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I noticed my favorite lounging-around-the-house shirt hanging out of one of Eli's dresser drawers as I passed by in the hallway. That was a slight problem, given that I'd been hunting it down for a couple days.

It wasn't the worst thing he could have taken from me, but I also struggled to understand why he would leave it somewhere so visible if he went through the trouble of taking it in the first place. I didn't even confront him immediately, not wanting to assume the worst of my bestie.

Instead, I gave myself a little time to gather my thoughts. I let my mind roam, wondering why he might have wanted to steal my shirt in the first place. If this was the first time he'd done it... if it was only my shirts. Before long, I was thinking about Eli in a whole different light.

He’d always been cute. That wasn’t new.

What was new was the way my brain refused to let the thought go. The shirt wasn’t the problem. It was the idea of him choosing it. Of him standing there, deciding it fit him well enough to keep.

That lingered longer than it should have.

Worse still, he probably didn't think of me that way in the slightest. Not since he knew me before my transition. Still, he was my best friend, and what sort of friend would I have been if I didn't at least give him a little grief over the situation?

I walked back to his room about fifteen minutes later and leaned against the door frame, arms crossed, watching him for a second before saying anything.

He was laying on the edge of the bed with his legs draped over the sides as he scrolled through something on his phone. Casual. Too casual. Like he hadn’t stolen one of my tops and decided to boldly live with that decision.

“Hey,” I said.

He glanced up, slow, like he already knew I was there. “Hey.”

My eyes flicked down to the drawer, then back to him. “That’s my shirt.”

He didn’t even look. “No it’s not.”

“It absolutely is.”

“Pretty sure it’s mine.”

“It has a coffee stain on the inside hem from when you tripped over the coffee table and blamed me for moving it.”

That made him pause. Just for a second. Then he exhaled, rolling his eyes as he tossed his phone onto the bed beside him. “Okay, first of all, I didn’t trip, the table was in a different place than usual—”

“It was not.”

“—and second of all,” he continued, talking over me now, “you left it in the laundry pile for like, a week. That’s basically abandonment.”

I pushed off the door frame and walked into the room, stopping just short of the bed. “That’s not how ownership works.”

“It is if I say it is.”

My gaze dropped again, more deliberately this time, taking in the rest of the drawer. Not just the shirt. A few other things. Soft fabrics. Colors I knew weren’t his usual. Things I recognized from my own time shopping in stores he didn’t, conventionally, belong in.

He noticed. Eli always noticed when someone was noticing him. His shoulders shifted, just slightly, and he reached over like he might close the drawer, then didn’t. Settled for resting his hand on the edge instead.

“It’s comfortable,” he said, a little too quickly. “And it fits.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s kind of the problem.”

He snorted, like that was a joke, but it didn’t land the way he wanted it to. I could see the edge of something else under it. Not embarrassment. Not exactly. Awareness, maybe.

I leaned forward just enough to hook a finger in the fabric and pull the shirt the rest of the way out. It was wrinkled, like he’d worn it recently. The thought sat there for a second longer than it needed to.

“You’ve got your own clothes,” I said.

“Yeah, and sometimes I like yours better,” he shot back, a little sharper now. “Is that illegal?”

“No,” I said evenly. “Just specific. Sometimes inconvenient, as of late.”

That got a reaction. Small, quick, gone just as fast. He looked away, jaw tightening for a second before he forced it back into something looser.

“You’re reading into it.”

“I’m really not.”

“You are,” he insisted, standing up now like he needed the movement. “It’s just clothes. Fabric. People wear different stuff all the time.”

“Mm.”

That non-answer irritated him more than anything else I could’ve said. I could see it in the way he turned back toward me, like he was gearing up to argue harder.

“It doesn’t mean anything,” he added.

There it was. I tilted my head slightly, antagonizing him further with a curious, “Did I say it did?”

He opened his mouth, then stopped. Closed it again.

Right.

For a second, neither of us said anything. The room settled around it, quiet in that way that felt like it was waiting for one of us to move first.

I let the shirt hang loosely from my hand, watching him instead.

He looked… fine. Normal. Same Eli as always. Slightly messy black hair, oversized hoodie, the kind of comfortable slouch that made him look like he belonged wherever he was. Cute, to my eyes.

