prepared the baby space, I haven’t bought the stuffy newborns need, anything!

Seiji let out a heavy sigh and couldn’t take anymore. He stood from the couch, walked to Yuuto, forced him to stop and looked him in the eyes.

“Yuuto, for the last time, please calm down. I know you’re overwhelmed because of the ultrasound. I bet you’re thinking this is getting real and you’re scared, but you need to remember there’s still time to get everything prepared for the baby.”

He knew Seiji was right. There were still a couple of months until his son was born. Even so, he couldn’t stop himself, “You’re just calm because you have nothing to do with the baby…”

The moment the words left, he knew he didn’t mean them and regretted it at once. Seiji became rigid and his eyes distant for a second. He let go of Yuuto and took a step back.

“Yeah, you’re right. I have nothing to do with your baby. This is all between you and your ex-girlfriend. You’re gonna be the father and I’m just your boyfriend. I’m barely out of my teens. A few months ago I was still a high school student. What do I know about babies? Especially one I have nothing to do with.”

He walked away and disappear into the hallway. A few seconds later, Yuuto heard a door opening and then closing.

I’m an idiot… a huge idiot. No, I’m an insensitive jerk, he realized, his heart heavy with guilt. Seiji’s been helping and supporting me with this from the beginning. Not only me but Yuki as well… He doesn’t deserve to hear he has nothing to do with the baby.

With his head down, Yuuto went after the man he loved. After knocking on the door, he entered. “Seiji, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said those things. It’s not true at all. You’ve been amazing with this from the beginning… Seiji?”

The bedroom they slept in was empty. He turned around and looked at the other doors. Out of the five rooms, Seiji only used two. The one where they slept and the other where he stored all his painting materials. Yuuto used one to keep all his cosplaying material that couldn’t fit in his apartment anymore.

Where is he?

He checked the usual places and found them empty. With a strange sensation, he turned to the rooms he had never even entered once. The first was also empty and he turned to the last unopened door.

“Honey?” he asked as he opened it.

“Hey, luv. What took you so long?” Seiji asked in a calm voice.

When Yuuto entered, he became speechless. His boyfriend was sitting on a rocking chair, going back and forth in a slow rhythm.

The chair was only one of the things that caught his attention. The room was organized with everything to take care of a baby. There was a crib, a diaper dispenser, a mini-fridge for the milk, a microwave to heat it, special pillows to make sure the baby didn’t turn over while sleeping. Everything Yuuto should have thought of buying if he ever wanted to take care of his son was there in the room.

“What’s… all this…?” he managed to ask after his initial shock passed.

“Ah, this?” Seiji looked around with a mildly amused expression. “Just everything you need to take care of a newborn baby. No biggie.”

“No biggie? How… Why… When…” Yuuto tried, but it was hard for him to form a question as he looked around. He bought even those toys to stimulate a baby’s development…

When he was close enough, Seiji grabbed his wrist and pulled him onto his lap.

“With Yuuno working hard on the cosplays for the nerd event and Yuki needing your help, I had a feeling you’d freak out when the baby got real enough, so I started looking up this kind of stuff on the net. I found a lot of stuff and have been organizing everything. It’s been here for a few weeks now, by the way. I was beginning to wonder if I’d ever get the chance to see your surprised face.”

“I’m surprised, believe me,” Yuuto managed to say, his face still showing it. When Seiji kissed him on the cheek, he blushed and smiled. “I had no idea you’d prepared all this…”

“Yeah, well… Your boyfriend can surprise you from time to time, and not just in bed,” he said with a cocky smile.

“You sure can.” Yuuto chuckled and kissed him lightly. He’s younger than me and yet got all this before I even thought of it… He turned around and gave him a tight hug. “Thanks for keeping things together in my place. I’m sorry for getting all freaked out back there. I said things I shouldn’t have. I wasn’t fair to you.”

“Don’t worry about it. I know you’re just nervous. It’s not every day you become a father.”

“That doesn’t mean I say those things. You’ve been so supportive. I was a jerk for saying those things. And they’re not true. You are a huge part of this. Whether you like it or not, you’ll be practically a stepfather.”

Seiji widened his eyes and took a deep breath, blowing through his mouth. “Stepfather… That makes it more real for me now. Way, way more real…”

“Are you scared?” Yuuto smiled and teased him.

“Completely,” he said in a low voice.

“You don’t sound like it.”

“Oh, believe me, I am.” He flashed a strained smile. “Just think about it. Around this time last year, my biggest concern was when I fought with my girlfriend. Less than a year later, my grandfather died, I fell in love with a man who happens to be my former teacher, and even though I’m barely a legal adult, that said man is about to become a father. That’s a lot in such short time. So much anyone would get scared.”

Yuuto looked into his eyes and then rested his head on Seiji’s chest. “You’re right. I never thought about how much things changed for you. Do you ever think it’s too much too fast?” he asked afraid the answer would be yes.

Seiji rocked back and forth, taking his time to answer. “Yeah, sometimes. When you brought the video of the ultrasound with the baby’s heart thumping for the first time… That was… I felt like, there’s a new life coming… and even if not directly, I’m gonna be part of that life…”

“Did you ever think about not getting involved? I mean, we’re together but it’s not like we’re married.”

“Sometimes,” he admitted. “But when I think about not being with you, missing all that part… I’d rather face those fears than not be with you.”

“Seiji…” Yuuto hugged him tighter and he hugged back.

“Hey…”

“What?”

“I-I want you to move in with me.”

Yuuto looked into his eyes, beamed and hugged him. “Yes!”

They lost track of time as they embraced each other, too happy to worry about the outside world as the chair went back and forth slowly.

“Seiji… We… Yuki and I… decided on a name. F-for the baby…”

“That’s great. What is it?”

“Before I say it, I have to tell you it’s Yuk’s dad’s name. She accepted right away when I suggested, saying it’d help her parents open up more about this situation. You know they’re still not happy we’re not getting married.”

“I know all that. You’re only making me more curious. Just tell me.”

“The baby’s name will be… Yasuhiro,” Yuuto said in a low voice, watching the reaction of the man he loved with a smile.

The name was the same as Seiji’s late grandfather.

He had no reaction at first, his face blank for a moment. Then his eyes watered. He cleaned his tears with one hand, but no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t stop crying and smiling.

“Thank you,” he whispered. “Thank you.”

“I love you, Seiji,” Yuuto said, smiling and crying too.

“I love you too.”   


Please 07 – Cosplaying is an art that needs space

“Thank you,” Yuuto said and bowed after the moving people finishing transporting all the boxes into Seiji’s apartment.

After they left, he went back to the room but he couldn’t get in; just passing through the door proved to be difficult with the many piles of boxes.

“Seiji? Are you here?” Yuuto asked, squeezing himself between two piles, careful enough to not touch and topple everything. I don’t want that happening to my stuff but it’d be fun to see.

“Yeah… Somewhere.”

His boyfriend’s voice came from the back of the room but he couldn’t tell where he was. “Where?”

“Over here.”

Yuuto tried to navigate through the little corridors created by the piles of cardboard boxes. This feels like I’m an explorer, he thought, smiling. But he stopped when he didn’t know his way back and Seiji was nowhere to be found.

“I can’t find you,” he complained, turning in every direction. “Stop hiding.”

“I’m not hiding… I’m… lost,” Seiji admitted. “Can’t believe I’m lost in my own apartment…”

He couldn’t help but laugh. “I’m lost too…”

“Hey, luv, I’m happy you’re moving in and all but did you really have to bring everything at once? I didn’t even know you had so much stuff…”

“Yeah, I guess it’s too much.” Yuuto was glad he couldn’t see his sheepish smile.

Seiji sighed loud enough. “Stay where you are. I’ll find you. Why do you have so much stuff, anyway?” he asked as he tried to move around the cardboard boxes. “Are these your cosplays? You brought everything?”

“Not all of it. I left a lot of manga at my grandparents.”

“You still have more stuff!?”

“Yeah… You tend to accumulate things when you get to be my age,” Yuuto said in a nonchalant tone, ignoring his boyfriend’s question without any shame. He knew Seiji would see through right away, but he couldn’t help but like the idea of annoying the man he loved.

“Don’t try to… trick me.” He sounded strained for a moment. “And you didn’t answer. This is all your cosplays, isn’t it?”

“Most of it. It can’t be helped,” Yuuto said before he complained. “My art needs a lot of materials. And those materials need a lot of space. And some even need special care when storing it.”

“Special care? Just fold your cosplays. I know it’s your art, but they’re clothes.”

“I’m talking about my wigs.” Yuuto was having trouble to hold back his urge to laugh. “But to be honest, I didn’t expect I’d have so much… Even I was surprised when they brought everything… Sorry for making a mess. Are you mad?” Yuuto asked when they finally met, wrapping his arms around him.

“There’s no way I’d be mad because of this.” Seiji leaned down to kiss him. “I’m just… overwhelmed, that’s all. I never expected you’d have so much… You have more stuff in this apartment than me.”

“Sorry…”

“I’m not mad, so don’t apologize.” He faced the piles of boxes and sighed, placing an arm on top of Yuuto’s head. “I’m just glad I’ve got space for all your stuff.”

“Me too. It’s like we’re perfect for each other,” Yuuto beamed at him.

But he soon stopped smiling as they stared at the cardboard boxes piles in silence. Neither wanted to break it because they both knew what they had to do, and both wanted to postpone.

This is gonna be so exhausting, Yuuto thought, dropping his shoulders. I can’t believe packing and unpacking feel so different…

While packing everything in his room and at his grandparent’s, he had too much fun. With each cosplay he carefully folded and placed in one of the many boxes, the cosplayer in him couldn’t help but remember all the stories that came along with them. All the events, all the work he put into them, all the smiles he received while becoming the character for a day, all the compliments, all the people he met, everything.

And of course, he remembered all the times when Seiji painted him.

Back then we were only teacher and student… And he called me his muse. It was embarrassing, but now we’re together, I kinda miss it. He smiled as he glanced at the man he loved. Now that I think about it, it’s been a while since he painted me… I know he’s working on that painting of his grandpa’s beach house but I’ve never seen the canvas here… Actually, I’ve never had a chance to look into the other rooms… Usually we go straight to his bed… or stay on the couch… or the floor of the living room…

Yuuto flushed as the memories came back. To his luck, Seiji hadn’t notice; he was still staring at the boxes containing most of his boyfriend’s belongings.

“L-let’s do this so we can eat dinner and celebrate our first night living together,” he said after a while, his face redder as the images of what he wanted to do with his boyfriend popped in his head.

With a sigh and the expression of someone who didn’t want to do it, Seiji rolled his sleeves.

No matter how tiresome this is, it’s the good kind of tired. Because it’s the next step in our relationship, Yuuto thought, smiling as he rolled his sleeves and opened one of the boxes with a red mark, which meant cosplays.

“This is way more exhausting than I thought,” Seiji complained an hour later, when they were over three-quarters of the boxes. Despite the AC, the room was hot and they were both sweating.

“I agree.” Yuuto cleaned the sweat from his head. His limbs and his back ached, and he took the opportunity to drink water. “But that’s just half of it. You’re the one who’s not used to a little physical work. You need to work out more, honey.”

Seiji picked up his bottle of water and drank half in one gulp. “This isn’t a little physical work,” he said, cleaning his mouth with the back of his hand.

Yuuto couldn’t help but laugh. “It wouldn’t hurt you to exercise a little, you know? There’s a gym nearby.”

“I’m not listening to you.” He turned around and drank the rest of his water.

Now that I think about it, I wanna see how he’d look all sweaty after a workout… And taking off his sticky shirt… As the cosplayer fantasized by himself, the painter resumed his work unpacking the boxes.

“Hey, Yuuto?” he asked, waking him from the daydream.

“What?” he mumbled without opening his eyes; he was still visualizing a sweaty Seiji behind him.

“What’s this?” There was something strange in Seiji’s voice. A mixture of curiosity and surprise.

Against his will, Yuuto opened his eyes. When he saw what his boyfriend was holding, his face went a wild shade of red. What the hell is that doing here? I thought I had left it in my room! There’s no way I’d bring that!

He remained still as he did his best to speak in a dignified manner. “Where did you find it?”

“In this box with your sister signature,” Seiji said, showing the box with the free hand.

Yuuto stared at his sister’s handwriting along with a drawing of her smiling. I knew it was strange for her to offer to help! She just wanted to put that in one of the boxes!

“Honey, why do you have this dildo?” Seiji said, shaking his hand, the object swinging from side to side.

Yuuto stayed in silence as he stared at him.

“It’s a phallic rubber object for pleasure,” he said in the most dignifying voice he could muster, looking Seiji in the eyes despite all his embarrassment, making sure his face showed nothing of it.

“Call it whatever you want. It’s a dildo. A big dildo, as in matter of fact.” He didn’t bother to hide how much fun he was having. “Why do you have a dildo, honey? Do you have more dildos? Do you name your dildos? Is one of your dildos named after me?”

“Stop saying that word!” Yuuto snapped, his face red.

That only made Seiji’s smile grow, turning into a smug. “I’ll stop saying it if you tell me why you have one. It’s not because I’m not satisfying you, is it? If it is, I’ll improve on that matter.”

“No, you’re doing better than fine! That’s the only one I have and I bought it after the first time we made love!” Yuuto shouted, covering his face with both hands. “There! Are you happy?”

Seiji hummed as if he understood something important.

“I see… Since you couldn’t have me at the time, you had to resort to this dild… phallic rubber object for pleasure to satisfy your lust for my naked body. I can understand, luv. There’s no reason to be embarrassed.”

The way he spoke only made Yuuto’s face warmer. Even without looking, he could tell his boyfriend had a stupid and annoying smug.

“There’s no shame. I’m a great lover, after all. After you had the taste of me, there’s no way you could go back to only your hand. Or your fingers.”

Yuuto had enough of that conversation. He walked to Seiji, snatched the object out of his hand and turned to the door.

“Oh, c’mon, honey. I’m sorry. I’m not trying to make fun of you. I’m just interested because I never thought you’d have the courage to buy one.” Despite his words, his smile made his apologies meaningless. Then he gave up and his smile turned sly. “Is it named after me or not?”

With his cheeks burning, Yuuto walked out of the bedroom without saying a word.

“I’m sorry, luv!”

A few moments later, he came back, still without saying a word.

“I’m sorry, Yuuto, I shouldn’t make fun of you because of your huge dildo named after—Why are you smiling like that?” Seiji asked suspiciously. His smile vanished when he noticed Yuuto’s hand behind his back. “What do you have behind your back?”

The cosplayer still said nothing. All he did was flash a strange grin as he walked towards him with his hands still on his back.

“Since you’re so interested in my phallic rubber object for pleasure, I’m guessing it’s because you wanna use it yourself,” Yuuto finally spoke, showing what he was hiding. In one hand he was holding the dildo and a bottle of lotion in the other.

Seiji stared at those objects and then at his boyfriend’s face. The next second, he took a step back, raising his hand as if trying to calm him down.

“Yuuto, put the dildo down… Slowly… Let’s just talk about this… Don’t do anything rash…”

“Talk about what?” He got closer, still grinning. “Weren’t you the one who couldn’t stop talking about it a few seconds ago? That means you wanna use it, right? That’s the only logical explanation. As a good boyfriend, I’ll help you use a dildo for the first time. I’ll help you lose your dildo virginity.”

Seiji wasn’t listening. He stood behind the last pile of unopened cardboard boxes in the middle of the room.

“I’m sorry for making fun of you, okay? I promise I’ll never talk about it again,” he said, making sure the pile was between them all the time as they circled it. “Just put it down.”

The fear in his face was priceless for Yuuto. And he wanted to make the man he loved sweat even more.

“I don’t know why you’re so nervous. You should try it at least once. It’s weird at first, but you get used to it. When I used it for the first time, I was imagining it was you.” He walked around the pile and Seiji did the same, still holding the boxes with both hands. “Why are you running from me, honey?”

“I’m sorry. Please forgive me,” he said in a low and nervous voice.

“There’s nothing to apologize for. You’re just interested in my dildo, that’s all. I’m only gonna help you pursue that interest.”

There was a moment of silence in the bedroom. The next moment, still with the strange grin, Yuuto pushed the pile away and jumped on his boyfriend.

Seiji held him by the wrists, making sure the dildo was away from him. They struggled to gain the upper hand, but neither managed.

Then, somehow, they ended up kissing.

Taken by the moment, Yuuto dropped the dildo and wrapped an arm around Seiji’s neck.

Without stopping the kiss, he took the bottle of lotion from Yuuto’s hand and smeared his fingers. With the other, he pulled his shorts and underwear and slipped inside his boyfriend’s butt.

After he was done massaging, Seiji was inside Yuuto and it was one of the best sex they had.

“That was… amazing,” he was out of breath by the time they finished the fourth time.

“Yeah… it was,” Yuuto agreed, trying to recover his breath as he laid on top of Seiji’s naked torso. “Hey… this was… the first time… we had sex… living together…”

“Oh, yeah… Maybe you should… move in more often.” He smiled and kissed the man he loved again.

