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It’s your fault for being too cute!

What have I done…?

Victor couldn’t believe his own action.

Why did I do this…?

Even now, he couldn’t explain. Not even to himself.

Cold sweat came down his neck as he stared at the girl’s swimsuit before him.

I can’t believe I really went back for this… It should’ve been just a joke, but then… why Yuri had to look so cute wearing this…? It’s his fault for being too cute! Even though he’s a guy!

As Victor thought of his best friend, the image of him wearing the swimsuit came to his mind. And along with the memory, came a stir between his legs.

Shit! I can’t keep remembering that!

Clear your mind, Victor! Don’t think about your friend and how cute he looked wearing this and how he gave you this boner!

The boy emptied his mind, trying not to think of anything.

It worked.

But only for a second; the memory of the swimsuit was still there.

And the stir between his legs grew.

The blood flowed to his member, making it hard.

Fuck!

Victor pressed his eyes with his hands, trying to ignore the vision.

But it was a mistake.

When he pressed his eyelids, he could only see Yuri wearing that red high cut one-piece swimsuit again.

Damn… he looked so cute… If he had gotten on all fours, I’d fucked his ass until it became a boy pussy…

Fuck!

Why the hell a boy looks so good wearing a girl’s swimsuit?

How did I end up having a boner for my friend…?

Victor invited Yuri to spend the long holiday at the beach house with his family.

Earlier that day, the boys were so bored after lunch they decided to wander aimlessly on the shore, hoping to find something interesting to fill the time until the party they were going later.

And they did find something.

Lying on the sand near the beginning of the reef area, was a female swimsuit.

No way… a nudist…

Like most young men, the idea of the owner of that swimsuit swimming naked nearby aroused Victor.

They looked around but found no one in the area beside them.

“H-hey… do you think… the owner is… swimming naked… right now…?” Victor asked with a strange expression as his head filled with as much image as his imagination could make.

He couldn’t help but blush and get hard with those visions.

They looked around once again but found no one who could be the owner.

It looked as if someone had simply undressed and thrown the swimsuit away.

Victor gulped as he stared at the clothes.

C-can we t-take it…? He wondered, too embarrassed to say aloud.

It’s not a crime, right…?

I mean, it’s just lying here…

But what would I do with it…?

As Victor imagined what he could do, Yuri, who was more interested in the swimsuit than looking for the owner, bent down to pick the clothes.

“Dude! What are you doing? Don’t touch it! Leave it there,” Victor said in a hushed voice, looking around.

Damn it! He was faster than me! I knew he wanted as much as me!

Yuri laughed and flashed a smile as he looked at his friend, leaving the swimsuit on the sand.

“You’re too nervous.” He waved his hand to dismiss the idea. Then he stopped and narrowed his eyes. “Or are you just mad because I almost got the swimsuit first?” he asked, his voice full of teasing.

As Victor pressed his lips and tried to think of a reply, the slender boy undressed his shirt and trunks in a second.

Victor’s mind went blank and his eyes wide as he stared at his naked friend.

“Dude, what the hell are you doing?” he asked, averting his eyes, his face red. Even without looking directly, he could still see his friend’s wiener. “This isn’t a nude beach!”

Yuri laughed again, more teasing than joyful.

“I just thought of something funny. But what’s the matter with me getting naked?” The slender boy looked at him with a sly expression, turning his body towards his friend. “There’s no one near us anyway…”

“That doesn’t mean you can just get naked out of nowhere!” Victor said, his voice higher than he wished.

“Are you that nervous about being near a naked boy?” His voice had dropped to a whisper, but it was more teasing than ever.

Victor stared at him without saying anything, having trouble to maintain his eyes level. Even so, his friend’s dick was still in his field of vision.

Dude, your dong’s like calling me… and why do you shave your bikini area? Wait, I don’t wanna know… It’s best if I don’t know…

After a while, Yuri’s smile vanished, and he sighed.

“Guess you’re right. I can’t be naked on this beach,” he said in his normal tone of voice, bending down to pick up his clothes.

But, as Victor relaxed, Yuri picked up the swimsuit instead of his trunks.

Before he could say anything, his friend put on the girl’s swimsuit.

Holy… shit…

The swimsuit fitted him perfectly.

His slender shoulders and arms looked sexier in that tight fabric. His legs seemed longer in the high cut swimsuit. Even his bulge, completely visible and highlighting that he was a man, looked cute all squished.

I… what…

Victor’s mouth hung opened as he stared the figure of his best friend in that tight red swimsuit. He tried to speak but couldn’t; he had lost his voice.