“Okay,” he said finally, exhaling like he’d decided something. “Even if it was what you think it is—”

“I didn’t say—”

“—hypothetically,” he cut in, holding up a hand. “If it was, it wouldn’t matter.”

“Why not?”

“Because,” he said, a little defensive now, “I could pull it off better than half the people you see out anyway.”

I didn’t answer right away. Just looked at him. He shifted under it, like he was waiting for me to laugh, or push, or do something predictable. Something he could respond to.

I didn’t. Instead, I let my gaze drop, slow and deliberate, taking him in the same way I’d looked at the drawer. Not obvious. Not exaggerated. Just… thorough.

Then back up. “You think so?” I asked.

He hesitated. There it was again. That flicker. “Yeah,” he said, but there was less weight behind it now. “I mean. Probably.”

“Probably?” I repeated.

“Yeah.”

I stepped a little closer, closing the space just enough that he noticed. Not enough to crowd him. Just enough to shift the tone.

“Would you be willing to test that?” I asked.

He blinked. Once. Then again, like he needed a second to catch up. “…What?”

“You said you could pull it off,” I said, lifting the shirt slightly. “I’m curious if that’s true or not.”

He didn’t answer right away. Then, a little quieter, almost hesitant, “And you’d know?”

“Wouldn't I?"

His jaw tightened again. There it was again. That edge. The line between irritation and something else.

"What do you even want me to do?" he asked.

I held his gaze for a second longer than I needed to, then lifted the shirt slightly between us. “Start with this,” I said. “Let’s see how confident you really are.”

Eli didn’t move right away. His eyes dropped to the fabric, then back to me, like he was still trying to decide if this was something he could walk back from without it sticking. For a second, it almost looked like he might.

Then his jaw tightened. “Fine,” he muttered.

He grabbed the hem of his hoodie and pulled it up in one quick motion, like getting it over with mattered more than how it looked. The fabric caught briefly at his shoulders before he tugged it free and tossed it onto the bed without looking.

Underneath, he had on a thin black t-shirt that clung just enough to show the lines of him underneath. Not bulky. Not sharp. Just… there. The kind of shape you only really noticed if you were paying attention.

I was.

He didn’t like that.

“Don’t start,” he said, already defensive.

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You don’t have to.”

That was fair.

I stepped forward just enough to offer him the shirt. He hesitated for a fraction of a second before taking it, fingers brushing mine briefly as he did.

He turned away almost immediately, like putting his back to me would reset something. It didn’t.

“Happy?” he asked, already pulling his own shirt off, voice edged with something tight.

I didn’t answer. Just watched.

He knew I was. I could see it in the way his shoulders pulled in slightly, the way his movements got just a little more deliberate, like he was suddenly aware of everything he was doing.

The shirt slipped over his head, catching briefly before settling into place. It fit. Not perfectly. Not the way it did on me.

Better.

The neckline dipped lower, just enough to change the shape of him. The fabric hung softer across his frame, shifting the way his shoulders looked, the way his chest read at a glance. Subtle, but not ignorable.

He adjusted it without thinking, fingers brushing the hem, then stilled when he realized what he was doing.

“…Well?” he asked, not turning around yet.

I took a step closer.

“Turn around.”

“You’re kidding.”

“If you’re going to do it,” I said, “do it right."

He exhaled, something between a laugh and a complaint, but he turned anyway.

I didn’t rush it. Let my eyes move slowly, taking in the way the shirt fell on him, the way it softened his frame instead of hiding it. The way he held himself, half defensive, half waiting.

“You’re not laughing,” he said after a second.

“No.”

“…Why not?”

“Because you were right.”

“Don’t,” he said quietly.

I didn’t answer that. Instead, I closed the space between us just a little more, lifting my hand without touching him yet. Close enough that he noticed. Close enough that he didn’t move away.

“You said you could pull it off,” I said. “I’m just letting you know that you were right. You usually love that.”

My fingers brushed lightly against the fabric at his waist. He went still. Not pulling back. Not leaning in. Just… there.

“You’re not helping,” he muttered.