“I’d be too exhausted… But I didn’t forget… you’re still… testing the dildo,” Yuuto said in the same joyful voice and strange grin from before.

Seiji stopped smiling at once, his eyes wide.

“Can’t—”

“I’m not letting this go. You were so interested,” he interrupted him, humming as he put the lotion his hand and on the rubber penis.

Seiji gulped and saw there was no way out.

The next moment, he closed his eyes and turned his butt around.

“Good boy.” Yuuto slapped his butt once. He massaged the insides and then placed the dildo on the entrance. “Think of me,” he said before pushing the object in.

Seiji moaned and squirmed as his boyfriend moved the object in and out.


Extra Please 2

Seiji seemed like a beast.

No. He was a beast. A beast full of lust who craved for Yuuto’s body.

They were only kissing but it was so passionate he was losing his mind. Seiji kissed him everywhere. And each kiss made his head go blank with pleasure.

Seiji was already hard and oozing with pre-seed. Without warning, he ripped Yuuto’s shirt, pants and boxers, tossing the rags aside. The next moment, he turned him around and bent his back.

With his breathing short and rapid, and a wild smile stamped on his face due to the wonderful surprise, Yuuto raised his hips to receive his boyfriend’s manhood and they became one.

When Seiji was deep within his lover, he moved his hips, going back and forth with a vigor Yuuto had rarely seen in the nearly shut-in artist. With each thrust, that manhood sent waves of pleasure which made his legs lose all strength.

What’s up with him today? Yuuto’s hazed mind managed to think. Not that he disliked the wild lustful beast. Quite the opposite. Whenever his boyfriend surprised him like that, he could barely walk the next day. Sometimes he even had to be carried like a princess and he enjoyed it.

He bit his lips and tried to think of anything else other than the man he loved thrusting the manhood inside him. His own member was already hard and his body reaching its limit. At any second he would gush his seed in pleasure, and he didn’t want that. He wanted the moment to go on for a long time: until he had lost his mind and could no longer think; until he lost himself in the love making.

But no matter how much he tried, his mind and his body felt Seiji and that manhood. He could only think and feel the sweating body pounding against his, could only imagine the wild look whenever they made love.

I love this man!

As Yuuto tried his best to prolong his pleasure, he felt Seiji’s seed gushing inside him and that was it. At that moment, he couldn’t stop his own seed from coming out.

We reached pleasure at the same time, he thought through his hazed mind, a silly and joyful smile on his face. He loved when that happened. Not only our minds, but our bodies are connected as well.

Despite the expression and the familiar weakness in his lower limbs, he wanted more. Much more. Yuuto wanted all his young and lustful boyfriend could give.

When he turned around to sit on top of Seiji and ride that manhood as he pleased, the artist had disappeared. Before he could look around or even worry, another Seiji appeared, already naked and with the same lustful and bestial expression as the first.

Under that expression full of love and lust, Yuuto couldn’t help but get aroused. The new Seiji walked towards him and sealed his lips with his own. However, it wasn’t any kiss. Just like the first Seiji, it was a passionate one. One that made the second Seiji’s member hard and poked him. There was no need for words. They only had to let their feelings and their bodies show how much they loved each other.

Without warning, the new Seiji turned Yuuto around and pushed him against the floor. He raised the teacher’s hips, spread the butt cheeks apart and thrust his manhood between them, going inside his boyfriend once again.

Yuuto made no effort to restrain his moans. Not that he could. As Seiji moved in and out of him, as he felt the member, he had no will to contain his voice.

“Harder!” he screamed after moaning. “Harder!”

Seiji obeyed. Yuuto could feel the member touching his pleasure spot. It felt as if the manhood was going through him.

They reached pleasure together once again. As the seed filled him, Yuuto’s seed smeared on the floor in the dark room they were.

Even so, he wasn’t satisfied. He wanted more. He knew he was being greedy, but there was nothing he could do; Seiji had awakened the lustful beast inside him. And that beast wanted more.

Before he could ask his boyfriend to keep the member inside him until it was no longer hard, that Seiji disappeared as well.

“What…?”

As if answering his unfinished question, another Seiji appeared. Then another appeared before Yuuto. And another.

Before he could blink, he found himself surrounded by Seijis. So many Seijis with their members already hard and ready to pleasure Yuuto.

He had no reaction at first. Then he showed a sly and greedy smile. If those Seijis were there to pleasure him, he would accept them all without any restrains.

One Seiji got behind him and thrust his member inside the already sensitive spot. Another stood before him and used his mouth. Two stood by his side and Yuuto had no doubt to use his hands to pleasure both at the same time.

The fifth got underneath him and put Yuuto’s member in his mouth.

With five Seijis at the same time, he lost his mind.

By the time they all reached pleasure, Yuuto was panting, sweating, exhausted, and covered with seed.

As those Seijis stepped back, five more appeared to take their places.

With an exhausted but greedy smile, Yuuto got ready for more…

Suddenly everything vanished as a loud snore pulled him from his dream.

He blinked and looked around, confused. It took him a while to realize what was happening. He was next to Seiji, sleeping in their bedroom after celebrating their first night living together.

I was having one of the best dreams because of it, Yuuto regretted as he looked at the face of the man he loved, noticing his member was hard. Was it because of the great dream?

Using the paper tissue they left on the nightstand, Yuuto pleasured himself with the vivid images of the wonderful dream.

However, even after he finished and cleaned himself, he wasn’t satisfied. He wasn’t anywhere close to that. I’m acting just like in my dream self, he thought, glancing at his boyfriend who slept peacefully and unaware of what was going on by his side.

As Yuuto looked at that cute face that could become wild like a beast, a thought crossed his mind. He blushed and averted his eyes. What am I thinking? I can’t do that while he’s asleep… or can I?

He glanced back at Seiji, narrowing his eyes.

I mean, there was that time when I woke out of nowhere in the middle of the night and he “just happened” to awake at the same time, and by pure coincidence, he was armed and ready. He swears he didn’t wake me or anything, that it was just a lucky coincidence, one that we should take advantage of… I still have my doubt if he didn’t shake me just to do it.

As Yuuto stared at the man he loved, his heart thumped louder and his member throbbed. Just once won’t hurt… Yeah, I bet he’ll love to wake up like this, he said to convince himself.

The next second, he pulled the blanket and slid his head underneath it…

***

Seiji hummed and tossed his head around. Though he was still half asleep, he could feel his mind slipping away from dreamland.

What’s this? Why do I feel so good?

Even though his mind was still in the dream, he could feel something around his manhood. It took him a while, but the instant he realized what it was, he opened his eyes, wide awake now.

He pulled the blanket and found a man between his legs.

“Yuuto…?”

Under the silk sheet, Seiji’s member was inside his boyfriend’s mouth. Holy shit! Despite his confusion, a smile appeared on his lips. It’s the first time I’ve been woken like this! It’s just like hentai!

Seiji tried to push away his thoughts and focus on his boyfriend’s mouth.

At that moment, Yuuto realized he was up. Without taking the member out, he glanced up at him. However, it wasn’t just a glance. It was a seductive glance that made him even harder.

Holy shit! How can you look so sexy doing this?

He tried to control himself and cleared his mind, holding his breath. But no matter what he did, he was almost at his limit. Yuuto was too good at pleasuring him. Damn it, I can’t…

“Yuuto,” he mumbled in a weak voice.

A second later, he moaned and let his seed out, filling the cosplay’s mouth.

Yuuto drank it all with a greedy expression. He cleaned the seed trickling down his chin and looked at him with a sly smile.

At once Seiji knew he wanted more.

“Sorry, Yuuto. I can’t again… Not so soon in the morning…” he trailed off, out of breath.

Those words didn’t change Yuuto’s lustful expression. Without saying a word, he rolled him on the bed.

Without energy to resist, Seiji couldn’t do anything to stop his boyfriend. That didn’t stop him from panicking though.

“Wait, Yuuto… better do this later… I mean, I just woke and I’m still… Wait, Yuuto! Yuuto! Teacher! Teacher! If you’re really doing this, use the lotion! The lotion! That’s not enough! Don’t think about saving it! The more you use it, the best it’ll feel for the both of us! Wait, really massage. Everywhere! That’s not enough! You really need to spread everywhere and make sure everything is…! Wait, don’t pull your fingers out yet! You’re not done! Wait, at least let me prepare my heart… ah…!”

Without listening, Yuuto put his member inside him and thrust in and out.

He bit the pillow to stop his moans, his face red. Even though they rarely switch positions, that didn’t stop his member from hardening or ejaculating after his boyfriend poured his seed inside him.

“Morning, Seiji,” Yuuto said in a bright voice when he was done.

Despite finishing, he still kept his member inside his lover

“Morning…” Seiji, on the other hand, felt exhausted even though he had just woke up.

“Don’t forget to clean here. I’ll show you how later,” Yuuto said, moving his member a little.

Seiji moaned. He hated the fact he didn’t dislike that. “Thanks…”

“You know something? Even limp, being inside you like this is putting me in the mood again…”

Yuuto didn’t have to say. He could feel the manhood hardening inside his butt.

Closing his eyes, he prepared himself as his boyfriend thrust inside him again.

“At least don’t scratch my back like last time… It hurts like hell,” he said in a weak voice.

Despite his exhaustion, he felt his member hardening again.


Please 08 – Summer is the season for that

Seiji let out a heavy and exhausted sigh.

“Long… Too long…” Without trying to be discreet, he turned to the beginning of the line and winced when he saw the distance they were from the entrance. “Are you sure this is the right line? Isn’t it too long?”

Though there was a sympathetic smile on his lips, Yuuto looked at his boyfriend with pity in. I love him, but he has no idea what he got himself into when he agreed to cosplay with me.

“Yes, we’re in the right line. If you’re saying this, wait until you see the visitors’,” he said, reaching out to pat his boyfriend on the head.

“You’re telling me it’s bigger than ours? No way. I don’t believe it. I refuse to believe. You’re just messing with me ‘cause this is my first time in an event like this.”

“Seiji, my boy, can you be a dear do me a favor?” Yuuka was sitting on a folding chair and took the cloth she was using to protect her face from the sun to look at him.

“What is it?”

“Shut up,” she said in a low and menacing voice before placing the cloth over her face again.

Seiji gulped and moved to sit behind Yuuto, whispering, “I’ve never seen her so scary. Did something happen?”

“She’s upset because an author refused to let her do the manga adaptation of her light novel because she didn’t want a porn artist.”

Despite whispering, Yuuka still heard him and pulled the cloth from her face again.

“Yeah, that bitch. Just because I draw erotica, she rejected my work with that all-mighty aura. ‘My story is art. How could I let a porn artist draw the manga adaptation? My colleagues would make fun of me.’” Yuuka dished out her anger. “Just wait. I’m gonna draw a bunch of doujinshis about her precious characters. I’ll NTR the hell out of her couple. I’ll keep just enough within the law so she won’t be able to sue me!”

She let out a mean laugh and kept mumbling things Yuuto didn’t want to hear.

“Yeah, sis. I’ll help you!”

“Thanks, future little brother-in-law. Glad I can count on you.” She raised her arm and he high fived her.

“Seiji, don’t encourage. Sis, don’t worry about it. That author might’ve rejected you, but I bet your manga will be approved by the editor next time and you’ll be glad she didn’t want you.”

“Me too…” Yuuka blushed and calmed down a little.

“Amazing how you can calm her,” Seiji whispered, smiling, kissing, and wrapping his arms around Yuuto. When he stared at the end of the line again, however, the smile vanished. “This line is so long… I thought you were exaggerating when you said we were late this morning…”

“I told you.”

Despite taking the second earliest train, there were already many people in line when they arrived. And those were the ones who were there to sell their products.

“Seiji, I told you to shut up,” Yuuka said, rolling her eyes. “If you’re gonna keep complaining like this, you won’t make it until the end of the day.”

“Stop exaggerating. That’s Yuuto’s job.”

She let out a dry laugh. “I’ve been to these things for years, my boy. I’m telling you you’re the one underestimating. But that’s expected. You’re a virgin. You’re an event virgin. So, as a virgin, just shut up and wait, you virgin.”

The mention of the word virgin several times made the people around blush and cast them weird glances, but neither Yuuka nor Seiji noticed.

“Sis always like to joke, right, luv?”

Yuuto’s first reaction was to laugh and pity his lover. He has no idea what he got himself into. But he’s doing all this for me. “This time she’s not, honey. You’re underestimating the comic market.”

“Can’t believe you two are pulling my leg because I’m an event virgin…” Though he wanted to sound confident, his voice betrayed him. “This is pretty much to buy porn fanfiction, right? I know there are other things but it can’t be that bad… right?”

Yuuto flashed a wry smile, and before he could reply, the line began to move slowly.

“Finally!” Yuuka and Seiji said at the same time. While she folded her chair and organized everything, he picked up their bags.

Yuuto picked up his backpack, his heart thumping louder as the line moved closer to the entrance. My boyfriend’s first event. My first event with my boyfriend. My first couple cosplay, he thought, grinning too much. They had worn the cosplays but that was just the two of them. Now they were about to show his work, his art, to everyone.

“You remember the plan, right?”

“Since I didn’t run against a wall nor slip and hit my head on the ground in the last few hours, I haven’t forgotten what you said yesterday. And again when we woke this morning. And when we were having breakfast. And at the station. And during the ride. And once again when he entered this huge line. But I know you’re itching to say it again, so go ahead,” Seiji muttered the last part, smiling as he shook his head.

“Yeah, Yuuto. Give it a rest, for crying out loud. Even the people around us here knows the plans,” Yuuka didn’t bother to keep her voice down.

He blushed slightly and glanced around discreetly. There were some people who avoided meeting his eyes, but he could tell they were smiling because of their conversation. He decided to ignore them.

“I’m gonna say it again.” Yuuka and Seiji exchanged smiles and sighed at the same time. “Once we get in, Seiji and I will race to the changing rooms and put on our cosplays. In the meantime, sis will set up her booth. We’ll stay with her for a while and then walk around, buy the stuff for me and sis and make time until the cosplay contest. Got it?”

“Yes, dear, I got it. For the thousandth time, I got it. It’s not the most elaborate plan in the world, you know? It’s not like we’re trying to destroy a moon size battle station,” Seiji rolled his eyes, enjoying himself despite everything. Then he leaned closer to whisper, “Hey, I didn’t ask ‘cause I’m used to it by now, and also exhausted from being in this damn line for so long, but why are you cross-dressing already?”

Despite not wearing one of his wigs, Yuuto was already with light make-up and wore a short skirt with a loose, plain yellow T-shirt and sneakers. No matter how you looked at him, he seemed like a sloppily dress girl.

“So you did run into a wall and hit your head,” he said with a sheepish smile. He beckoned his boyfriend to lean in closer. “I don’t wanna risk anyone seeing a boy transforming into Yuuno.”

Seiji’s face lit as he remembered. Yuuto had explained that to him more than once. Even in an event or contest, he would go already dressed as a girl, or, depending if the cosplay wasn’t embarrassing enough for him to wear it on the subway, already in character and avoid bringing a heavy bag.

The reason was to avoid risking people seeing the famous cosplayer, Yuuno, coming out from the man’s changing room. I can’t even imagine how my fans would react if they found out, he thought, quivering.

“You make it sound like she’s an idol or a magical girl who can’t be seeing transforming,” Seiji said in a low voice.

Yuuto opened his mouth to say Yuuno was kind of like an idol in some ways. His fans wouldn’t like to find out she had a boyfriend. But before he could say, Seiji kissed him.

Despite kissing him back, he pressed his lips and pushed him away. Seiji knew he didn’t want to show any display of affection at the moment. Anything more than hugging or holding hands was forbidden, and that was already pushing the line. Not because he didn’t like it; he was afraid of being recognized and ruining Yuuno’s reputation.

Guess it’s okay this time, Yuuto thought, not realizing their kiss made the people around them even more embarrassed. I’m dressed as a girl but Yuuno’s makeup is way different. There’s no way anyone can find out my secret. Secrets, actually.

“Will you two stop sucking each other’s face and help me with this?” Yuuka shoved one of her bags to Seiji before he could answer.

They exchanged looks and trailed after her, pulling a trolley with a few goods she also intended to sell besides her books. After they got in, they helped set up the booth.

“Oi, Seiji, look.” Yuuka indicated with her head a table near them. “There are already some women checking you out. When they realize we’re selling BL with a hot guy, it’s gonna triplicate our sales! You’re the best free marketing I could ever hope for!”

“Stop trying to use my boyfriend as advertising,” Yuuto complained in a hushed voice.

“I refuse, little brother. Whether you like it or not, you two are part of the BL world. Stars, actually,” she said, not bothering to keep her voice down.

They were attracting more attention by the second. The women looked at them with interest, whispering among themselves. The men with suspicious.