“So? What do you think?” Yuri asked with a huge smile, turning around. His firm but was pretty much exposed, which made him look sexier than he already was. “Does it look funny or this swimsuit looks good on me?”

The boy in the girl’s swimsuit bent his back a little and raised his butt to give it more highlight. Then he placed a hand on the back of his head and puckered up his lips, as if in a photo shoot.

Holy… shit… Yuri looks… he looks so fucking cute…

Even cuter than that day…

It wasn’t the first time Victor had seen Yuri dressed as a girl.

On the first day of college, the seniors pranked all the freshmen.

The boys dressed as girls, put on makeup and asked for money at the traffic lights.

The girls were showered with washable blue paint and also had to ask for money with the boys.

All the money was used to pay for the booze at the freshmen welcoming party.

Of course, neither Victor nor Yuri had escaped the prank.

The problem was that, while Victor looked ridiculous in the dress and makeup like 99% of the freshmen, Yuri looked cute.

It was as if the slender and petite boy was meant to dress as a girl.

At the party, while Victor put his normal clothes back, Yuri remained in the miniskirt. Even the upperclassmen hit on him, despite knowing what he had between the legs.

Thanks to the booze, Victor felt jealous that night.

Jealous and other strange feelings.

But to this day, he had ignored all that.

He wasn’t gay to have those feelings for his male friend.

But now, seeing Yuri in that sexy swimsuit, he couldn’t help but get a boner.

Fuck…

“So? Do I look cute?” Yuri asked again.

Victor gulped many times.

What do you want me to say, dude? You look sexy as hell! If you were a girl, I’d be wishing I could bang you right now!

“I-I don’t know w-what to say… you’re a d-dude…there’s no way you’d look g-good in a girl’s swimsuit…” he lied, making sure he didn’t meet his friend’s eyes.

Yuri said nothing.

The lack of answer only made him more nervous. When the waiting became unbearable, he glanced at Yuri through the corner of his eyes.

At once he knew his friend had seen through him. Victor realized his face was too red to hide anything. Damn it… me and my lack of poker face…

The boy in the swimsuit still said nothing as he stared at his friend with a satisfied smug.

Fuck… he’s enjoying teasing me too much… just because he looks hot in a girl’s swimsuit…

Fuck… my dick’s getting harder… if he notices my boner, he’ll tease me forever…

Victor tried to force himself to look at anywhere but his friend.

But it was too hard to take his eyes off Yuri; the vision of that boy in the dark red swimsuit was too sexy and impossible to look away.

“It looks great on you! Are you happy?” he shouted.

No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t see his male best friend as anything other than cute and sexy. I can see his bulge, but even that’s not a deal-breaker… what the hell is wrong with me…? No, wait, it’s not me. It’s his fault for being so cute!

“Just as I thought. I look good in anything,” Yuri said, not bothering to hide his pride, his smile bigger as he made more poses that went from cute to sexy.

Damn it… don’t show me a smile like that while wearing that swimsuit… it’s making me more confused than ever!

“We need to take a photo,” Yuri said, searching the pockets of his pants on the sand for his phone. “We need to show this to the guys.”

“Are you crazy? Do you really want the guys seeing you… like this…?” He gestured to the swimsuit. I wanted to keep this to myself…

“I don’t mind. I bet if we don’t say it’s me, they’ll get hard. Maybe even jerk off thanks to me,” Yuri’s smile turned mischievous.

I already am hard…

Half reluctant, half wanting to save that vision forever, Victor took Yuri’s phone and snapped a few photos.

After the boy in the girl’s swimsuit was satisfied, he took his phone back.

“Are you satisfied? Can you take that off now?” Victor asked.

Yuri turned to him with a sly smile.

“You’re awfully eager to get me naked, aren’t you?”

Victor blushed and looked away, keeping his silence.

With a last laugh, Yuri took off the upper part of the swimsuit, enough to reveal his chest. Then he snapped one more photo.

“That’s only for you,” he said with a smile full of meaning.

Victor said nothing as his phone vibrated with a message.

After that, Yuri undressed the swimsuit and put his clothes back.

The friends head back without saying anything, pretending nothing out of the ordinary had happened…

Victor leaned against the wall and covered his face with both hands, sighing into his palms.

If it were only that, it’d be okay… more or less… confusing as hell, though, the boy thought. Then he sneaked a peek at the swimsuit through his fingers. Why did I have to go back and take the swimsuit…? Actually, why was this still there after hours…? Where’s the owner?

No matter how much he tried, Victor couldn’t come up with an answer to those question. Then, as he mulled over, a previous question popped into his head again.

Why Yuri had to look so cute and sexy wearing this…? Even though he’s a guy…

It’s not fair! It’s confusing!