“I’m really not trying to.”

That earned me a look. A sharp one. But it didn’t last. Because I didn’t move my hand. Just let it rest there, light, barely there, like I was giving him time to decide what this was.

His breath shifted first. Then his shoulders. Then, slowly, like he didn’t want to make it obvious, he relaxed into it.

“You could do more than this,” I said quietly.

“More?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

He hesitated again, but it was different this time. Not pulling back. Not resisting. Thinking.

“What… what do you mean?” he asked.

I let my hand fall away and stepped back just enough to break the contact, nodding toward the hallway.

“My room,” I said. “If you’re going to do it, do it properly.”

He followed the motion of my gaze, then looked back at me.

“You’re serious.”

“I’ve been serious.”

“…This is stupid,” he said.

“Probably.”

“And we’re really doing this?”

I held his gaze. “That depends,” I said. “Are you still confident?”

A moment passed.

“…Yeah,” he said, quiet but firm.

I turned without another word, already heading toward my room. I didn’t check if he followed. I didn’t have to. I could hear the soft movement of him behind me, just a step behind, like he was still deciding whether to commit.

I stopped at my door, opened it, and stepped inside without looking back. My room was exactly how it always was—messy in the way that made sense to me, with clothes on the chair, shoes by the door, and a few random things scattered around that I’d meant to put away and hadn’t.

Eli stopped in the doorway, watching, his posture a little tighter than it had been a minute ago.

“Now what?” he asked.

“Close the door.”

He hesitated, then did it.

For a second, neither of us moved.

I turned to face him, leaning against the dresser, arms crossed, waiting.

He shifted where he stood. “This is weird.”

“Is it?”

He didn’t answer right away. “Maybe not the weirdest thing we’ve done.” A beat. “But close.”

I smiled, just a little. “You’re overthinking it.”

“Hard not to when you’re looking at me like that.”

“Like what?”

He exhaled, like he didn’t want to say it. “Like you’re waiting for something.”

“Maybe I am.”

He glanced away, then back. “What, exactly?”

I tilted my head slightly. “You tell me.”

Another pause. Then, quieter, “You want me to try on more of your clothes.”

“Not just try them on.”

He swallowed. “Then what?”

I pushed off the dresser and walked toward him, slow, stopping just short of touching. “I want to see how far you’re willing to take it.”

He didn’t move. Didn’t step back. But I could see the shift in his breathing, the way his fingers twitched at his sides.

“You’re not joking,” he said, like he was just now realizing it.

“Never have been.”

“This is… a lot,” he said, quieter now. Not joking. Not deflecting. He stared at me for a second longer, then let out a breath that was almost a laugh.

“Okay,” he said, like he was deciding something. “Fine.”

I didn’t answer. Just watched him.

His hand stayed there for a second longer, like he was waiting for me to tell him to stop.

I didn’t.

He exhaled through his nose, sharp, and finished pulling it off.

He hesitated again, then reached for the hem of the shirt he was wearing—my shirt—and pulled it up, slower this time. More deliberate. Like he knew I was watching.

I was.

He dropped it onto the floor without looking, standing there in just his jeans, his chest bare, his posture still a little tense, but not as much as before.

“Better?” he asked, trying for casual and missing.

I let my gaze move over him, taking my time, not rushing. He noticed. Of course he did.

“Almost,” I said.

He exhaled, a mix of nerves and something else. “What else?”

I nodded toward my closet. “Go look.”

He glanced over, then back at me. “You’re not gonna pick for me?”

“I could,” I said. “But I think you’ll enjoy it more if you do it yourself.”

He gave me a look, but he moved. Stepped past me, toward the closet, and opened it. Stared for a second, then reached in, fingers brushing over the hangers.

I watched him. The way his back shifted, the way his hand moved, the way he hesitated before pulling something out.

It was a dress. Simple, black, soft fabric. Something I’d worn once and forgotten about.

He held it up, looking at it, then at me. “This what you had in mind?”

I shrugged. “If you want it to be.”

As much as I could have told him exactly what to do, there was something better about letting him choose it himself.

He stared at it for another second, then exhaled, like he was making a decision. “Fine.”