“They should be opening to the public soon. We should change now,” Yuuto said, pushing Seiji away from the booth when they finished. Though he was used to the attention, it was different when he wasn’t in his art. It’s more embarrassing than I thought.

“I’ll wait here after I change,” Seiji said as they got closer to the changing rooms. He was still smiling from the attention he was getting.

“Better if you go back to the booth. My cosplay takes more time to put on,” Yuuto lied. It’s true but the real reason is because you’re gonna attract a lot of attention standing here. Better to do that close to the booth.

“Okay.” Seiji leaned down for a kiss. Yuuto placed a hand on his mouth before he could.

“This is the last time until the event is over, got it? Yuuno can’t have a boyfriend!” After he nodded, they kissed and went to their respective changing rooms.

Seiji has no restraint… He can’t hold back even here, he thought, his cheeks red as he took his cosplay from the bag. It’s not all his fault. I’m also guilty of that… I can’t resist him at all…

The changing room became noisier as more and more girls kept coming in. Yuuto went to a corner and became Yuuno. This isn’t the time to be thinking about my boyfriend. From this moment until the end of the day, I’m Yuuno.

“Hey, did you see that hot guy outside?” a girl said.

“I saw, I saw! Do you think he’s gonna cosplay? We need to take a photo with him,” giggled another girl.

“Even if he’s not a cosplayer, let’s take it anyway!”

Yuuto blushed and did his best to ignore them. Sorry girls, but he’s mine, he thought with a sheepish smile.

Though it took more time than usual to get ready thanks to the girls talking about his boyfriend, he was read and left the changing room. In cosplay, the event felt different. He wasn’t there to sell or buy manga, original or fan-made, or any other goods. He wasn’t there to advertise, though he would end up doing it for his sister. He was here to show his art and put a smile on the fans faces.

Before he could return to his sister’s booth, a woman approached him.

“E-excuse me,” she said in a low voice, fixing her glasses. “I-Is that My Guardian Persona cosplay?”

“Yes.” Yuuto showed his cosplay which looked a lot like a wedding dress.

“I knew it! It looks great! I didn’t think anyone would cosplay this form because it’s a bit tricky and it’s been a little while since it was on the manga! Could I take a photo, please?” she asked, raising her camera, her eyes full of hope behind the square lenses.

Beaming, he nodded and raised the plastic flower bouquet before him.

“Thanks!”

“If you wanna see more, come to our booth. My… friend is cosplaying a character from My Guardian Persona too. And we’ll be participating in the c-couples contest,” Yuuto said, blushing.

After she took a few photos, he gave the booth number. She marked it on her map and then left. Yuuto watched her mingle with the crowd before heading back to his sister. However, instead of joining them, he stopped to observe his boyfriend.

I can’t believe this! He looks much better than at home, he thought. Even though he had finished the cosplay a couple weeks ago, Seiji only wore it once so he could make the final adjustments, and even then it wasn’t the entire cosplay. Despite trying a few new convincing techniques Yuuto had looked it up on the internet, he refused to wear the whole cosplay before the event.

Despite complaining about ‘dressing up as a ridiculous blue pirate,’ Seiji seemed perfect in cosplay. The cape trailed after him, giving him an imposing presence. The eye patch, along with the hat, and the sword on his waist, gave him a cool and dangerous air. Smiling, he seemed more like a thief who would steal your heart.

He already stole mine, Yuuto thought, doing nothing to stop grinning. Now I kinda get it why some people like the dangerous type.

There was already a line, made almost entirely by women, before the booth to by Yuuka’s manga. Yuuto noticed most of them wanted to buy it from his boyfriend. Even at that distance, he heard a woman asking if Seiji had helped or inspired the story in any way. Yuuka said yes right away, getting more smiles from the buyers.

Yuuto felt a wicked urge growing inside him, and before he could stop it, he raced as best he could on top of those white heels and hugged his boyfriend’s arm. “Sorry I’m late.”

“What took you so long—” Seiji lost words when he saw the cosplayer. He opened and closed his mouth a few times, trying to find words. “You look so… Wow… It’s much better…”

Yuuto blushed, let go of him and took a step back. Even in the cramped space they had, he beamed and twirled around, the hem of his white dress trailing after him. “If you have that reaction, I’m way more confident in this cosplay.”

“You’re amazing… My opinion makes no difference…” He couldn’t stop blushing and smiling.

“You look amazing in that cosplay too, by the way. Given my skills, that was expected but the model isn’t half bad,” Yuuto said, walking around him with an appraising look.

“I can’t say anything against it, so I’ll let you brag about it today. I’ll even play my part just to satisfy you,” Seiji drew his sword and held it high in the air.

Yuuto beamed and clapped. “You look so cool! I don’t know why you refused to wear it before.”

“It’s hard to believe that… And even if it’s for you, this is still embarrassing…”

“Cosplayers don’t get embarrassed,” Yuuto reminded him.

Seiji snorted and smiled. “You got embarrassed all the time during our sessions if I remember correctly.”

“That was because you kept embarrassing me!”

“How? By painting you? That was our agreement!”

“Stop flirting you two, and help me!” Yuuka snapped, bringing them out of their world and back to the event.

With sheepish and embarrassed smiles, they sat down to help. Under her bossy command, they managed to clear the line.

“Awesome. Can’t believe we already sold all this. Okay, new plan. Yuuno, walk around with the sign to bring more customers. Seiji, you stay with me and be the most gay possible.”

“How can I do that? Wait, you’re splitting us up?” he didn’t hide how much he disliked the idea. “That wasn’t part of the plan. And I was forced to listen to that plan like a thousand times!”

“Yeah, I don’t care about the plan. And more important than that, I can’t have you two flirting all day. A straight flirty couple selling BL drives away potential customers. Believe me, no fujoshi wants to see that. Don’t give me that look, Seiji. With you here, we might be able to sell most before noon. Then you can join Yuuno and be as lovey-dovey as you want away from here.”

Seiji almost seemed like a child hearing he was grounded. Yuuto chuckled and patted him on the back.

“Don’t worry, honey. Not only is sis’ work is popular, we are already over three quarters. I doubt it’ll take long to sell the rest.” It’s mostly thanks to you but there’s no reason to tell you this. Your ego is big enough as it is. “Then I’ll show you around. I promise it’ll be fun.”

Yuuto himself had no plans to spend the day apart from his boyfriend. It’s his first comic market. I want him to have fun as I show this part of my world. And I wanna walk around as a couple too, even though we can’t show we’re one because of Yuuno. Holding his urge to kiss him on the cheek, he left the booth with the sign advertising his sister’s doujinshi.

The sheer number of people walking around and buying manga, figures, posters, goods, and every sort of merchandise was astonishing. And it didn’t stop. The doors were open for a while but the visitors kept coming.

I’ve been to this event for years and still can’t get used to this crowd, Yuuto thought, chuckling. He stood near a pillar, smiling and asking people to check out his sister’s booth whenever he wasn’t taking a photo with a visitor.

Can’t believe I’m still doing the same thing after so long… Years ago, his first cosplay experience was in a comic event as well, though not as huge as this. However, his main objective wasn’t to cosplay but to advertise his sister’s work. I’m still doing it but it feels so different… Back then, I’d never think I’d fall in love with the art of cosplay… nor that I’d fall in love with a man who happened to be my former student…

The event transpired as always. Though most of the visitors who wanted a photo with him were men, there were a lot of women interested in his cosplay which he managed to lead to his sister’s booth. Around two hours later, Yuuno’s fan club appeared.

“Yuuno!” the leader shouted. He raced towards Yuuto with a few men trailing behind him. “You look amazingly cute! A perfect waifu as always!”

“Yes! Perfect!” another member shouted, beaming.

“The best! The cutest!”

“Yuuno is love. Yuuno is life!”

“Marry us!”

Yuuto laughed. “Sorry, but I can’t.”

“No!” the guys reacted exaggeratedly, placing the hands over their hearts.

“Rejected as always!”

“Do you have someone already?”

“Hm… That’s a secret,” he said, flashing a coy smile as he brought a finger to his lips.

“No!” they said in unison again, dropping their shoulders and lowering their heads.

“Hey, Yuuno. Is that Yamamori from My Guardian Persona?” the leader asked, fixing his glasses as he observed the cosplay.

“Yes.” Yuuto smiled and raised the hem of his white dress a little so he could turn around once, “What do you think?”

“Cute!” the fan club screamed as one, getting another laugh from the cosplayer. “Please, can we take a photo with you?”

“Of course!”

Yuuto put down the sign and took a photo with them one by one. After all the members had taken their individual photos, they did a group one, with him in the middle. Before they left, however, three of them pulled out a photo book from their bags.

He couldn’t help but widen his eyes and blush when he saw the books. When he was entering the world of cosplay, he did a few sensual photo shootings with other male cosplayers thanks to his sister. “Y-you managed to find these? I thought they were impossible to find now…”

“Yes. Someone’s been buying all your rare photo books online but we got these before they had the chance to,” one of them said, getting a jealous look from the others. “It’s a treasure I’ll never sell! Please, sign it!”

Still red, Yuuto signed the books. I thought I’d never see those again. I was such a noob back then. My cosplays looked so amateurish. And the photos itself… I’m with Seiji now but back then, getting so close to a guy was so weird…

“Thank you so much for this, Yuuno!” they said together. “We’ll come back later!”

He smiled and waved goodbye to them. They might be a little overboard but they’re good guys.

“Was that your fan club?”

“Yeah.”

“They look so… energetic.”

Yuuto chuckled. “They’re good people. The leader saw me in my first event and noticed how nervous I was and thought it was cute. He’s been my fan ever since then, always looking for me during the events.”

“Hm… I didn’t know that. They really treat Yuuno like an Idol.”

Yuuto blinked and turned around. “What are you doing here, Seiji? Did you sneak out? Sis will be pissed.”

“It’s amazing how much you both love and fear Yuuka.”

“The same as you and Seika.”

Both little brothers looked at each other and then laughed.

“For your information, I didn’t sneak out. Yuuka let me go.”

“What? Can’t believe this! She made me help all day my first time!” Yuuto complained and Seiji chuckled.

“She told me you’d react like that. We sold pretty much everything. There are still some volumes left but she was gonna give them to other groups. By the way, for some reason, most customers preferred buying from me.” Despite shrugging, he flashed a cocky smile.

Yuuto kept his silence. He knows the reason and wants me to say it. There’s no way I’m doing that. He doesn’t need this kind of ego boost.

“They kept smiling and asking me if I inspired the story and stuff,” Seiji went on, as if giving the cue to Yuuto to say.

“You did,” he said in a dry voice. He knew it was stupid but he couldn’t help but feel jealous. “I bet my sister used you as reference for the top for this manga.”

“You don’t need to be jealous. You helped too. In fact, she’s been using you as reference for bottom in her work for a long time now.”

“I’m not listening.” Yuuto turned around and jabbed two fingers in both ears.

Of course he knew. Yuuka forced him to help finish her manga sometimes, and there was no way he wouldn’t notice the character who usually got savaged by a guy, or a group, or monsters, or even tentacles, looked a lot like a somewhat masculine version of Yuuno. Since he preferred to live in denial, he avoided asking until now.

However, ever since one of the girls in his fan club asked if the uke in the doujinshi was inspired by Yuuno, he couldn’t deny anymore. I shouldn’t care now. I’m in a relationship with a guy… She can be inspired without any help from her imagination. It still feels weird to have Seiji bragging about that.

“Why are you mad? It’s not like it’s a lie. You can actually star in your sister’s manga. I mean, we,” Seiji said with the sly smile.

“I’m not listening!” Yuuto was so loud some people looked at him.

“Then let me say a few things to myself. I was inspired as I read her story. It gave me a few ideas what we could do in bed.”

With his cheeks red, Yuuto pulled his fingers from his ears. “Don’t get any idea from her work!”

“Oh? So you were listening.” Seiji chuckled. “Don’t worry. It’ll be fun. But that’s for later, when we’ll be alone. Now you’re gonna show me the event and part of your world, right? It was part of the plan.”

Yuuto beamed, all his embarrassment gone. “Yes! Let me be your guide in your first comic market event!”

“Before that, was that guy, the leader, Yuyunono1?” Seiji asked and he nodded. “So it was him. He looks less nerdy than I imagined.”

“You know him?”

“Yeah. There’s no way a member could get in your official fan club without the leader’s approval,” he said, looking at where the fan club had mingled with the crowd, though it was impossible to find any of them now.

“Wait, you’re a member? Of my fan club?” Yuuto couldn’t hide his surprise and got a smile from Seiji.

“Didn’t I tell you? I’m member 254242.”

“You never told me…” Yuuto blushed but smiled too. I had no idea… Wait, that means he saw the pics I took for the fan club only… His face flushed intently.

“I didn’t think it was necessary. I mean, I am Yuuno’s closest fan. I doubt those guys know how much you beg for me or how much you moan. Or how good you are at sucking my—”

“Wah!” Yuuto shouted, widened his eyes, and reached out to shut Seiji’s mouth with both hands. However, he forgot he was holding the bouquet and shoved the plastic flowers on his face. “Sorry…”

He smiled, got the bouquet and took a few petals from his mouth. “Thanks for the flowers, luv. They’re lovely.”

Though his sudden shout had attracted some attention, after Yuuto was sure no one heard, he turned back to Seiji. “When did you join my fan club?”

“I became a member the day after my sister’s wedding. After you gave me your cosplayer name, there was no way I wouldn’t look it up on the net. When I found out there was a fan club, I joined right away. They invited me today to talk to you, but I had to refuse. Do you have any idea how much jealous they’d be if they knew I was coming with you?”

“Wait, y-you didn’t tell them about us, did you?”

Seiji kept quiet for a second, looking at him in disbelief. “You have zero faith in me. And besides, there’s no way those guys would believe some random dude they hadn’t even met said he was Yuuno’s boyfriend.”

Yuuto breathed out in relief. But then he realized something. “You didn’t say you never told them,” he pointed out, narrowing his eyes.

Seiji smiled and walked away. “C’mon, Yuuno. Show me the nerd event you love so much!”

“I’m not letting you off the hook! Wait, were you the one buying my old photo books?” he asked when he suddenly remembered. “Answer me!”

Yuuto raced to get ahead and blocked Seiji’s path, who laughed and held his hand. He looked away, his face reddening. At least he’s having fun, he thought with a smile of his own.

***

“Hey… Yuu…no…did you… bring me… just to cosplay… and to carry… all your stuff?” Seiji struggled to speak and walk at the same time. The weight of Yuuto’s shopping bags, full of doujinshi, figures, posters and other anime and manga related merchandise, was too much for him.

Yuuto turned smiling. “Isn’t that what a boyfriend’s supposed to do? Carry their girlfriend’s bags when they’re shopping? Besides, you were the one who offered. You have no idea how happy I am to see my strong boyfriend carrying everything with those big and strong arms. It’s a turn on,” he whispered the last part.

Seiji flashed a sly smile, but only for a second. Then he was wincing as he struggled to carry everything. “Sorry to say this but you’re not my girlfriend,” he said through gritted teeth, emphasizing the last word.

“Today I’m Yuuno, a cute and popular female cosplayer. So I am your girlfriend.”

“Don’t come with that lame excuse on me. Not after spending the entire day saying we couldn’t act like a couple here. And besides, Yuuno isn’t supposed to have a boyfriend. If your fan club finds out, they’ll… I don’t know, annoy me a lot or something.”

“It’s a risk I’m willing to take to let you be the perfect boyfriend and carry my stuff. You should be thankful. I’ll reward you tonight.”

Seiji seemed happy with the idea, but the weight of the bags didn’t allow him to fully express himself.

Yuuto walked to his side and took a few bags. “Let’s leave this with sis before the next round of shopping.”

Though he wanted to complain about having more to buy, the relief was plain on his face. After they left the bags with Yuuka, he rubbed his shoulders and moved his arms.

“You talk about me, but you like to exaggerate just as much,” Yuuto smiled, holding back his laugh.

“You barely carried anything, so your opinion means nothing to me right now.”

Despite his words, when Yuuto smiled at him, Seiji flashed a reluctant smile.

They walked around the hall again but they bought almost nothing this time. Just like Yuuto, Most people had already bought what they came for and now it was time appreciate the cosplays and take photos. Whenever someone asked, Seiji or Yuuto, or them both, made a pose or took a photo with the person.

“It’s more tiresome than it looks,” Seiji mentioned after a girl walked away. She was smiling as she joined her friends, showing the photo on her digital camera. “I thought this was the easy part of being a cosplayer.”

“You thought wrong, Seiji. So wrong,” Yuuto said in his most condescending voice, shaking his head at the same time. “But I guess it’s my fault. I couldn’t make you understand. Hope you learned and next time won’t underestimate the art of cosplay.”

“This was a onetime deal.”

“We’ll see.” He smiled and they both chuckled.

“I noticed a lot of guys wanting to take a pic with you,” Seiji raised an eyebrow, forcing his voice to be casual.