As Victor stared at the swimsuit, he felt a stir between his legs. Then, before he could stop his urge, he put a hand inside his pants and wrapped his fingers around the hardening member.

But as he stroked his dick, he heard steps coming to his room.

Oh, fuck…

As he pulled his hand from his pants and covered the swimsuit with a pillow with the other hand, the door opened.

“Hey, Victor. Let’s go to the party,” Yuri said in his usual cheerful voice.

“H-hey, Yuri… w-what party?” Victor stuttered as he avoided looking into his best friend’s eyes.

“What party…?” To Victor’s luck, the delicate boy was too surprised by the question to notice anything strange. “The one we’ve been talking about since yesterday, you idiot.”

“O-oh, yeah… I-I forgot about it…”

Fuck… I can’t keep acting like this… or he’ll find out…

I can’t believe seeing my best friend in a girl’s swimsuit is making me this weird…

His luck ended. Yuri had noticed something strange in his best friend.

The girlish boy narrowed his eyes and came closer to the bed.

“Why are you acting so weird?” he asked in a low voice, crossing his arms.

“W-what a-are you t-talking, Yuri…? I-I’m not a-acting w-weird or a-anything…”

Fuck! I can’t keep a secret if it was to save my fucking life! Might as well tell him I got a boner thanks to him in the swimsuit. And also about that time in the freshmen’s party too!

“Hm…”

Yuri sat on the bed next to Victor. He got even closer and stared his best friend’s in the eyes while humming.

Why are you so close, Yuri? You don’t need to get this close…

Despite his feelings, Victor held his best friend’s stare.

As the seconds went by, his dick became harder.

Damn it… he’s too cute… even without dressing as a girl…

I only saw him like that at the freshmen’s party… and only then… I’d never had this boner today if not for that damn swimsuit…

The moment he thought of the culprit of all this, he glanced at the pillow.

It was a huge mistake.

His glance only lasted a heartbeat, but that was enough for Yuri to notice.

The girlish boy looked at where his friend’s gaze was.

Fuck!

Despite being closer, Victor had trouble moving fast with his hard dick.

The girlish boy jumped on top his friend and reached his hand out, getting to the pillow first.

The next moment, he found the swimsuit and pulled.

Yuri stared at it with a blank expression.

“The swimsuit from this morning…?” he asked, his cool voice not showing any hint of what was in his mind. “Why do you have it?”

Victor couldn’t look him in the eyes.

“Why?” he asked again, this time in a slightly higher voice.

Victor winced.

“I don’t know,” he admitted in a whisper. “After dinner, I was bored and went to walk. Before I realized, I was near the reef… and the swimsuit was still there… then I just picked it up and brought it home…”

“Okay… but why…?”

Despite speaking with his low and cool tone again, Victor felt worse than if his best friend had mocked him.

If he was making fun of me, I could at least get mad…

“I don’t know,” Victor said again, his eyes fixed on the bed.

Yuri kept quiet, waiting for a real answer.

Victor couldn’t bring himself to say anything.

The awkward silence filled the room.

Then, without a word, the girlish boy left the room. A few seconds later, he heard another door shutting in the distance.

I’m an idiot, Victor thought, sinking his face on both hands again. Why did I have to take that swimsuit…? Just because my friend looked cute? That’s more than a perverted answer…

As he lost himself in his thoughts, the door of his room opened again.

When he raised his head, he had no reaction to what he was seeing.

“Why… why… why…” Victor couldn’t finish the question.

Yuri had come back, once again wearing the deep red high-cut swimsuit.

With a mischievous smile, the girlish boy ran a hand over his belly slowly.

“I think I know the answer to my question. You took this swimsuit because the cute sight of me wearing this mesmerized you. Am I right?” he asked in his usual bright and cocky voice.

Victor still hadn’t found words. He tried his best and managed to mumble a few times, but nothing resembling human language.

“Since I don’t speak whatever language you’re trying to use, I’ll go ahead and say that I’m right,” Yuri said, coming closer. “You went back for this swimsuit because you were hoping I’d put this on again.”

Victor blushed, gulped and leaned back as far as he could. But when his back stopped touching the wall, there was nowhere to run.

“Why are you so nervous? It’s only me, dressed in a girl’s swimsuit. Again.” Yuri had the fake innocent expression. “Even though I’m, like, super cute, there’s no reason for you to be this nervous… or is there…?”

Victor said nothing. He couldn’t. He couldn’t even look his best friend in the eyes. Damn it… I can’t look at him like that… I’m gonna get another boner…

Yuri sat on the bed and came even closer.