He stepped back, set the dress on the bed, then reached for his belt. Undid it slowly, like he was giving himself time to change his mind.

He didn’t.

His jeans hit the floor, followed by his boxers, and suddenly he was standing there, completely naked, like it was no big deal.

It was.

I let myself look. Really look. The way his body curved, the softness of him, the way he held himself like he wasn’t sure if he should be embarrassed or not.

He noticed. Of course he did.

“Stop staring,” he muttered, but there was no heat in it.

“Why would I do that?”

He glanced at me, then away, reaching for the dress. “Just… shut up.”

I didn’t. But I didn’t say anything either. Just watched as he slipped the dress over his head, let it settle around him.

It fit better than I expected. The fabric clung to his waist, flared slightly at the hips, hung just right against his thighs. He smoothed his hands over it, adjusting, then looked up at me.

“Well?” he asked, trying for confident and not quite getting there.

I stepped closer. “Turn around.”

He hesitated, then did it. Slowly, like he was still testing whether this was real.

I let my eyes follow the lines of him, the way the dress moved with him, the way it changed the shape of him just enough to make something in me tighten.

“You look good,” I said.

He glanced back at me over his shoulder. “You’re just saying that.”

“I’m not.”

He turned back to face me, shifting slightly, like he was getting used to the feel of the fabric against his skin. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

He swallowed. “And now what?”

I reached out, slow, giving him time to pull away if he wanted to. He didn’t.

My fingers brushed against his waist.

He stilled. Not pulling away. Not leaning in.

Then, slowly, I let my hand drift lower, tracing the hem of the dress where it met his thigh.

He tensed, just a little, but didn’t stop me.

“Now,” I said, “we see how much you like dressing up to be undressed for someone." I leaned in just enough that my breath ghosted against his ear. "You're a pretty little thing like this, Eli. You know that?"

He didn't answer right away, but I felt the way his breath caught. Then, barely a whisper, "I didn't... I didn't think you'd actually—"

I let my hand slide higher, just under the fabric, fingers brushing against the bare skin of his hip. "Didn't think I'd what? Notice?"

He shivered. Just slightly. "Yeah."

I smiled against his ear. "I noticed."

He exhaled, shaky, like he was trying to hold onto some control and failing. "This is... this is weird."

"Is it?" I asked, letting my hand drift lower, teasing the edge of where the dress ended. "Because you don't sound like you hate it."

He didn't answer. Just stood there, letting me touch him, his body tense but not pulling away.

I let my fingers trail further, just barely brushing against the inside of his thigh. He sucked in a breath.

"Maya," he said, quiet, like a warning.

I hummed. "What?"

"You're... you're really doing this."

"I am," I said, moving my hand just a little higher, feeling the way his muscles tensed under my touch. "Are you going to stop me?"

He didn't say anything for a long second. Then, barely audible, "No."

That was all I needed.

I gave him a second.

Then I turned him slightly, guiding him back toward the bed, and he let me. Didn't resist. Didn't argue. Just followed, his breath coming a little faster now, his hands twitching at his sides like he didn't know what to do with them.

I pushed him down gently, just enough that he sat on the edge of the mattress, looking up at me with wide eyes, his lips slightly parted.

“You look good like this,” I said, stepping between his legs. “Really good.”

He swallowed hard but didn’t answer.

I reached down, sliding my hands under the hem of the dress, pushing it up slowly, exposing more of him. He didn't stop me. Just watched, his breath hitching as the fabric bunched around his waist.

I let my fingers trail over his thighs, watching the way his body reacted, the way he shifted under my touch.

"Maya," he breathed, like he wasn't sure if he wanted me to keep going or stop.

My fingers slid higher, just under the fabric.

He tensed hard this time, his hand catching my wrist before I could go further.

He held it there. Not pushing me away. Not letting me continue.

“Maya,” he said, and this time it wasn’t a warning. It was a question.

I looked at him. Didn’t move.

“You can stop me,” I said.

His grip tightened for a second.

Then loosened.

Slowly, he let go.

“…I’m not going to,” he said.

That was different.

That was enough.

I didn't stop. Instead, I moved my hands higher, brushing against the sensitive skin at the crease of his thighs, just shy of where he was already starting to harden.