“And how many women wanted a pic with you?” Yuuto replied in the same tone. “Guess we’re even.”

“Not really. There’s no reason for you to be jealous of any woman. But the guys were sticking so close to you…”

“Were you jealous?” He couldn’t stop grinning. “Were you jealous of Yuuno?”

Seiji blushed and averted his eyes. Yuuto reached out and poked him on the cheek until he smiled.

“Master!” a familiar voice shouted. “I finally found you!”

As Yuuto turned, he saw Tsukiko smiling and waving energetically while coming towards him. Next to her was a middle school boy in cosplay, his face red and head down.

Taiyou looks so embarrassed to be here, he thought as he waved back. Just like Seiji.

“Master, I’m so glad to see you here!” she said, grabbing Yuuto’s hands. “You look amazing! That dress is incredible! Did you sew it yourself? It came out in the manga recently. How did you finish in time?”

Taken aback by the round of questions, Yuuto took a moment to smile and chuckle. “I had help from my grandma. This dress was… for a special occasion, so I finished in time,” he answered, glancing back at his boyfriend.

Seiji blushed and averted his eyes, trying to cover his face with his hat.

“It looks amazing!”

“You look good too, Tsukiko.”

She wore a two-piece pink cheerleader uniform and a matching visor with a big heart on the side. Along with the pink loose socks, her usual pink hair and the pompons, she was a perfect cosplay of the main character of My Guardian Persona in her first transformation.

Taiyou wore a short bluish black tank top, pants, and detachable sleeves in the same color. With cat ears, tails and claw accessories, Yuuto’s cosplayer’s soul approved them both.

With me and Seiji cosplaying the characters in their final form we look great. We could even participate in the group event… His eyes shone with the idea. That was another prize he could never win.

“Since we’re all cosplaying from the same show, how about if we take a group photo?” she suggested.

“You don’t even need to ask.” Yuuto couldn’t stop smiling. Though he had met Tsukiko before, now she was his student at Hyouzan high, it felt even better to cosplay with her. I’m sharing this world with a student. If only I could do this with everyone.

They asked a visitor and took many photos.

“I’ll treasure this forever!” Tsukiko beamed.

“Me too,” Yuuto said as he looked the photo on the camera.

“Excuse me,” asked a visitor, walking to the group timidly. “You’re Yuuno, aren’t you? Could we take a photo? You all look amazing.”

They hadn’t noticed but their matching cosplay had attracted a crowd. After they said yes, the number of people increased, taking many photos from all sides. And it didn’t stop growing.

“Isn’t this a little too much?” Seiji complained after they were surrounded. The flashes were so incessant it was blinding.

“It happens sometimes,” Yuuto said, forcing himself to not blink as he looked around with a smile. Even for someone as used to it as him, the flashes were hurting his eyes. “Especially when the cosplay is high level.”

“That guy’s trying to take a picture under your dress!” Seiji exclaimed, pointing at someone. There was a man lying on the floor with his camera up, taking a photo from a too low angle.

He let out an awkward and low laugh and pressed his legs together. “Unfortunately, this happens too…”

“And you’re okay with this?” Seiji almost had to shout; the murmur and flashes were increasing.

“More like I’m used to…” But even for me, this is a bit too much. Guess they’re excited about the group cosplay.

“Well, I’m not and I don’t like this.” Despite that, Seiji didn’t walk away or anything.

He’s putting up for Yuuno, for me, Yuuto thought, making sure he would reward him later.

“Yuuno, look here!” A faceless voice asked from somewhere on the cosplayer’s left.

He turned in that direction. Despite still smiling, it was getting more and more strained.

“Yuuno, look here too!”

“Is this too much?” Taiyou asked.

“Yeah… They’re getting too excited,” Tsukiko answered, taking a step back.

Yuuto moved to stand before them. She’s my student. Even here, I need to take care of her.

Despite his efforts, the crowd closed in around them even more. Things only got rowdier when Yuuno’s fan club arrived.

“Let’s finish the day with more pics of Yuuno!” the leader shouted, trying to get ahead of the others.

The visitors started pushing each other to get closer. Soon, they were inches away from the cosplayers.

“I can’t take anymore!” Seiji shouted.

“Yeah!” Yuuto agreed.

“Yuuno, please shake my hand.”

“No, shake mine!”

One person stretched out their arm. Yuuto shook it briefly. Then another hand appeared among the crowd. And another. Then there were so many the cosplayer wondered if he had stepped into a haunted house at some point.

The group took another step back, but something blocked their path. They were trapped between a pillar and the crowd. Yuuto tried to find a way out but there wasn’t. The crowd had surrounded them, all shouting for them, for him. Oh, shit! They lost their minds!

The crowd was almost touching him when Yuuto felt his feet leaving the ground. It took him a moment to realize what had happened. Seiji had drawn his plastic sword and was carrying him in the princess style.

“Don’t you dare touch my boyfriend,” he said, waving the sword at the closest hand without actually hitting anyone.

Yuuto freaked out at once. With a grin that forced itself on his lips, he put his arms around Seiji’s neck and rested his head on his chest.

There was a moment of pause. Then he heard countless flashes and a growing murmur. But he didn’t care. He was too happy in his boyfriend’s arms.


Please 09 – No longer a secret

“Is everything all right?” Seiji asked when he entered the bedroom.

Yuuto was lying on the bed in the fetal position, completely covered with the blanket. “No! Can’t you tell I’m hiding!?”

Seiji sat on the bed next to the bundle of sheets that was his boyfriend and caressed him. “Yeah, that I can tell by myself. I wanna know why.”

Without saying a word, Yuuto pointed to his laptop on the desk. With a mixture of sigh and a smile, and his curiosity growing, Seiji touched the trackpad and the screen lit. The browser was open on Yuuno’s blog, showing a few photos from the summer comic market event from the other day. There was a picture of Seiji as the blue pirate as well.

He got back to the lump on the bed with the laptop. “What’s wrong with it?”

No matter how he looked at it, there was nothing wrong with the photos. Especially the last one, where he was carrying Yuuto as a princess. I look cool. Even dressed in that flashy pirate, Seiji thought, trying to suppress his smile. But if I tell him that, he’ll make me cosplay again, and I doubt I can resist.

“The last one is the best, if I may say so.”

“Yeah, you can. Because it is! I can’t deny!” Yuuto shouted, curling himself even more. “You look so good it made me fall in love even more!”

Seiji couldn’t help but smile. “I’m happy to hear that. But why do you sound so angry?”

“Read the comments!” The lump on the bed trembled and pulled the blanket closer.

Holding his urge to chuckle, Seiji turned to the screen. As he scrolled down and read, the urge vanished. The last photo had more comments than the others combined, and everyone was asking the same things. Yuuno-tan, are you really a guy? Is that cosplayer your boyfriend? And other variations of that.

Seiji turned slowly to the lump. “I feel like it’s partly my fault…”

“Yeah, it is. But I don’t blame you! The situation got out of hand! And I really liked when you carried me like that! The sex was so good I couldn’t walk this morning!”

Half proud, half guilty, he kept scrolling down the comment section when he had no idea what to say. I can’t tell if the guys commenting are mad or not… Nor if they care more about Yuuno being a guy or having a boyfriend…

After hundreds of similar comments, the content changed a bit.

Even if Yuuno-chan is a guy, she’s still the cutest and the best cosplayer!

Yeah, I agree. Yuuno-tan is the best, no matter their gender.

Yuuno-tan for life! Even if she has a dick, I don’t care! I’m still her number 1 fan!

The dick only makes it better!

“Hey, luv. Did you read everything?”

“Why would I do that!? I bet it’s all the same!” Yuuto pulled the blanket closer when Seiji tried to take it.

“Then let me read you a few. It’s gonna make you feel better.” He put his legs on the bed and rested the laptop on his lap. With one hand on the mouse track and the other caressing his boyfriend, he read aloud, “Doesn’t matter if Yuuno-chan is a guy. She’s still my idol.”

The blanket stopped trembling.

“I love you, Yuuno-tan. Boy or girl, doesn’t matter. Cute is justice!”

The blanket became a bit looser.

“I don’t care if Yuuno-chan is a boy. What I can’t believe is that she has a boyfriend! I’m so jealous!”

Yuuto poked his head out from the blanket and looked at him with teary eyes. “Is that real? You’re not making it up to cheer me up?”

Seiji smiled and showed him the screen. “You can read it for yourself.”

Slowly, Yuuto came closer and leaned next to him. As he read the comments, his face lit up with a smile. “They don’t hate me!”

Seiji’s heart thumped faster as he saw that relief and wonderful smile. He bent down to kiss Yuuto, who kissed him back despite not taking his eyes away from the screen. “How could anyone hate you? They’d have to be mad for that.”

“Hey, read this one!” he exclaimed, tugging his boyfriend’s sleeve. “To think one of the cutest cosplayers in the country is a guy. It makes me think I haven’t been taking the art seriously enough. I’m gonna work extra hard from now own.”

“See? Just like with Tsukiko, you’re inspiring other cosplayers.”

Yuuto’s smile became bigger. He picked up the laptop, sat on Seiji’s lap, wrapped them both with the blanket and read more comments.

As they read, Seiji found one that brought his sly smile.

“Hey, luv, check out this one,” he pointed. “Yuuno-tan is cute. That’s a fact. Doesn’t matter if she’s a boy or a girl. If there’s a hole, there’s a way.”

Yuuto blushed, but despite his embarrassment, he had trouble suppressing a smile. “T-there are people like that…”

“Can you imagine this random guy only wants to put his dick in your ass?” Seiji asked, raising his eyebrows.

“I don’t like the idea but it’s not like I haven’t imagined the same with a cosplayer myself.”

“Which cosplayer do you fantasize about?”

“Why do you care?” Yuuto asked. “And even if I answer, you don’t know any cosplayer besides me, anyway.”

“Fair point. At least tell me if you masturbated to a girl or a guy.”

Yuuto became even redder. “Why would you ask that!? Why would you want to know that?”

“I’m just curious if my boyfriend ever masturbated thinking about another guy,” Seiji said, shrugging. “That’s all.”

“Don’t make it sound like it’s a normal question!”

“C’mon. Tell me,” he insisted, hugging Yuuto from behind. “I wanna know… Please…”

“I never masturbated to any guy but you!” he shouted, covering his face with both hands.

Seiji beamed and kissed him on the neck. As he did, the urge to tease the man he loved grew too much. With Yuuto still on his lap, he reached out for the keyboard.

“What are you doing?”

“Just answering that comment…” He typed with a serious expression.

Sorry, dude, but I’m the one who’s filling that hole every night—“You can’t write that!” Yuuto grabbed Seiji’s hand and pulled them away from the keyboard.

“What’s the matter? I’m just telling the truth!”

There was a moment of pause when they looked at each other… Then they struggled for the laptop.

“Let me press enter!” Seiji grunted as Yuuto pushed his hand away from the computer.

“No! I won’t you let tarnish Yuuno’s reputation.”

“More than already is?”

They kept fighting for the laptop but somehow ended up kissing.

Seiji put it on the nightstand and kissed Yuuto’s neck as the cosplayer wrapped the legs around him. Before he could undress him, the phone rang.

“Are you really gonna read that now?” he complained as Yuuto rolled on the bed to get his phone. “Just ignore it.”

“Sorry.” Despite apologizing, he still checked the email. His smile vanished and his red cheeks returned to its normal color. He turned to Seiji with a petrified expression. “It’s an email address to Yuuno… and the subject is… to the crossplayer…”

Gulping, he read it all in silence.

“What does it say?” Seiji asked, observing Yuuto’s expression. His excitement had given room to his curiosity.

“It’s from a magazine for cosplayers… They have a bunch of tips about make-ups, sewing tutorials, interviews and more things aimed towards cosplayers. They’ve interviewed me once,” Yuuto explained, his mind absent as he read the email again.

“Okay… and what do they want with you? I mean, Yuuno?”

“T-they want me to do a photo shoot and another interview… They’re asking if I’m really a guy. They say otokonoko, cross-dressing boys, will be a trait in the industry in the next years and want me to give my view as one…”

“That’s amazing!” Seiji beamed. “You might set a trend in the nerd industry.”

“Yeah, I guess…” Yuuto stared at the screen, rereading the email.

“Then why don’t you look so happy?”

“I don’t know…”

Seiji took the phone from his hand. “This is something amazing for Yuuno. Cosplay is part of you who are and it’s receiving the attention it deserves after all your hard work. You should be happy.”

“You’re right. Thanks for saying that.”

“I’m just telling the truth.” He smiled and kissed Yuuto, trying to get back to the previous mood. Once again before he could undress his boyfriend, the phone ringing took his attention away. “What do they want now?”

With an apologetic smile, Yuuto picked up the phone. “Another email… It’s not from the magazine this time…” His eyes widened as he read it.

“What?” Seiji sat on the bed. “Who’s interrupting us now?”

“It’s… Do you remember my first photo shooting…?” Yuuto asked, blushing a little.

“You mean that sensual one with those two hot guys that kept touching you all over all the time? Yeah, I remember it,” Seiji said in a dry voice, his face souring as he recalled the photos.

“They got thousands of requests for that photo book after Yuuno’s secret was discovered. They’ll send my part of the money soon and are asking me if I don’t wanna do another photo book next week…”

“Son of a bitch!” Seiji exclaimed out of nowhere.

Yuuto blinked at the sudden outburst. “W-why are you mad?”

“I had to buy the photo book in a lot of auctions. It was expensive as hell, and now they’re gonna reprint it? Bastards!”

“So that was you! Why did you buy more than one?”

Seiji looked at him with a puzzled face. “My boyfriend has a book filled with sensual and near erotic photos with other guys. Did you really think I wouldn’t look for it?”

“Are you jealous?” Yuuto asked in a soft voice.

“Of course I am,” he mumbled and blushed. “I’m the only one who should get to do lewd things with you.”

There was a long silence as sexual tension filled the air.

“Let me see how much they’re offering for the reprint and the new book,” Seiji said out of the blue, pulling the phone from Yuuto’s hand. His embarrassed expression vanished. “This much? Is this serious? They’ll pay you this much money as your percentage on that ero book? Is it a best-seller or something?”

Yuuto couldn’t help but laugh. “Why are you so surprised? This money is nowhere near how much they make. They covered all the costs themselves, including my cosplay. I think that amount is around twenty percent.”

Seiji widened his eyes. “This much money is only twenty percent? It’s more than I paid!”

“Yeah. It’s nowhere near what I make with my own photo books though.” Yuuto laughed at his boyfriend’s incredulous expression. “Hey, now that I think about it, maybe I can reprint my books too. If those guys received requests, maybe I did too. I’m gonna make a ton of money so I can buy more cosplaying material!”

“Erh… luv… I know I never asked or anything, but how much money do you make cosplaying?” Seiji asked in a calm and unnatural voice.

“How much…?” Yuuto stopped to think about it for a moment. “I earn a good amount, but it’s nothing compared to the famous full-time cosplayers. I guess around twenty, thirty times what those guys are offering me in a good year…”

“Thirty…” Seiji ran a hand over his face. “How can a cosplayer make so much money? It can’t be from the nerds…”

“Most of the money is made by selling photo books in conventions and events. It’s a good revenue, but we’re also hired when anime and manga companies want to advertise a product or an event. The work is a lot like a professional model, but since I don’t have the time, I don’t make as much as the professional cosplayers.”

“That’s… wow…” Seiji blinked a couple times, his shocked expression growing.

Yuuto couldn’t help but laugh. “Why are you so surprised? That much money shouldn’t be nowhere near to shock a rich boy like you.”

“Yeah… well…” He blushed and averted his eyes. “It’s a surprise… A big part of my appeal is that I’m a rich and sexy young man. But now…”

“Are you upset because now you know I make some money?” Yuuto couldn’t help but tease him.

“I don’t know… maybe…”

“Shouldn’t you be happy to know I’m not with you because of your money?”

“Yeah but I knew that already… This means you love me for who I am?” Seiji turned to him with a strange expression. “What’s wrong with you?”

“Right now, the only thing wrong is that my boyfriend is being a cute idiot that’s not kissing me.” Yuuto pushed him against the bed with a kiss.

Before his hands could go all the way down to the bulge between Seiji’s legs, the phone rang, ruining the mood again.

“What now!?”

“I’ll put it on mute,” Yuuto muttered with an apologetic smile. “It’s like there’s a force preventing us from doing it…”

Even he was getting annoyed with the constant interruptions, but when he picked up the phone, he couldn’t resist reading the latest mail.

“Who is it this time?”

“It’s from KiKi and MiMi… cosplayers,” Yuuto added before Seiji could ask. “We’ve known each other for years… They’re asking me if I don’t wanna do a photoshoot with them next week…”

“Looks like Yuuno’s gonna be busy for the next weeks…” Seiji said, chewing his tongue.

“I guess…”

“I know you’re happy. No one’s rejecting Yuuno after finding out she’s a boy… No one’s rejecting you…That’s what you’re thinking, isn’t it?”