Before Victor thought, he moved to the other side and fell from the bed.

“Are you alright? Did you hurt anything?” Yuri asked in a more serious voice, looking down at his friend on the floor. But even with that tone, there was a note of teasing.

Victor closed his eyes and exhaled. The next moment, still without looking at his cute friend, he sat on his knees. Then, with a deep breath, he looked at the figure of his girly best friend dressed in that sexy swimsuit.

Thump. Thump.

Just looking at that slim body in that tight swimsuit made Victor’s heart pounded louder. He blushed and knew he had to look away.

But he couldn’t.

He was mesmerized by that sight of the girlish boy dressed in girl’s clothes.

“Guess you’re alright…” Yuri let out a heavy sigh and scratched his head. “But c’mon, man… what’s with you? Why are you acting crazy? It’s not like you got hard from seeing me in this or anything.”

Victor widened his eyes. Out of reflex, he covered his crotch.

The moment he did that, he realized his mistake; he caught Yuri’s attention.

“No way…” the girlish boy said, his face empty. Then he smiled. “Show me, show me!”

“No way!” Victor said at once, getting redder. “Why the hell would I show you? This is embarrassing enough!”

“Show me,” Yuri said in a bossier voice, looking down at Victor from the bed. “Or I’ll tell everyone that you got hard from seeing me in a girl’s swimsuit.”

“I don’t care…” Victor lied, averting his eyes.

Fuck… getting hard because of a guy cross-dressing is embarrassing enough… if the others find out about this… But I bet they’ll react the same, I’m sure. Yuri is too damn cute!

Yuri took advantage of Victor’s distraction. He reached out with his foot and touched his friend’s crotch.

Victor’s reaction was immediate.

His face became redder and he winced, leaning forward as he grabbed the foot.

“Oh, dude… no way… it’s already on the point that it hurts if I touch…” Yuri said, in a strange voice and a teasing smile. “That’s… too sad… it must be too hard, right?”

He said nothing.

“Let me see,” Yuri said in a low and seductive whisper.

Victor widened his eye. He gulped again.

Deep down in his mind, he knew he shouldn’t allow the situation to escalate any more.

He knew that, and yet, he saw himself releasing his friend’s delicate foot.

With a strange smile, Yuri used his foot to pull Victor’s shorts and underwear down.

When the dick was free, it stood up, pointing towards the girlish boy.

It’s like my dick knows what it wants, Victor thought, closing his eyes, too embarrassed to watch.

“Oh, dude… that’s harder than I thought… you really got a boner from my cute self in this swimsuit…”

“Don’t say it… it’s confusing enough as it is…”

“Don’t worry… I’ll take care of it,” Yuri said after a moment, his eyes strangely unfocused, a finger on his mouth. “I mean, it’s my responsibility, in a way… right?”

It took a lot more time than it should for Victor to register what he had just heard.

“What…?”

“I’m saying that I’m gonna take care of you.” The next moment, Yuri touched Victor’s dick with his foot before his friend could say anything.

The boy winced. The petite foot covered with the white sock touching his dick felt strange.

But a good strange.

And it got even stranger as the girlish boy moved his foot up and down, the dick between the toes.

Holy shit…! Victor covered his mouth to prevent any strange sound. The foot… the sock…!

The slow friction from the cotton sock against his sensitive dick felt too good. Especially when it moved between the head and the skin.

Fuck… I’m gonna cum soon…

His dick was throbbing too much, but he still tried to resist and prolong the moment.

“Already gonna cum? But I barely began… or I’m really good or you really liked this swimsuit.” Yuri’s voice more teasing than ever.

The strange smile never left the girly boy’s face as he moved his foot.

“It’s not my fault… when you look like that and do this…” Victor managed to say in a strained voice.

“Don’t try to make it sound like it’s my fault. I just put on this swimsuit. You’re the one who got a boner.”

As he spoke, Yuri used his other foot.

It was too much for Victor and he came.

His semen smeared and tainted the pure white sock.

What have we done…?

He panted and sweated and was too embarrassed to look at his friend’s face.

But the silence was too unbearable for him. Victor caved and glanced at Yuri

The boy in the swimsuit didn’t seem bothered by the fact that had just masturbated his friend with his feet. All he did was bring one of his feet closer, watching the white liquid.

“You came a lot… because of another boy,” he said, changing his legs’ position. “But I guess that takes care of your little boner, right?”

At that brief moment, when the girlish boy in the girl’s swimsuit uncrossed and crossed his legs, Victor sneaked a better peek at him.

He couldn’t help but look right between the legs.

He saw the unmistakable bulge. And to his utter surprise, he felt the blood flowing to his dick again.