He gasped, his hands gripping the edge of the bed. "Fuck."

I smiled, leaning down just enough to whisper against his ear. "You like this, don't you?"

He didn't answer right away. Then, barely a whisper, "Yeah."

I let my fingers brush against him, light, teasing, just enough to make him shudder. "Good."

He let out a shaky breath, his hips twitching slightly, like he was trying not to push into my touch. "You're... you're not playing fair."

"Who said I was playing?"

He made a sound, somewhere between a laugh and a moan, and I took that as permission to keep going.

I slid my hand further, wrapping my fingers around him, feeling the way he throbbed against my palm. He gasped, his back arching just slightly.

"Maya—"

"Shh," I murmured, stroking him slowly, watching the way his eyes fluttered shut. "Just feel it."

He did. His head fell back, his breath coming in short, sharp pants as I moved my hand, steady and deliberate, not rushing.

"God," he muttered, his fingers digging into the mattress. "You're... you're gonna make me—"

"Yeah," I said, tightening my grip just enough to make him whimper. "That's the idea."

He groaned, his hips bucking slightly, like he couldn't help it. "Fuck, I—"

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against his jaw. "Come for me, Eli."

He did. Hard. His whole body tensed, a choked sound escaping him as he spilled over my hand, his breath ragged, his fingers trembling where they clutched the bed.

I didn't stop until he was completely spent, his body going slack under me, his head falling forward against my shoulder.

For a second, neither of us moved. Just breathed.

Then, quietly, "Holy shit."

A smile pulled at my lips as I spoke quietly, "When you're up for it, the top left drawer has my underwear in it. Not going to lie to you, Eli, not going to tease about this. I want to fuck you. Bad. Face down, ass up, panties pulled to the side."

I didn't give him time to respond, "And you're welcome to say no. But... if you don't, I'm going to fuck you like you're mine." I leaned in, kissing the shell of his ear, "And I'm not going to let you forget it."

I let him think about it. Let him decide. He didn't take long.

"Okay," he said, quiet but sure.

I smiled against his skin. "Good boy."

He shivered, and I knew I had him. Knew he wanted this just as much as I did.

I pulled back just enough to look at him, my hand still resting on his thigh. "Go pick something out."

He nodded, swallowing hard, then stood up on slightly shaky legs and moved toward the dresser. I watched him, my eyes tracing the lines of him, the way the dress still clung to his frame, the way he moved with a new kind of confidence now, even if his legs were still shaky.

He opened the drawer, hesitated for just a second, then reached in, pulling out a pair of orange and black lace panties. He held them for a moment, like he was considering, then turned back to me.

"These?" he asked, his voice a little rough.

I smiled. "Perfect."

He exhaled, like he was bracing himself, then stepped out of the dress, letting it pool on the floor before slipping the panties on. They fit him perfectly, the lace clinging to his skin, the colors vivid against his pale thighs.

I stood up, moving toward him, my eyes locked on him. "Turn around."

He did, slowly, his breath catching as I stepped up behind him, my hands sliding over his hips, gripping them firmly.

"You look incredible," I murmured, leaning in to press a kiss against his neck.

He shuddered, his hands twitching at his sides. "Maya..."

I slid one hand down, over the lace, letting my fingers brush against him through the fabric. He gasped, his hips pushing back against me instinctively.

"Fuck," he breathed, his head falling forward.

I smiled against his skin, my other hand moving to his chest, holding him steady as I pressed my hips against his ass, letting him feel how hard I was for him.

"You want this?" I asked, my voice low, my lips brushing against his ear.

"Yes," he gasped, his hands gripping my wrists where they held him. "God, yes."

"Good," I murmured, sliding my fingers under the lace, pulling it aside just enough to expose him. "Because if you thought my hand felt good, baby girl."

He moaned softly as I pressed against him, teasing him, just barely pushing in before pulling back. His body trembled, his breath coming in short, sharp pants.

"Please," he whispered, his voice desperate. "Please, Maya..."

"Yeah, yeah," I purred as I shifted my shorts and panties out of the way to free my cock.

I smiled, my grip returning to his hips and tightening as I lined myself up against his tight pucker. With a little sympathy and more than a bit of spit, I pushed into him.