Yuuto blushed, “Yeah…”

“That’s good and all, but…” Seiji took the phone from his hand and turned it off. “We have other things more important right now.”

He chuckled and kissed the man he loved.

This time they weren’t interrupted.


Please 10 – Always make time for love

Wow… For someone who was only famous in the otaku world, he’s sure getting a lot of fame, Seiji thought as he organized the magazines. They all contained one thing in common; Yuuno. Either photo shoots of the crossplayer, articles about him or interviews.

Everything which involved his boyfriend’s cosplayer persona, Seiji had bought and stored with the rest of the books and photos he had of him. Can this be considered stalking?

He thought about it for a moment and then dismissed the idea with the shake of his head. Nah, it’s okay. Any fan would do this. And even if it wasn’t, all I’m doing is just collecting the magazines that my boyfriend was in. This is too big to let anything pass.

After he organized the bookcase, he couldn’t help but take one of the magazines again. No matter how many times he had read the article, it still made him smile. Damn it, Yuuto… How can you say this with that face? And to a reporter, no less… You say I’m the one who embarrasses you…

Seiji blushed as he reread the article, stopping in his favorite part.

“Y-yes… That man holding me in his arms in that pic is my b-boyfriend,” Yuuto said to the reporter. “We’ve been together for a while and we’re now living together. In fact, it’s thanks to cosplay we became close. He’s a painter and when he found out about me, he… he painted me… He used to call me his muse… he knew it embarrassed me…”

Thank goodness they included the pic, he thought, smiling. When Yuuto said those words, the photographer had taken a perfect photo of that moment. The cosplayer was too embarrassed; it was plain by how red his cheeks were and how he played with his fingers. It was also evident that saying those words made him happy. His huge smile said it all.

It’s a perfect photo… One I need to make a poster out of, Seiji thought. He was already using his family’s connection to get the digital file. As he looked at the photo, his smile turned wry. Part of me wished only I knew about this side of him.

No matter how jealous or childish he felt, Seiji was happy from the bottom of his heart for Yuuto and all those opportunities he was getting. All the attention is amazing. He deserves this and much more after all his hard work, especially knowing he never wished for it. All he wanted was to make people happy. And I want the world to see how amazing my boyfriend is.

Even if those were his true feelings, Seiji couldn’t ignore the bad parts of all the attention Yuuno was receiving either. He’s late again. And he hasn’t call nor sent any message, he thought when he pulled his phone from his pocket. He’s working hard, I know he is. Cosplaying is part of him, he said to himself to ignore those feelings.

With nothing better to do, he kept rereading the article. He had no idea how much time had passed when he heard the door of the apartment opening and closing.

“I’m home…”

“Yuuto!” he exclaimed, too happy the moment he saw his boyfriend.

“Hey, honey…” Yuuto let out a big yawn. “Sorry I’m late.”

He closed his eyes before giving his boyfriend a light kiss. Then he sat at the entrance and struggled to untie the laces of his shoes, his head going up and down as he tried to stay awake. When he finally managed to take off his shoes, he almost tripped. The only reason he didn’t fall was because Seiji held him.

“Thanks,” he mumbled, rubbing his eyes. Only then he looked at his boyfriend. “Why are you all dressed up?”

“All dressed up?” Seiji looked down at his clothes. He was wearing a simple T-shirt and jeans. He couldn’t help but smile. “You make it sound like I’m usually dressed like a hobo saying this is dressed up.”

Yuuto let out a weak chuckle and smiled back. “How many times do you think I came home and found you naked?”

“I don’t walk around naked. Underwear is not the same as naked,” he replied defensively. “But jokes aside, since you said that, I guess you forgot we had a date.”

Yuuto narrowed his eyes for a moment. Then he widened them when he remembered. “Oh, yeah… that’s right. I totally forgot. I’m so sorry, Se—” He let out another huge yawn and covered with his mouth. “I’ll make it up to you another day. I’m too exhausted to go out today.”

Seiji understood. He completely understood. In fact, he encouraged his boyfriend to accept the opportunities Yuuno’s was getting and make her name even more famous. And yet he couldn’t stop his dejection.

“You mean exhausted again,” he mumbled. The moment he spoke, he realized how petty he was acting with the man he loved. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I know you’re working hard.”

Yuuto flashed a tiny smile as he shook his head. “No. I’m the one who should be sorry. I already stood you up twice. I know this week’s been crazy with all the interviews and photo shoots… but I shouldn’t put you… in second place… You’re always… number one to…”

Those were Yuuto’s last words before falling asleep on Seiji’s arms.

He’s working so hard he fell asleep on his feet, he thought, carrying him like a princess again. I shouldn’t guilt him like that… But putting that aside, he’s working too much… When school starts, how will it be?

***

When Yuuto came to himself a couple of hours later, he was feeling much better. He was embraced by something warm, fluffy and comfortable. It’s like I’m in a cloud, he thought, moaning in pleasure.

Against his will, he opened his eyes slowly, trying to focus on anything. Without his glasses and still sleepy, everything was blurred.

As his mind woke, he remembered the conversation he was having before falling asleep and the guilt filled him right away. Seiji’s been so supportive of Yuuno and all, and yet I stood him up…

I’ll make it worth his while this weekend… I don’t think Yuuno has anything… And even if I have, I’ll cancel. I’m visiting my grandparents next weekend, so this one will be all for Seiji. He deserves it.

With his resolve made, Yuuto wanted to apologize to Seiji as soon as he could. However, when he tried to get out of bed, he found out he couldn’t move his arms nor legs. What the…?

For a moment, his still groggy mind thought it was kanashibari, sleep paralysis. Wait, that’s stupid… I’m still half asleep, he told himself, shaking his head. He shut his eyes and took deep breaths to clear his mind.

When he opened his eyes and looked down, he saw the reason he couldn’t move. Except for his head, he was completely wrapped with the blanket. So this is the source of the comfy and warm embrace… I looked like a sushi roll, he thought, chuckling at the idea.

“Honey?”

A few moments later, Seiji entered the bedroom. When he saw Yuuto awake, he beamed and sat down next to his sushi boyfriend. “Hey, luv. Hope you’re feeling better after that nap.”

“I am… By the way, what’s this?” Yuuto tried gesturing, but the best he could do was to point with his chin.

Seiji smile turned sly. “This is your punishment.”

Despite the situation, Yuuto couldn’t help but feel his heart beating faster. Wait, am I getting turned on from being tied up? Better not think about it.

“My punishment?” he repeated slowly.

“Yep. Since you’ve been busy all week and wouldn’t take a break, I decided you’d get one whether you wanted or not.”

Yuuto opened his mouth, but instead of words, he chuckled and smiled. “You’re right. I needed this wonderful rest. Thanks for taking care of me. Can you let me go now?”

“Nope.”

“Don’t you think this is a little too much?”

“Not at all. I told you it’s your punishment. Actually, only part of it.”

“There’s more?”

Without a word, Seiji lied down and hugged his sushi bundle of a boyfriend tight.

As those arms wrapped around him, Yuuto noticed his smile. Ah, so that’s what this is… This isn’t a role play or anything kinky, he realized. This is the most we’ve been together this week… I’ve been way too busy, but I shouldn’t put him aside no matter the reason…

“Hey, Seiji, I’m sorry for neglecting you. I promise I’ll—”

“Don’t get me wrong. I’m happy for you,” Seiji interrupted, hugging him tighter. “Whether you admit it or not, the interviews, the photo shooting, the publicity campaigns… It’s all part of Yuuno now. And I get it. I just don’t like it when you forget our dates and stuff because of it… I kinda feel jealous you’re paying attention more to others…”

Yuuto flashed a tiny smile. Seiji tries to act more mature than he actually is, but if he’s at this point where he acts like a kid, it means I’ve been neglecting way more than I thought… Even then, he doesn’t tell me to blow off Yuuno’s opportunities…

I really love this man.

“You’re right,” he said, trying to kiss the top of Seiji’s head even with his limbs tied. “You’ve been a great and supportive boyfriend I shouldn’t take for granted. I promise I’ll never forget our date ever again.”

“I doubt that. Even if you’re a teacher and all, you’re more forgetful than you think you are,” he muttered. Despite hiding his face, Yuuto could tell he was smiling. “But I’ll make an exception today and take you at your word.”

“Thanks, honey,” Yuuto beamed and kissed his head again.

The silence filled the bedroom, but it wasn’t awkward. There was no need for words between the two men who loved each other.

“I’m still not letting you out of this,” Seiji said out of nowhere. “You haven’t been punished enough.”

Yuuto’s smile turned sly. “You don’t have to. This is surprisingly comfy,” he said, shifting as best as he could. “And there’s still a lot I can do with just my mouth.”

Seiji froze. There was another moment of silence and then he looked up. Yuuto kissed him before he could say anything.

As they kissed, Yuuto managed to change his position. Still wrapped by the blanket, he managed to move his lips down, kissing every part of his boyfriend he could reach with his mouth. Until he was between the legs, pleasuring the man he loved.


Please 11 – Who’s more nervous?

“It’s a bad idea,” Yuuto said slowly, emphasizing every word, almost grabbing the counter with both hands. He didn’t blink as he looked into Seiji’s eyes, doing his best to sustain the serious expression and keep out the desperation from his face. His boyfriend didn’t need to know that. “It’s not a bad idea. It’s a terrible one.”

Seiji, on the other hand, looked amused. “I disagree. I think it’s a great idea.”

Yuuto closed his eyes, took a deep breath and exhaled through his nose, trying to stop his anger from rising. “It’s not. Trust me, honey, it’s a really terrible idea.”

“You’re overthinking, and exaggerating, like always, luv.” He made no effort to hide how much he was enjoying his boyfriend’s despair. Still looking him in the eyes, he slurped his tea as loud as he should. When he reached his limit and about to laugh, he turned Yuuka. “Do you think it’s a bad idea, sis?”

“Not at all, Seiji, my boy. I’m trying to find a reason why it’d be bad for you to come with us to grandpa and grandma, but I honestly cannot find one.” She hid her smile with the steaming mug of tea. “Personally, I think it’s a great idea. And about time too.”

“Maybe he’s ashamed of me. That’s why he doesn’t want me to go.” Seiji now ignored his boyfriend and talked only to Yuuka as if he wasn’t in the same room with them. “He told everyone Yuuno was a boy and had a boyfriend. But Yuuto is different…”

“You may be on to something, my boy. I’m sorry you have an insensitive boyfriend. I apologize for my little brother’s behavior. I didn’t raise him to be like this.” She also didn’t bother hiding how much fun she was having. Humming, she narrowed her eyes at Yuuto before turning back to Seiji. “Maybe it’s the age difference. Even though he loves you, or at least he claims, he may see you only as a boy toy, and not someone he’d introduce to our family.”

Yuuto pressed his trembling lips. He had enough of that idiotic conversation and slammed his hands on the counter to get the attention back to him. They can tease me all they want, it’s still a terrible idea to bring Seiji to meet grandpa and grandma!

“You two know it has nothing to do with that.” He did his best to contain his anger. “And why are you two agreeing so much, huh? Since when did you two become such buddies?”

Seiji and Yuuka looked at each other and then turned to him with a serious expression. “Making fun of you brought us together,” they said in unison. They exchanged looks and laughed at the same time.

Yuuto breathed slowly through his nose and pressed his temples. Despite the headache, he forced himself to think. He needed a good reason, one his boyfriend and his sister couldn’t find any fault it.

“Look, Seiji going with us for the festival is a bad idea, okay? Grandpa and grandma, they… I don’t think they’re ready to know about us. I mean, to really know, you know? Find out I’m dating a guy is one thing, seeing is another. And can you imagine what the rest of the town will say? To us and to them? Right during the festival? Better not go through that yet. And… and… there’s also… that thing…”

He pressed his lips when he was out of ideas. I can’t think of anything else? Dammit! The literature teacher cursed himself, disappointed.

Seiji remained quiet, his face empty. Then he leaned towards Yuuka, once again talking as if Yuuto wasn’t around. “He must be pretty desperate to come up with those lame excuses, don’t you think, sis?”

“I agree with your boy toy on this one little brother. Using the townspeople as excuse… Aren’t you forgetting they elected the first openly lesbian mayor? I don’t think they’re gonna mistreat your boyfriend nor whisper behind grandpa and grandma’s back.”

“This and that have nothing to do with each other!” Yuuto shouted, slamming his hands on the counter again.

Yuuka let out a tired sigh and became serious. “It looks like you’re just trying to hide your boyfriend in the closet. Grandpa and grandma already know you’re gay. In fact, I bet the whole town knows by now. It’s not like they didn’t see any of those articles and interviews about Yuuno. They invited Seiji because they want to meet him. You should be happy about that.”

Something in the way she said it bothered Yuuto. Instead of convinced by his sister’s reasonable arguments, he narrowed his eyes and leaned in closer.

“How did grandpa and grandma find out about those articles? They don’t read those kinds of magazines.” There was a spark of anger in his voice.

“I sent it to them, of course,” she answered with a shameless smile. Yuuto couldn’t believe as he stared at her. “Before you say anything, he’s the one who suggested. I only wanted to send that photo of him carrying you in his arms,” she added, pointing to Seiji.

“That’s a lie! I was the one who wanted the photo, but she said it’d be funnier, I mean better, with the articles!”

Yuuka placed a hand on her chest, as if deeply hurt. “You’re throwing me under the bus? Shame on you, Seiji! Shame! And here I was only thinking how to help your relationship with my little brother! I had the purest of intentions!”

Yuuto ignored them. He took deep breaths as he ran his hands over his hair and face. “Why did you two send those to grandpa and grandma?” he asked in a listless voice. He had no strength to get angry anymore.

“Because every time I mentioned meeting your family, you changed the subject,” Seiji said, looking him in the eyes.

So that was bothering him, Yuuto thought, feeling a tinge of guilt. I should’ve noticed… Instead, I thought he was only joking to make me nervous.

“Then I turned to Yuuka. After a lot of talk, we came up with the idea. This way you wouldn’t have an excuse to leave me behind…”

Under that expression, Yuuto couldn’t blame him and sighed. “Even so, you should’ve said something before outing me to them before I was ready…”

He wasn’t mad because of that. He planned to tell his grandparents he was in love with a man and living together with him. But the plan was after the festival… To postpone them meeting so soon. My heart’s not ready… This time, I wanted to see how they were reacting to Yuki’s pregnancy and the fact they’ll become great grandparents soon.

“When did you two talked about this?” They still haven’t answered it. Yuuto knew his boyfriend and his sister had become friends. They loved teaming up to tease him about anything. However, he had no idea it was to the point of Seiji opening up to her.

Yuuka did her best to hold her laugh, her eyes on the mug as if the tea was the most interesting thing in the world. Seiji pressed his lips and tried to hide his smile. Neither of them looking at Yuuto. That stirred his anger again.

“What are you two hiding now?”

His former student covered his lips with the mug and leaned closer to his sister.

“Do you wanna tell him, or should I?” he whispered, though loud enough for Yuuto to hear.

“You say it,” she said in the same tone. “Even if it’s too fun, he’s still my little brother. I can’t say that to his face. I mean, I can, but might it be too much coming from me right now…”

Seiji turned back to him and lowered the mug.

“Luv, how can I say this? When we… have naked fun time in the bedroom…” Yuuto blushed at once. Yuuka laughed and faked a cough to hide. Seiji made no effort and smiled openly. “You fall asleep right away. I’m not like that and before you moved in with me, we used to hang out a lot.”

“Yeah, little brother. You’re one of those freaks who like to wake up early. But your boy toy here is more like me.”

Yuuto covered his face. “Don’t say had naked fun time in the bedroom to my sister… And don’t call my boyfriend boy toy…”

Yuuka laughed with no restrains now. “Sorry to say little brother, but if you don’t take him with us, I’ll call him your boy toy forever. And besides, you think I didn’t know when you two are doing it? Even if you did your best, your muffled moans were loud enough to wake up a few neighbors.”

Yuuto’s expression was both shocked and embarrassed at the same time. That only made them laugh. He turned to his boyfriend, silently asking for a denial.

Seiji focused on his mug, but he had a cocky smile on his lips. “It’s my fault. I make you lose your mind every time.”

“Oh, c’mon Yuuto. There’s no reason to be embarrassed. I loved listening to you and your gay hot boy toy spending gay naked sordid nights through a thin wall. It inspired me a lot. Wished I still had that.”

“I knew you’d used us in your last manga!” Yuuto shouted. Then he sighed and pressed his temples. I’ve had enough of this conversation. “You know what? Fine! Seiji can come. I’ll introduce my gay boyfriend to grandpa and grandma and to the whole damn town! It’ll be the most memorable festival in my life!”

He picked up his bag and went to the entrance.

“We made him mad,” Seiji said, though the teacher could still hear him.

