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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 Please 2!

Hope you enjoyed it.

It was more… erotic than the first volume, but I hope you liked it. I liked writing XD. If you have time, please leave a review. It makes my day.

It’s not the end of Yuuto and Seiji’s story, but right now I’m focusing on other stories. 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 Please Call me Teacher 2, you’ll definitely love The Swimmer and the Manager. It’s a funny rom-com about a swimmer and his gay manager who likes to flirt.

I’d like to give a special thanks for Ysis Cobra for the cover art. It’s too cute.

Once again, thanks for reading.
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