"Fuck," he gasped, his fingers digging into my wrists. "You're so... so fucking big..."

I pressed in slowly, not forcing it, letting him feel it first.

He flinched, a sharp intake of breath, his hands gripping tighter around my wrists.

“Wait—”

I stopped. Didn’t pull away. Just held there.

“You okay?”

He nodded too quickly, then shook his head once, like he didn’t know which answer was right.

“…Keep going,” he said, quieter.

I did. Slower this time. Letting him adjust instead of taking it all at once. Before long, the clench of his hole relaxed enough to welcome more of my cock.

I groaned, my forehead pressing against his shoulder as I bottomed out, my hips flush against his ass. "You feel amazing," I breathed, my hands sliding up his sides, under the lace, feeling the heat of his skin.

He whimpered, his body clenching around me as I started to move, slow at first, then faster, harder, my hips snapping against his with each thrust. His moans filled the room, desperate and needy, his body moving with mine, pushing back to meet each thrust.

In the span of seconds, Eli went from sharp breaths and gasps to whorish moans, his cries filling our apartment and goading me into pounding his tight hole harder.

"Maya," he gasped, his voice breaking. "I'm... I'm gonna—"

"Of course you are," I growled, my hand sliding down to wrap around him, stroking him in time with my thrusts. "Come all over those pretty panties."

He did, with a cry, his body tensing, his release spilling over my fingers, the lace and cotton soaking the majority of it up. The feeling of him clenching around me almost pushed me over the edge, but I held back, wanting to draw this out just a little longer.

I slowed my pace, letting him catch his breath, my hands still roaming over his body, tracing the lines of him, feeling the way he trembled under my touch.

"Maya," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "That was... fuck..."

I smiled, pressing a kiss against his shoulder. "We're not done yet, baby."

He let out a shaky laugh, his body still twitching with aftershocks. "You're gonna kill me."

"No," I murmured, sliding out of him slowly, making him gasp. "I'm just gonna make you mine."

I turned him around, guiding him back onto the bed, his legs spreading instinctively as I moved between them. I pushed the ruined panties aside, my cock sliding against him, already slick and desperate for more.

He looked up at me, his eyes wide, his lips parted, his chest rising and falling with each breath. "Maya..."

I leaned down, capturing his lips in a deep, possessive kiss as I pushed back into him, his body welcoming me in, tight and hot and perfect. He moaned against my mouth, his arms wrapping around my neck, pulling me closer as I set a steady rhythm, my hips moving against his in a way that had both of us gasping for breath.

Even as I lavished his tender neck with kiss after hungry kiss while enjoying how blissfully tight he was, it still didn’t feel real. My best friend, my partner in crime… was wrapped around my cock.

It didn't take long for the tension to build again, our bodies moving together, desperate and needy, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until it snapped, sending us both over the edge.

“God damn it, Eli, I’m about to—“

“Breed me?”

The question sounded more like a suggestion, and I wasn’t in a place to ignore it.

I came deep inside him, my body shuddering with the force of it, his own release spilling between us, hot and sticky.

We collapsed together, breathless and trembling, our bodies tangled in the sheets, the lace of his panties still clinging to his skin. I held him close, my fingers tracing lazy patterns on his back as we both came down from the high.

He was quiet for a while after. Not pulling away. Not leaning in either. Just… there.

“So,” he said eventually, voice a little rough. “That happened.”

“Yeah.”

Another pause.

His fingers tightened slightly where they rested against me. “We’re not just going to pretend this is normal, right?”

I watched him for a second.

“Do you want to?”

He didn’t answer that.

Not right away.

He was quiet for a second, then, "I... I didn't expect... any of that."

"Neither did I," I admitted, my hand sliding down to rest on his hip. "But I wouldn't complain if it kept happening, either.”

“I mean, I’m not sure that I would either,” he said softly. “But I don’t know what that looks like.”

“I guess it starts with you sleeping in my room from now on,” I said.

A sheepish smile took his lips, “If we’re doing that, I think it’s only fair that I get to go through your clothes whenever?”

“Oh, by all means, baby girl.”
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