“Yeah, but it was worth it. I told you we could make him bring you if we cornered him right before leaving. You may be his hot and young gay boy toy, but I’m the one who knows how to bend him. But don’t worry, this older sister here will teach you all you need to know about pushing his buttons and drive my little brother even crazier.”

“Thanks, sis!”

“Shut up, you two!” Yuuto shouted from the front door. “Let’s go already!”

Though they managed to find good seats despite the time, it wasn’t the most pleasant subway ride he had. He sat on the right, sulking by himself, picturing all the scenarios after he introduced the man he was in love with to his grandparents.

Seiji was in the middle and Yuuka on the left. She was telling him all about the festival. He got all fired up, mentioning all the stalls he wanted to visit with Yuuto.

“It’s gonna be so fun!” He lit up and held his hand, entwining their fingers.

Despite his bad mood for being cornered and embarrassed the first thing in the morning, Yuuto couldn’t help but flash a reluctant smile. It’s like I’m bringing a kid to the festival… Being rich and all, I guess he’s never been to a traditional festival in a small town…

Though he wasn’t mad anymore, he couldn’t help but worry about what would happen once they got there. What will grandpa and grandma say? Are they shocked? I know grandma is… We haven’t talk after she dropped the bomb a few days ago…

He would never forget that call for the rest of his life. He was on the phone with his grandma talking about going back for the festival with Yuuka when she mentioned Seiji. There was nothing indicating anything. She simply dropped the bomb.

“Oh, could you bring your boyfriend? He looks like a good kid, but we wanna meet him in person.”

What followed next was a long silence as Yuuto’s mind refused to process those words. He was so shocked he didn’t even ask how she knew.

At least they already know about us… I wanted to tell them myself but that’s not possible anymore… He glanced at Seiji. Though there was still some lingering anger, he smiled, closed his eyes and leaned to rest his head on his shoulder.

Hope they like Seiji. No, I know they will. I hope everyone treats him nicely… I don’t want him to have a bad impression of my hometown… I want us to visit grandpa and grandma a lot in the future… With my kid… With our family…

“We’re here!” said Yuuka, too excited.

“What…?” Yuuto cleaned the drool at the corner of his mouth with one hand and blinked until his eyes got used to the light. “Already…?”

“When you sleep through the ride, it tends to go by fast,” Seiji said, smiling.

“Yes, little brother. You got your beauty sleep, now get up. We’re already here!” She grabbed him by the shoulders and led him out of the subway.

“Why are you in such a good mood?” he asked grumpily, trying to get rid of her. “How many times have we been to the festival?”

“Don’t be a downer, little brother! I’ll not allow that!” she announced, not bothering to lower her voice. “And you forgot I missed the festival last year! Grandpa said it was awesome.”

“If you consider staying up until the sun rises drinking awesome,” Yuuto muttered under his breath.

“I do! And this year I’ll win! I still can’ believe I lost to old man Nakajima in that drinking contest three years ago. He didn’t fall down because of his cane! But now it’s my revenge! This time is personal!”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re much older now so you can handle more booze,” Yuuto muttered and Seiji laughed.

“Shut up! You too, Seiji! How dare you call me old, little brother?” Yuuka gave him a neck lock. “Take it back!”

“I take it back! My older sister is younger than me! Now let me go!”

“This is gonna be so fun,” Seiji said in a cheerful voice when Yuuka let Yuuto go and raised her arms in victory.

Yuuto massaged his neck and glared his sister’s back. But under Seiji’s excitement, he sighed and smiled too. But it only lasted a second. Once they left the station, he quickly found his grandparents. The moment the elderly coupled saw their grandkids, they waved with huge smiles.

“There they are… about to meet my boyfriend…”

With a strained expression, he waved back at them. Unlike him, Yuuka beamed and waved back energetically.

“Hey, Seiji, do you remember how we practice introducing yourself?” she asked as they made their way to them.

“What are you whispering?” Yuuto asked in a hushed and worried voice. He had a bad feeling.

“Of course, I remember, sis. Get on my knees and thank them for raising Yuuto. And also that he’s crazy in bed and I’d never experienced sex like that,” he whispered, raising his thumb to the woman and ignoring his boyfriend.

“What? Are you crazy? You can’t tell them that!”

“Even if it’s true?” they asked at the same time.

Yuuto knew they were just messing with him and that Seiji would never say that. Even so, he was too nervous, and his stomach too tight, to keep calm.

“Hi grandpa, grandma! It’s been too long!” Yuuka exclaimed, ignoring him as she hugged their grandparents at the same time.

“H-hi,” Yuuto mumbled, forcing himself to smile. With his face burning, he gestured to the man by his side. Let’s just get this over with… “This is Seiji… my boyfriend…”

The elderly woman flashed a gentle smile. The old man, however, stared at Seiji with an empty expression on his face. Despite this, he looked imposing. Though they were almost the same height, the artist seemed to shrink near Yuuto’s grandfather.

“So you’re the famous Seiji Akaishi,” he said in a deep voice after a long while. “I heard a lot about you… A lot…”

Hope nothing weird or inappropriate, Yuuto thought, his stomach tightening a knot.

“I-it’s a pleasure to meet you, sir. You too, ma’am,” Seiji said nervously, making a clumsy bow with his arms stiff by his side. He took two gifts from his bag and handed to them. “I-I brought something. It’s a 200-year-old sake from my grandpa’s personal collection and some chocolate from Belgium. H-hope they suit your tastes!”

Yuuto didn’t breathe as he waited for the elderly couple to accept the gift. He wanted to say something, but he was too nervous, and his mouth too dry, for that. Even after they took the presents, he barely breathed out in relief.

“You have good taste in gifts, boy,” grandpa said in a deep voice that didn’t reveal if he liked it or not. “But fancy gifts don’t matter much when you’re dating my one and only grandson.”

Seiji gulped and held his breath. Despite trying to hide, Yuuto knew he was getting more and more nervous.

I bet his stomach is worse than mine right now.

“There’s no reason to scare the boy, grandpa,” said grandma, smiling.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’m not doing that yet. I just wanna make sure if he’s good for our Yuuto. But this isn’t the place. I’ll know during the weekend,” the old man said, his voice too menacing despite how low it was.

When his grandfather let out a soft chuckle, even Yuuto quivered. He’s treating Seiji the same way he treated Yuuka’s fiancé when she brought him, he remembered. I don’t know if that’s good or not…

“Why is grandpa acting like that?” Yuuto asked his grandma in a whisper as they headed to the car.

“He wants to make sure you’re happy. But don’t worry, he’s mostly putting up a show.”

“Mostly?”

“Now let’s head home and have lunch. I bet you all are starving. How are you and Yuuka eating? If someone doesn’t pay attention to that girl, she’ll eat nothing but instant ramen for days…”

***

“That was worse than I imagined,” Seiji whispered as they headed to Yuuto’s old room to set down their bags.

Despite Seiji’s exhausted face, he couldn’t help but smile. During the car ride, his grandfather didn’t let him rest, asking question after question in order to know his grandson’s boyfriend a bit more.

Though he pitied him a little, Yuuto couldn’t help but feel good about how his grandfather treated Seiji; it was exactly like he did to Naoya, Yuuka’s fiancé. It means he approves of us.

“What did you expect? You’d introduce yourself and they’d immediately like you?” he asked cheerfully. Now the worst had happened, he was enjoying the situation much more.

“I don’t know… Maybe,” Seiji mumbled. “It’s only the second time I’ve met my lover’s family and I wasn’t expecting to be interrogated like that… To think he’d even ask if I had dated other guys…”

“Yeah, that part was fun. You got all nervous… Besides, weren’t you the one cornering me to come? Stop making a big deal. It was only a few questions.” Yuuto didn’t bother to hide how much fun he had seeing his boyfriend sweat.

“A few questions? It was all the way here!” Despite whispering, he couldn’t hide the desperation out of his voice. “Thank goodness your grandparents live close to the station. I couldn’t answer another question.”

Yuuto beamed. “Don’t worry. I think grandpa will probably ask just a couple more during lunch.”

“There’s more?” Seiji groaned.

“Of course. You’re dating his precious grandson. What did you expect? And just so you know, my sister was probably hoping for something like this. Since Naoya couldn’t come, she wanted someone to take the attention away from her and the fact she hasn’t set a date for the wedding.”

Seiji widened his eyes, “I was tricked! That’s why she was pushing this so much!”

“Yeah…” Yuuto laughed

“Thanks. You laugh while I suffer…”

“We’re a perfect match.” He ignored his boyfriend’s mood and flashed a huge grin again.

Seiji playfully pushed that smile away from him and let out a heavy sigh. “At least the hardest part is over…”

“There’s still the festival. I think everyone will have questions for you too,” Yuuto said as he led him to his old room.

After they put the bags down on the bed, he looked around. “So this was your room.”

“Yep. What do you think?” Yuuto asked. The room was as big as his current one, but with all the piles of books scattered everywhere, it felt cramped. Even so, it didn’t look messy at all.

“It looks like you.” Seiji walked to the closest pile and took the top book. He opened it and flipped through the pages. “I know you love reading, but don’t you think this is too much?”

“Nope.” Yuuto smiled as he noticed the book Seiji had picked up; he had read it so much the cover was worn out. “When I wasn’t playing with my friends, I was probably here in my room reading.”

“Not studying?

“Nah. I probably only start studying for real in my third year of high school, after I decided I wanted to be a teacher.”

“That’s surprising,” Seiji said, putting the book back.

“Why?”

“I don’t know…” He shrugged and flashed a gentle smile. “For some reason, I always pictured you like a closeted nerd or something. Reading manga until it was to dinner. Then staying up all night to watch the anime right away instead of the reruns… Complaining the scene wasn’t exactly like in the original material… Things like this, you know?”

“Hey, that’s rude!” Yuuto pretended to be offended. “I only started liking anime after I became a cosplayer. I think the only anime I watched before that were the ones from the manga I read.”

Seiji hummed, looking around again. His eyes stopped at a poster near the bed. “Hey, that’s the author you like. I remember you talking about him during class… Wait, is this autographed!?”

“Oh, yeah… That takes me back. When I heard she was having a signing session in the region, I had to go. It took me five hours just to get there by bike.”

“Five hours?” Seiji widened his eyes.

“Yep. Five to get there, five to come back. My legs were killing me by the end. I couldn’t walk over the next two days. But it was worth. Back then, there was no direct train, and grandpa and grandma were busy with work and couldn’t drive me, so I had to take the mountain path with my bike. It was either that or miss the chance. Grandma was so mad he left me grounded for two months…” Yuuto couldn’t help but relive that day, smiling. He stopped when he saw his boyfriend’s smile. “W-what?”

“I always imagined you being a good kid and all. Never disobeying your grandparents and stuff… But I guess you’re a bad kid,” he said, his smile growing.

“Even I’ve done some misdeeds here and there. I’ll be troubled if you think I was always a good boy.” Yuuto wrapped his arms around him and pulled him closer. “Are you surprise you like a former bad boy? If you want, you can teach me a lesson this time,” he whispered, kissing him.

Seiji kissed back but then stopped and turned to the open door. “Better not… What if your grandparents see us?”

“Wasn’t the whole point of you coming here so they met you, my boyfriend? I think they already suspect I do stuff like this with you.”

Now his grandparents knew Seiji, Yuuto wanted him to be comfortable in his hometown and enjoy everything. However, he didn’t dislike seeing that side. His nervous face is too funny… Guess that’s why he likes to tease me so much.

“Yeah, I know, but it’s just like you said, knowing and seeing are two different things… It’s not every day you see your grandson kissing a guy…” Seiji looked into his eyes then lowered his gaze. “I don’t want them to dislike me,” he admitted in a low and sincere voice.

Yuuto flashed a gentle smile and placed a hand on his cheek, making him look up again. “Me too,” he said before kissing Seiji.

“Lunch’s ready,” said Yuuka, poking her head into the bedroom, smiling when she saw the scene. “But this looks way more interesting. I’ll tell grandma you’re too busy sucking your boyfriend’s tongue to eat.”

“Knock!” Yuuto threw the pillow at her but she was already gone, her laugh echoing through the corridor and into the bedroom.

Seiji chuckled as he picked up the pillow and placed it on the bed. They looked at each other and then laughed at the same time.

The mood’s all ruined now thanks to sis, Yuuto thought, regretting not getting more than a kiss.

“Time for round two.” Seiji sighed, making no effort to hide how much he didn’t want to do that.

“Which you embarrassed me a lot for,” Yuuto reminded him, dragging his groaning boyfriend out of his bedroom.

His grandmother’s food was more delicious than he remembered. With the nostalgic feeling and another round of questions for Seiji, the meal was one of the most fun Yuuto had in a while. Not only that, there were even a few comments at Yuuka for putting on a few pounds and about her two-year-old engagement and no talk about a wedding date. On his side, all his grandparents asked was how Yuki was doing and if the baby was healthy.

As they updated their grandkids and Seiji about the townspeople’s latest news, a voice came from over the next house.

“Oiii, Daisuke! Are you hearin’ me or you finally gone deaf?” old man Nakajima shouted.

He rolled his eyes and muttered something like ‘they can’t do anything right’ as he went to open the side door of the house. “What is it, you old geezer? Lost your mind?”

“There’s a problem with the shippin’.”

“Again? Those city boys are always screwing up,” he muttered, shaking his head as he put on his straw sandals. Before he got out, he looked at Seiji. “Hey, pretty boy, you come too. We can use some young blood to do the heavy lifting.” Then he was gone.

Seiji looked at his boyfriend, asking what to do.

While on the inside he wanted to laugh, Yuuto kept a serious expression as he gave a thumb up. Resigned, Seiji groaned and went after his boyfriend’s grandfather.

“Seeing him sweat was way better than I hoped,” Yuuka said, lying on the floor and eating a snack as Yuuto turned on the TV. “I had no idea it was so fun watching grandpa scared the guys, especially your boyfriend for once, little brother. Now I know why you enjoyed it so much when I brought Naoya the first time.”

“Yeah, I can’t disagree.” Yuuto flashed a sheepish smile.

“He always liked to scare the boys you dated, Yuuka. He says it’s important so they don’t get too friendly with you. But he was a little harsher with Naoya. You shouldn’t have waited so long to introduce him,” grandma said, shaking her head. Despite that, she was smiling.

Yuuto raised an eyebrow. “Why are you talking like grandpa’s the only one? You did the same thing to Yuki, remember?”

“I did?”

“Yeah. You were so harsh to her.”

“I wasn’t… I was just checking if she could cook and clean, that’s all,” she said, waving her hand to dismiss the idea. “We just like to check if you two are dating good people, that’s all. We don’t plan to be mean or anything.”

“Yeah, right.” Yuuka snorted. “I remember mom saying grandpa did the same thing to dad.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right…” Grandma smiled as her eyes unfocused. “Now you said it, I think Rika brought your dad around the festival too… I bet grandpa will put Seiji through the same thing… Somethings don’t change…”

“What? There’s no way I’m missing that!” Yuuka exclaimed with a mean grin. She stood up, put on her coat and shoes and left the house.

Grandma sighed and placed a hand on her cheek. “She still has that bad habit… I hope she loses it before she gets married.”

“I doubt it,” Yuuto muttered. “Lucky Naoya is used to.”

They both grew quiet as they watched the news. Yuuto wasn’t paying attention though. He looked at the side door where Yuuka, Seiji, and his grandfather left. They won’t be back so soon…

It’s the perfect time to have one of the most awkward conversations ever, he thought as he looked at his grandmother through the corner of his eyes.

“G-grandma…?”

“Hm? What is it, sweetie?”

When she turned to him, he lost his voice. This is harder than I imagined, he thought, struggling to find the right words.

“Eh… W-what do you think… about me… being in love with another man?” he asked in a low, barely audible whisper, averting his eyes.

He couldn’t face her. He knew his grandmother loved him, and that was why he was afraid of her reaction. She’s been so supportive so far, but maybe she thinks differently… What if she thinks it’s weird and my love is wrong?

I know she’d never hate me, but what if… I wouldn’t be able to take it…

“Yuuto.”

He knew that tone right away. She used it when she wanted him to look her in the eyes. With some effort, he raised his head.

“Are you happy with him?”

“Yes,” he answered right away, a gentle smile showing itself on his lips. Before he knew it, he couldn’t stop talking. “I’m too happy with Seiji. I never meant to fall in love with a man, let alone a former student. But I also never imagined I could feel this much happiness thanks to one person.”

“Then that’s all that matter.” She flashed a warm smile. “I know you were afraid to bring him and I know why. There are a lot of people who find this type of relationship strange, maybe even wrong, but if you’re happy and he treats you right, then the rest doesn’t matter.”

“Thanks.” Yuuto felt the relief overtaking him. Along with it, came the tears.

She wrapped her arms around him and he cried a bit more as he hugged her back.

“If there’s something I’m upset about it is that you didn’t tell us. To find out through that article and the photo was a little–”

“I was planning to tell!” he said in a hurry, cleaning his tears. “I wanted to tell you two after the festival, but Yuuka and Seiji outed me behind my back! I bet the whole town knows by now…”

“I told you don’t worry about the others. But you’re right. Everyone already knows,” she said, laughing and waving her hand. Then she flashed a mischievous smile that made her look much younger. “And it was kinda my fault…”

“What?” Yuuto looked at her in disbelief.

“I ended up showing everyone the photo of Seiji carrying you in the white dress. You two looked so cute I couldn’t help but brag about it.” Her smile was too similar to Yuuka.

So that’s where sis got the sadistic side of her. And grandma complains about Yuuka, he thought, looking away. Despite everything, he couldn’t get mad at her.

“What’s done is done. And besides, if everyone in town already knows, I can walk with him without worrying about people finding out. Thank goodness we have the first openly lesbian mayor in the country.”

The elderly woman pressed her lips as she looked at the side door. “About Miki… Don’t spread this around, but before she returned to town and got elected, she tried to take her life.”

Her words hung in the air for a long time as if they didn’t want to leave the room. I had no idea… Yuuto remembered the woman. Though she was about then years older than him, they had played together when she came back to town during high school breaks.

“Was it because she—”

“No, it wasn’t because she likes women,” she added in a hurry, waving her hands at the same time. “Well, it was part of it, I guess…”

“What do you mean?”

“She… she was suffering a lot of pressure in her job. It wasn’t a good company and her parents always put too much pressure on her. Working so hard while suppressing her true herself… She couldn’t handle… When they found her, she was almost…”

She stopped talking as she closed her eyes, trying not to think about it. It took a while for her to continue.

“After everything, she came back to town to live with her grandparents. Now she’s happy with her partner. They’re waiting for their third kid while making a wonderful job reviving the town. She made an amazing effort to make this festival even more popular.”

“I had no idea…” Every time I saw her on the news, I only thought she was an amazing person who’d never back down…

“It’s because of her that your grandpa and I don’t mind you’re in love with a boy. If you’re happy, then that’s all that matters, sweetie.”

“Thanks, grandma,” he said, hugging her again.

“Now, let’s talk about that dress you wore…”

After that, Yuuto and his grandmother talked about fabrics and sewing techniques and went through a few old clothes and how they could improve. A few hours later, they could hear booming laughter from afar.

“Aren’t you good with your hands, boy! You’re really an artist!” grandpa was shouting and slapping Seiji on the back when they entered the house. “Oi, we’re back!”

“We can hear you, honey,” grandma said, smiling. “Hope you didn’t overwork the poor boy.”

“Nonsense.” He slapped Seiji on the back again. With each slap, the artist seemed closer to collapsing. “The boy really saved the day. He finished the panels and all the other decorations. He’s amazing! Never thought we could finish in time after those city boys screwed up the shipping the second time.”

“I’ve never seen your boyfriend sweat so much, little brother.” Yuuka too was grinning. “You should’ve seen it. He was almost paralyzed holding the brush under dozens of old geezer’s eyes. It was so fun.”

“Glad you enjoyed,” Seiji said in a dry voice, almost on the verge of tears. “You could’ve helped. You’re a manga artist!”

“Too bad I’m used to brushes.”

“Yuuka, look at this,” grandma announced with a smile, showing two dark pink yukata. “Look what we found.”

“Our old clothes. This brings back some memories… Yuuto didn’t want to wear it, but we forced him anyway… He looked cute back then. I think it was the first time we forced him to cross-dress.”

“That’s all you remember?” the elderly woman asked.

“Yeah?” Yuuka tilted her head. Yuuto did the same.

“You two really don’t remember?” They exchanged looks and shook their heads together. “Yuuto was wearing this when he got his first boyfriend.”

“What?” Yuuto, Yuuka, and Seiji shouted at the same time.

“W-what are you talking about, grandma?” Yuuto asked. “Seiji’s my first boyfriend… I’d know if I had dated another guy before him…”

“Yeah, there’s no way I’d ever forget if my little brother had another boyfriend,” Yuuka said, suddenly excited.

“Can’t believe you two forgot,” she said, shaking her head. “Yuuto was eleven or twelve, I think. You two had grown quite a lot during that summer and couldn’t fit into your old yukatas anymore, so I made Yuuka a new one, but then I thought it’d look too cute if Yuuto had matching ones so I ended up sewing him a girl’s yukata too…”

“I remember something like that…” Yuuto said, trying to recall that summer over a decade ago. “I remember complaining a lot because I didn’t want to wear girl’s clothes…”

“I don’t remember anything,” Yuuka said, waving her hand to shut him up. “Keep going, grandma.”

“Yeah, I’m curious about this hidden boyfriend before me,” Seiji said, not hiding his interest.

With a smile that showed how much fun she was having, grandma went on.

“After Yuuto put on the yukata, you two went to enjoy the festival with your friends. That summer, Nakajima’s grandkid came to spend the summer with them. When he saw Yuuto dressed as a girl, he confessed to him right away, saying it was love at first sight. He ignored him saying he was a boy and said they were boyfriend and girlfriend.”

“Oh yeah! That’s right! I remember now! How could I have forgotten this?” Yuuka exclaimed, so happy she couldn’t stop grinning. “It was because of that day I strayed away into the path of BL!”

“So you had other boyfriends besides me,” Seiji mumbled, pretending to be dejected. “I thought I was your first…”

Yuuto blushed and shook his head. “It’s not like at all! I didn’t… we didn’t even… kiss…!”

He widened his eyes. Wait, he did kiss me! He told me he had a present for me and told me to close my eyes. Then he kissed me before running away! Yuuto blushed even more. I’d forgotten my first kiss ever… and it was with another boy…

The old man laughed.

“Oh yeah, there was something like that. I remember Nakajima complaining about it. Guess it’s no surprise Yuuto brought home a boy,” he said, slapping Seiji again on the back again. “But that’s in the past. Let’s go take a bath before dinner.”

***

After dinner, Yuuka and her grandfather went back to the town hall to finish the rest of the preparations. By preparations, it meant drinking until morning. Grandma went out to help on a few things for the festival and Seiji and Yuuto remained at home.

They were sitting on the porch, rubbing their bare feet on the grass.

“So how was your first day in my hometown?” Yuuto asked.

“Too exhausting,” Seiji sighed and laid his head on his lap. “I’d prepared myself, but I never imagined your grandpa would make me work like that…”

He chuckled and caressed Seiji’s hair. “You really are a city boy who can’t handle a little manual labor.”

“Shut up,” Seiji mumbled. “The sky is so different here.”

Yuuto smiled as he looked up at the stars. “It really is. It seems like a different world.”

They both admired the sky for a while.

“I didn’t think we’d find the house empty like this… How about if we…” He blushed and didn’t finish the sentence. If feels weird saying it aloud here, where I grew up…

Seiji flashed a weak smile. “No, please… not tonight… I have no strength left for that…”

“Then how about it if we switch? It’s been a while.”

He let out a tired and hollow chuckle. “If we did that, I wouldn’t make it to tomorrow.”

“Huh? What are you talking?”

“Luv…”

“What?” Yuuto had no idea what his boyfriend was talking about.

“Never mind… I’m too tired… It was a long day,” Seiji said, avoiding his gaze.

Yuuto narrowed his eyes and poked the man he loved here and there. “What are you hiding from me?”

“Ouch. Stop that!”

“You can’t handle a little manual labor and make love? You’re such a city boy,” he said teasingly. “Tell me the real reason.”

“I’m exhausted…”

Yuuto poked him more, trying to find the tender spots to make him talk

Seiji tried to sit up, but with his body sore, he fell down on the grass, bringing Yuuto down with him. Despite his lack of energy, he hugged him.

“The reason is because… I can’t handle how rough you are… not tonight… not when I’m exhausted like this…”

“What are you talking about?”

“How can I say this?” Seiji closed his eyes as he considered his words. “You’re not a gentle lover when you’re on top.”

“What?” Yuuto couldn’t help but laugh at those words.

“Yeah… You never use enough lotion, you don’t massage me enough, and you don’t listen to me when I ask you to slow down. I end up all sore in the next morning…” Seiji blushed and averted his eyes. “Not to mention you like to scratch my back… I can’t handle that tonight…”

Yuuto looked at him and then laughed. “You’re just too soft.”

He rolled around and ended on top of his boyfriend, staring into his eyes and leaning down for a kiss.

“I love you,” Seiji whispered.

Yuuto blushed. “I know.”


Please 12 – The opportunity within the colors

“Don’t worry, everything will be fine. Your work is amazing and I’m sure everyone will love your paintings,” Yuuto said to Seiji, holding his hand. His fingers are so cold…

“Thanks… That makes me feel better…” Despite his words, his face was too pale.

Though they had arrived at the art gallery almost twenty minutes ago, they were still inside the limousine. Seiji was too nervous to get out of the car. The closest he got was to look at the entrance of the building through the tinted window, sweating a little more each time.

He’s so nervous he can’t even open the door, Yuuto thought. That’s expected. It’s a big night for him. He couldn’t believe when he got that phone call…

It was a late Sunday morning, but neither of them were awake. They had stayed up late making love after watching an anime movie. When his phone rang, Seiji reached out for it muttering muttered something unintelligible. He answered in a groggy voice, but after a brief, twenty-second conversation, if you could call it that since he said nothing, he was fully awake.

Yuuto groaned and tossed around the bed. As his mind woke grudgingly, he reached out and didn’t find anyone by his side.

“Who’s calling so early?” he asked in a sleepy voice, rubbing his eyes. When there was no answer, he sat up. “Honey?”

Seiji wasn’t listening. He was too shocked as he stared at nothing. After a lot of effort, Yuuto got his attention.

“Who was that?”

“It was Henri, grandpa’s friend…”

Yuuto waited, but he said nothing else. “I remember him… What did he want?”

“He… he told me my painting of the beach house was selected for an exposition… And that he wanted to show my other paintings.”

“That’s great!” Yuuto beamed, even if the painter’s expression was the opposite. “The world will finally see your amazing art!”

This exposition is an amazing opportunity for him as an artist, Yuuto thought, glancing at the entrance of the art gallery through the window of the limousine. Despite his feelings, he flashed a tiny smile. I just wished he’d told me. I had no idea he was painting so much… I only knew about the beach house.

Wait, this isn’t about me. He rubbed Seiji’s back with the free hand. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I’ve just eaten too much and then someone punched me in the gut as hard as they could,” he answered right away.

He does look too pale. I’ve never seen him like this. Even when he met grandpa.

“That’s an accurate picture of your face right now. And wordy,” Yuuto said with a wry smile. “How long were you thinking about it?”

“Ever since we parked.” Seiji tried to force a smile, but all he managed was to show his teeth. “Maybe instead of a painter, I should’ve been a writer. I doubt I’d be this nervous.”

He laughed at his own joke, however, it was a nervous laugh that soon died. Then he turned to the window again, looking at the entrance, his face paler.

“Take it from someone who’s been reading and following authors ever since he can remember. Writers have it just as bad as any artist. Maybe even worse.”

“Wow, thanks, luv. That doesn’t make me feel better though…” Seiji laughed, and this time it lasted a bit longer.

Good. If he’s making jokes, it means he’s relaxing… Even if almost nothing. He just needs a little more. I bet if I tell him about that…

“I can’t believe it didn’t help.” Yuuto sighed, put a finger on his chin, and hummed for a moment, pretending to think. “How about if I tell you something you don’t know about this gallery? Something good and I’m sure it’s gonna make you feel better.”

“What?”

He leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “The first time I felt something for you was in this art gallery.”

“What? For real?” Seiji narrowed his eyes for a moment. Then his face lit up. “Way back then? I had no idea!”

Yuuto smiled, both with the memory and because his boyfriend’s complexion was getting better. “It was after you found out my secret, after you painted me for the first time.”

“I remember that… I showed it to grandpa and he showed it to Henri, who thought it was amazing and arranged to have the painting exhibited here…”

“And then you invited me,” Yuuto said, raising his eyebrow. “It was closer to blackmail, honestly.”

“I remember that too.” Seiji smiled, holding his boyfriend’s hand. “That was when you started liking me?”

“Who knows? Back then, I had no idea I could have those kinds of feelings for another guy, let alone my student. But maybe, if not for that night, it might have taken longer for me to realize I fell for you.”

Yuuto’s smile became warmer and he leaned to kiss the man he loved. Seiji kissed him back. Though it wasn’t long, it was full of love.

“You could say it was thanks to that night, to this gallery, that we’re together now.”

“Then this place is lucky for me,” Seiji said, his spirit rising.

“Yeah, it is.” Yuuto wrapped his arms around him. “And if it’s up to your art, this exhibition is gonna be amazing.”

“But that painting…” He pressed his lips as he glanced at the entrance of the building again.

“Is amazing,” Yuuto completed the sentence in a firm voice. “I know you made it for you and not to be hanged in a gallery, but it’s so wonderful people should be able to see. Then they’ll realize how much you loved the time you spent with your grandfather at that house. Everyone will see it in that amazing painting.”

“You say all my paintings are amazing,” Seiji mumbled, though he didn’t manage to hide his smile.

“Yeah, well…you are an incredible painter.” And all mine, though I don’t mind sharing you with others tonight.

His smile became cocky. “I know that. But I was thinking more about the other paintings. The ones I made just for me.”

Yuuto understood at once. The man he loved was talking about the paintings where he was the subject.

“They’re amazing too…”

“So you don’t mind everyone seeing them all? Be honest.”

“If I have to be honest, I’d rather you never showed some of those to anyone.” Yuuto’s smile became a bit strained and his cheeks a shade of pink that had nothing to do with his makeup.

“Glad I didn’t bring all of them.” Seiji laughed. “Some are so… amazing I didn’t even show you.”

“I’m gonna stop myself from asking why.”

“You already know why.” Seiji pulled him closer for a kiss.

Yuuto poured all his feelings for him in the kiss. For a moment, he almost lost himself on those lips.

He had no idea how long it took, but he remembered where they were and why. With effort, he parted their lips and looked into Seiji’s eyes. “Do you think you can go in now?” Yuuto asked in a soft voice.

Seiji looked through the window again, staring at the entrance. He held his boyfriend’s hand tighter, closed his eyes and took a deep breath. When he opened them again, they had some trace of his usual confidence. “Let’s go.”

He opened the door of the limousine, stepped out and offered his hand for Yuuto, who smiled, held those firm fingers and got out of the car. With another deep breath, Seiji turned to the entrance of the art gallery.

Yuuto linked their arms, making sure he matched his boyfriend’s speed with on top of his heels. He looks so handsome. And manly. Hope I look good next to him, he thought, checking if his dress was alright one last time.

“Seiji, my boy. We’ve been expecting you,” said a blond man with a thick foreign accent the moment they passed through the door. He came to greet them with a huge smile and open arms.

Seiji offered the hand, but when Henri was close enough, he grabbed his face and gave him a kiss on each cheek. His surprised and embarrassed face at the same time was too much and Yuuto couldn’t help but chuckle.

Henri turned to Yuuto with the same smile.

“I’m so glad you brought Yuuno, Seiji. Everyone was wondering if you’d bring your lovely muse.” Instead of kissing Yuuto on both cheeks, he grabbed his hand and planted a dry kiss. “It’s a great pleasure meeting the muse who inspired those marvelous paintings once again. Even though Seiji here is amazing and captured your beauty, you’re even more stunning in person.”

“Hello, Henri. It’s a pleasure to see you again,” Yuuto said, smiling and mustering all the formally he had to hide his surprise. I was so worried about Seiji I forgot he’d be here.

“The pleasure is all mine, believe me,” he said. Then he turned to Seiji. “I was afraid my boy here had… eh, how you say in Japanese… chickened out?”

“N-no… I’d never… I was getting ready… That’s all,” Seiji mumbled, his cheek red as everyone looked at him.

“He was just a little nervous,” Yuuto interfered when he realized his boyfriend had no idea what to say.

“That’s normal, my boy. All the great artists are like that.” Henri’s smile broadened. “If they didn’t get nervous with an exposition like this, they couldn’t call themselves artists!”

Yuuto wondered who much wine the foreigner had until they came. Last time, he thought there was two of me when I stood next to the painting. He even complimented my painting version for being bold and show my boobs.

Despite the man’s flashy attitude, Yuuto didn’t dislike him. Though he only had met him twice, once as Yuuno and the other as Yuuto, both times, despite drinking a little too much wine, Henri had been a pleasant and fun company.

“Miss Yuuno, my lovely dear, please lend me your painter for an instant. I’d like to introduce the artist of the moment to everyone. They’ve been waiting all night for this.”

Before Seiji could say anything, Henri put a hand on his back and led him to a circle of important looking men and women who had been looking at them.

Seiji looked over his shoulder, his eyes wide and his face pale again, silently begging for help. All Yuuto did was smile as the man he loved was dragged. He needs to learn how to deal with this kind of situation. Especially if he’s gonna be a famous painter.

***

“That was mean of you,” Seiji said once he managed to get away from Henri and the important looking people and ran to the bathroom with Yuuto. “You could’ve helped. Instead, you abandoned me like that…”

“Oh, c’mon, don’t make such a big deal. And besides, it didn’t look so bad… At least not from where I was standing,” he added, doing his best to hold his smile. When he failed, Seiji gave him a blank stare.

“Yeah, from where you were, I bet it was all fun and games.” He let out a tired sigh and loosened his tie a little. “I’m really bad with stuff like this.”

“I thought you were an expert in socializing. Wasn’t that what you said when you met Yuki?”

Seiji chewed his tongue and loosened his tie a little more. “Let me rephrase. I’m bad with this high society stuff.”

“Ah, I see. But to me, you look like you belong here.”

Yuuto grabbed his arm and made him face the mirror. The instant he saw their reflection, his smile widened. “See?”

Despite his boyfriend’s complaints, he decided to cross-dress. He wanted Seiji’s art to be the center of attention, not the fact the painter was in love with a man. Even if he complains, I made the right call. Look at us!

Seiji wore a black suit with a white shirt and a dark blue tie. It looks simple but there’s a reason why it’s a classic. He looks so handsome it’s hard to believe he’s the same almost shut-in artist who barely wears anything at home.

Yuuto had chosen a dark blue long dress that exposed his back with matching high heels. And since the first painting Seiji portrayed of him was also in the exposition, he was wearing the same waist-length white wig.

We look perfect like this, Yuuto thought, his smile broadening. Then he caught Seiji’s eyes through the mirror and his cheeks became pink. That stare was intense and lustful.

“W-what?”

“I wanted you to come as in a suit but you look so amazing.”

“Thanks.” Yuuto blushed a little more and twirled a lock of his wig.

When Seiji turned to face the real him, he could tell what his boyfriend wanted at once. And he wanted the same.

They shared a light kiss but as it grew in passion, Yuuto placed his hands on Seiji’s chest and pushed him gently.

“Not here,” his voice was low and full of regret. He glanced around despite knowing they were the only ones in the bathroom at the moment. “Someone might see us.”

“Aren’t you dressed like this so people wouldn’t focus on the fact that I’m gay? There’s no reason to restrain ourselves.” While looking into Yuuto’s eyes, he kissed his fingers. “Let’s take advantage of that dress. Let’s give in to our desires,” he whispered in the most tempting voice ever.

Yuuto lost himself in those dark eyes, enjoying the ticklish feeling of the lips on his fingers. With a smile, he touched Seiji’s chin with the same hand and gently brought the man he loved closer.

They kissed again. As the kiss became more intense, Yuuto pushed him against the door of one of the stalls. He undid the belt but before he could lower the zipper with his teeth, a loud sound from somewhere far woke him.

With the regret filling him more than ever, he shook his head and did his best to suppress his growing lust. Seiji dropped his shoulders, giving up before even trying.

Pressing his lips, Yuuto brought his boyfriend closer to whisper in his ear. “If you behave, I’ll reward you. You won’t be able to walk tomorrow.”

Seiji face lit with a sly smile, and his eyes became full of lust.

Yuuto felt his heart thumping faster. He looks like a kid who can’t wait to play with his toy… Wait, does that mean that I’m his toy?

The thought made him blush. I don’t mind.

“Don’t make that face. You know why we can’t do it here. Just because I’m cross-dressing doesn’t mean we don’t have to be careful,” he said more to suppress his own desire. “What if someone finds out I’m a man and we’re gay? It might ruin your future. That’s the last thing I want.”

“It shouldn’t make any difference who I’m in love with in this modern world.”

“You’re right. But sadly, it does.”

“But I’m an artist. I think I have a free pass to be different,” Seiji tried to convince him. In the next second, he realized he wouldn’t change Yuuto’s mind. “It was okay for Yuuno… You worried so much but many doors open after everyone found out Yuuno was a boy who was into guys.”

“First, I’m not into guys. I like one guy. And secondly, that was Yuuno, not Yuuto. Nor Seiji,” he reminded him. “Even if you ignore that, your family will definitely know about this. Do you really want to make things even worse than already are between you?”

Seiji looked away, sulking. “You don’t have to mention them…”

“I do. They’re your family. Even if you’re on bad terms, you should’ve invited them.”

“Bad terms?” He let out a dry laugh. “Guess you erased that dinner from your memory… But I don’t want to talk about that now. Besides, I did invite my family.”

“I mean, other than Seika. And I know you didn’t invite her. She invited herself.”

“How did you?” Seiji narrowed his eyes. Then he nodded. “Yuuka.”

“Yes. Our sisters becoming friends was a bad idea, but it does have good perks… sometimes…”

Both men shuddered at the same time.

“Let’s put our sisters aside.” Seiji pulled him closer by the hand and tried to steal a kiss, but Yuuto was expecting and turned his cheek. “You worry too much.”

“I worry too much in your place,” he said, burying his face on his chest. “I don’t want anything taking the focus away from your art tonight. All I want is for everyone to see how amazing you are.”

Seiji caressed the top of Yuuto’s head.

“Thanks for that. And for everything else. If not for you, I’d be a mess… I mean, a lot more than I am now,” he added under his boyfriend’s doubtful gaze.

Smiling, Yuuto stood on his heels to give him a light kiss.

“Now let’s go. We can’t hide in the bathroom all night.” He smiled and offered a hand. “Let’s face all the critics and the public.”

Seiji flashed a tiny strained smile as he took his hand. “Don’t put more pressure on me…”

“I’m not. You’re gonna be a great artist.” Yuuto beamed as he led him to the bathroom door. “Tonight is only a little taste of your future.”

With a deep breath that didn’t help relax his tense features, they faced the people who were there to meet the artist.

***

“See? There was nothing to worry,” Yuuto said after all the formalities and everyone had greeted Seiji and complimented him for his work.

“I guess… I’m just glad that I got through everything without throwing up.”

“Were you really that nervous? It didn’t look like that to me.” He tried but couldn’t hide his smile as he made fun of the man he loved.

“Are you kidding me? As you like to say more often than necessary, I’m almost a shut-in artist. How do expect me to talk to all these people? And at the same time?” Seiji shuddered at the memory, getting a chuckle out of his boyfriend.

“I know you don’t get out a lot, but I never expected you to be this socially awkward. Didn’t you have like a lot of girlfriends before me and went to this kind of event all the time?”

“First of all, I only had one girlfriend in my entire life. The others were… acquaintances… for the lack of a better word,” he said, averting his eyes with a sheepish smile.

“Yeah, I’m not interested in my boyfriend’s previous girls.” Yuuto raised a hand to stop the topic. Seiji smiled and shrugged. “But seriously, being from the Akaishi family must mean you had a lot of high social events like this.”

Seiji let out an exhausted sigh.

“Technically, yes. But try to imagine being the only one with artistic inclinations in that kind of event. Without grades or any other useful talents, as my dear family liked to say, people were more interested in my siblings.”

“Ow, you poor rich boy.” Yuuto hugged and rested his head on Seiji, half making fun half wanting to comfort him for real.

“Yeah, yeah. No one thinks rich kids have it rough…” Despite his words, he hugged Yuuto back. “I wished I had met you before. This kind of event would’ve been fun with you around.”

“Don’t you think it’d been weird given our age difference?”

“I realized that the moment I spoke.”

They both laughed.

“I think what we have now is perfect… If we had met before, we might have not fallen in love,” Yuuto said in a low voice, his cheeks a shade of red.

“You’re right.” Seiji kissed the top of his head again.

They walked around observing the paints that had nothing to do with Seiji’s exposition.

“Mister Akaishi,” said someone behind them out of nowhere.

They both turned at the same time. All the romantic and relax mood vanished the instant Yuuto recognized his superior. “Vice-principal!”

The short man turned to him with a puzzled expression. Then he narrowed his eyes. “Have we met before? You look familiar.”

“S-she was with me during the ending ceremony,” Seiji said quickly, taking a step forward to get the vice-principal attention.

“Oh, that’s right.” His face lit with a smile. Then he bowed to Yuuto. “How could I forget? Hope you have been well.”

Thank goodness he’s had a few drinks. And nice one, Seiji, Yuuto thought, the relief filling him. I’ll make sure to give you a little extra reward tonight on top of the other. We can try that position you saw in my sister’s manga.

“I’ve been well, thank you for asking,” Yuuto answered in a high pitch voice, hoping it was enough to prevent his superior from recognizing.

“Vice-principal, I never thought I’d see you here,” Seiji said.

“I’m a lover of arts but usually I have no time. To my luck, I received the tickets from a friend. I’m surprised to find out this is your exposition, mister Akaishi. I’d never taken you for an artist. I mean, you’ve never shown much interest in the subject when you were a student.”

“Yeah, well…” Seiji glanced at his boyfriend and blushed. “I just needed the right teacher.”

Yuuto smiled and flushed too.

“Agree. Nothing better than the right woman to stir a man,” the vice-principal said, nodding and smiling at the same time.

Yuuto held his urge to laugh as he looked away. Yeah, woman.

“Speaking of which, do you remember your art teacher?”

“Of course. She never liked painting. Always prefer sculpture or drawing,” Seiji said, scowling.

“Yes. Some students have whined about that this semester… Every year, actually.” He sighed and shook his head. “But anyway, she’s moving away.”

“That’s too bad. I liked her.” Seiji didn’t sound surprised at all.

He already knows because I told him, Yuuto thought. But I’d never have dreamed the vice-principal would be here…

“Yes, her mother had an accident and she and her husband are moving south to take care of her for a few months.”

“Hope her mother gets better soon so she can come back.”

In one on one, he can handle social situations, Yuuto thought when Seiji flashed a smile.

“Me too. It was so sudden we’re having trouble looking for a substitute…”

“Hope the new teacher makes as good a job as her.”

“When we find one…” The vice-principal’s face suddenly lit as if he had a brilliant idea. “How about you? That would be great! What do you think about being the substitute art teacher at your old high school, mister Akaishi?”

“B-but I’m not a teacher… I don’t have the qualifications…”

“You’re a professional painter. I think the school and the PTA won’t mind,” he said, more excited. “How about it.”

Eh? Me and Seiji… Teaching at the same school?


Please 13 – Please call me teacher

Seiji, a teacher? At my school? Yuuto had lost track of how many times he had thought the same thing over and over.

He hugged the cushion and sat on the couch when he grew tired of lying. When he became too restless to keep sitting, he lied impatiently. Again and again he repeated the cycle. However, no matter how many times he did it, time refused to pass.

After a couple hours since Seiji had left for the meeting at school, Yuuto had been listening to any sound outside their apartment. Any footsteps could be from his boyfriend who would open the door at any second. More than once he heard the elevator and thought it was Seiji. After a few seconds, he knew it wasn’t the man he loved.

He could’ve at least brought his phone, but no, he forgot. Again. That’s what I get for falling in love with a nearly shut-in artist. Or maybe he did it on purpose so I wouldn’t call him to hear how things went, Yuuto thought, lying on the couch and throwing the cushion on the air to make the time go by a bit faster.

It made no difference. Time seemed to stretch as he waited, the seconds refusing to become minutes.

Seiji looked weird when the vice-principal offered him the job. I never imagined it was a real offer… I thought he was drunk with wine… When he called the other day to set the interview, I couldn’t believe… What’s more impressive is that Seiji actually wanted to go to the interview!

Does it mean he wants to work at his old high school? I thought for sure he just accepted the interview to mess with me, since I was freaking out with the possibility…

But the face he made when he left this morning… He’s really considering this… If he becomes a teacher… How would it be if we worked at the same place?

Yuuto picked up the cushion from the floor, embraced it and closed his eyes, imagining for a moment.

It’d be nice to see more of him… Ever since the new school term started, we haven’t had a lot of time together… and it’s my fault. I’ve been too busy, especially with my work as Yuuno increasing and helping Yuki get ready for the baby…

But if we work together, we’d risk getting caught… There’s no way he wouldn’t tease me just because we’re at school. And that’s just half the problem… I don’t trust myself near him either… I might get in the mood and do something… Again… Yuuto blushed at the memory.

The last thing I want is for everyone at school to find out about our relationship… At least not now… He hugged the cushion harder, turning to his side. We never did anything wrong but people might think we started going out when he was still a student…

Once again Yuuto wondered how would be if Seiji became the art teacher at Hyouzan school.

The first thing he imagined was Seiji sneaking up on him to steal a kiss here and there whenever he could. Or maybe something more, depending on his mood and if they had time. Or maybe it would be he who would be in the mood to increase things.

Wait, it’s not like we’re one of those couples who only think of sex all the time, he told himself, his flushed.

Once he calmed down, and his cheeks were back to its original color, he imagined his boyfriend standing before a class teaching.

It might be hard for the kids to rely on him since he’s pretty much their age. But that might make it easier for them to trust him and tell things they’d never tell an adult. And I bet he’ll like teaching kids about painting and stuff. Despite his complains, he likes to explain to me… And he did learn about sculpture and drawing when he was a kid thanks to his grandfather who encouraged him to find his calling.

Being a teacher might be good for him… And he did seem so happy when he left for the interview this morning… I might be the one wrong here… No, I’m definitely… I’m anxious because of our secret but I should be happy for him and his art to get this opportunity.

Just like he’s been supporting me. When my art got me those interviews and photo shootings, he encouraged me… He still is, even though it takes much of our time together.

Yuuto couldn’t help but feel the guilt in his heart growing. It doesn’t matter if Seiji becomes a teacher or not. I’ll support his decision the same way he’s been supporting my art.

And I’m looking at this in the wrong way. If we work in the same place, we’d have more time together. I might as well take advantage… Lunch together under the big cherry blossom tree in the school backyard is so romantic… Ever since we started dating, I felt jealous of the students doing that openly… Or maybe we could have a private moment in the roof like in the anime.

Yuuto enjoyed imagining what kind of new experience they could have. However, the instant he heard the sound of keys and the door opening, he sat on the couch and stared at the entrance. He grabbed the furniture with both hands and waited.

“You’re back so soon, honey!” he lied before his boyfriend could say anything. “How was the interview? Did you get the job? Are you a teacher at your old high school?”

Seiji blinked in surprise. Then he smiled, closed the door and took his time to take his shoes off.

“Hey, luv.” He walked to him and kissed him before loosening his tie. “I’m home.”

“Welcome back,” Yuuto blushed due to the kiss and his haste to get an answer. I can’t help it… “How was it?”

“Why are you so curious? I thought you’d support me either way.” Seiji took off his suit and walked to the kitchen to get a glass of water.

“I did, I mean, I do support whatever decision you make,” he mumbled, playing with his fingers as he averted his eyes. “I’m just… interested, that’s all…”

“That’s all, huh? I thought you were eager to know if we’re gonna work at the same place and be colleagues. Or worried if I do become a teacher, I won’t be able to control myself and out you in school.”

Yuuto looked at the floor, ashamed.

“Sorry… I shouldn’t have said those things even if I was nervous… I was being unfair to you…”

“You were. But it’s how you feel. I asked you to be honest because I wanted to hear, didn’t I?” Seiji leaned so his head was on the same height as his boyfriend. “To quell your worries, I’ll make a promise right now. I’ll behave and try to be as professional as I can be at school.”

“You got the job?”

Seiji scratched his cheek and flashed an awkward smile as he straightened his back. “I’m the newest substitute art teacher at Hyouzan high school.”

Yuuto felt a tug in his heart, ashamed for his behavior the instant he saw that strained smile. He’s holding back because of me, he knew at once. He’s been so supportive of me and yet I’ve been acting like this was all about me!

He jumped over the couch and wrapped his arms and legs around Seiji.

“Congratulations,” he said with the most sincere tone he had. When he saw that face, he felt happy from the bottom of his heart. His worries and anxiety were too petty. “I’m truly happy for you. I am. Sorry for the way I acted. You don’t have to restrain yourself because of me. You can show how happy you are about this.”

Yuuto showered him with kisses.

Seiji was still trying to keep standing with the sudden hug. When he became stable, he showed a bigger smile and hugged him back.

“Thanks.” He took off Yuuto’s glass to kiss him on the lips. “If you really feel this way about me getting a job at your school, I’m gonna ask a favor of you.”

“Yeah, of course. Anything you want. Just name it.”

Seiji put on the glass and flashed a gentle smile, “Please call me teacher.”

Yuuto widened his eyes. A second later, he laughed, happy from the bottom of this heart as he kissed Seiji again. “Yes!”


Afterword

Thank you for reading The Femboy Collection

Hope you enjoyed it. Over 200k with most of my stories. It had a bit of everything and if you was entertained, then my job is done.

If you don’t want to miss anything, sign up to my newsletter. I always send an email when I release a chapter of my web novels or any other story with cross-dressing young men.

If you enjoyed the Femboy Collection, you’ll definitely love The Cutest Demon King.

Once again, thanks for reading.
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[1] Kun is one of the honorifics Japanese people use to address to each other. It’s a way to address males, such as juniors or younger people.
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