Fuck…

It was a strange situation. Normally, a person wearing a girl’s swimsuit shouldn’t have anything there.

And yet, there was a bulge.

Because no matter how girlish Yuri looked, he had a dick.

Even so, Victor got hard again.

Fuck… There’s something wrong with me, he thought, flashing a yellow smile as he averted his eyes. But we came so far… might as go down all the way…

“Hey… Y-Yuri…?” When Yuri turned to him, Victor blushed even more. “I-I’m still h-hard here…”

He pointed the boner he had.

The girly cross-dressing boy looked down. He had no expression as he looked at the dick raising thanks to him.

Then he flashed a smile. A mischievous smile of someone who was enjoying the situation too much.

“Guess it can’t be helped… I’ve known for a long time that you were a pervert, after all…”

Yuri moved down from the bed and sat on the floor too. He grabbed the dick with a hand, his expression as if he was gonna devour.

“But I never imagined you were a gay pervert,” he said before putting the dick into his mouth without hesitating.

Holy! Shit!

Yuri! That Yuri, who gets more women than any of us combine, is sucking my dick!

Victor let out a weird sound that seemed a lot like a moan.

He could feel the tongue licking everywhere as Yuri put the dick in and out of his mouth. He could feel the rim of those lips rubbing against the skin.

“Holy… fucking… shit…” Victor said as his mind went blank.

Yuri took the dick out of his mouth for a moment and stared at him.

“You’re really gay for enjoying a BJ from another guy,” he said, squeezing the dick before putting it back in his mouth.

And you must be so straight to be the one sucking my dick, Victor wanted to say, but kept quiet. Not only he didn’t want to risk Yuri stopping the oral sex, he couldn’t speak without moaning again.

As Yuri’s mouth and tongue pleasured him, Victor reached his limit.

“Yuri…” he managed to mumble. But it was seconds before he came.

His best friend’s cheeks puffed a little.

Victor felt guilty. But before he could apologize, Yuri swallowed the cum.

As the boy watched his friend wince with the taste of his semen, he couldn’t help but cover his smile.

Holy crap! That was too cute and sexy at the same time!

After a moment, the boy dressed in a girl’s swimsuit took the flaccid dick out of his mouth and smiled at Victor.

“Are you satisfied now?” he asked, toying with the dick, watching the member as if expecting it to harden again at any moment. “Or are you still gonna need me to take responsibility for being this cute in a girl’s swimsuit?”

As Victor stared at that lewd expression, he felt his heart pumping blood into his cock again.

He looked down as his member throbbed in his friend’s delicate hands.

Before both guys’ eyes, the dick got hard for the third time.

Yuri smiled as he shook his head.

“What am I gonna do now?” he said, humming as he moved the dick from one side to the other with a finger and placed the other hand on his chin. Then his face lit with a smile. “Ah, I have an idea!”

The cross-dressing boy jumped on Victor, pushing the other on the floor. As Yuri sat on top of his friend, with some difficulty due to the tightness, he pulled the fabric on his crotch and freed his own member.

As the size of the bulge suggested, the member was small. But to Victor’s surprise, it was also hard and twitching.

Did Yuri get a boner by sucking me?

No way…

The idea made him smile.

“Let’s rub our dicks together!” he suggested with a cute and eager expression.

Don’t say things lewd things with an expression like that… It’s gonna make me fall for you, Victor thought, pressing his lips and covering his blushing face with his arm. You already made me gay, now you want to make me fall for you…?

But once again, he kept his mouth shut. Despite knowing he shouldn’t go any further, the idea of rubbing his dick against Yuri’s cute and small penis seemed too alluring.

Fuck… how gay am I to want to do this? And with my best friend… Only because he’s wearing a sexy girl’s swimsuit… It’s all his fault for being too cute!

Without waiting for a reply, Yuri placed their dicks together. Despite being hard and twitching, his member seemed shy next to Victor’s.

The tip of their dicks touched as if kissing.

Fuck… that looks so sexy, Victor thought. Why his little penis looks so cute to me?

It’s his fault for having such a cute penis!

His member reacted to that sight, twitching and letting out pre-cum.

Yuri looked at his friend with a smug.

Victor said nothing.

The next moment, the boy in the girl’s swimsuit began moving his hips back and forward.

It was slow at first, but soon he moved faster.

Victor widened his eyes as his blank head tried to wrap its mind around the idea that rubbing his dick against another felt too good.

The sensation of his big, wet, and warm member rubbing against Yuri’s small, and a bit colder, only made Victor get harder.

The cross-dressing boy moved his hips without taking his eyes off his friend.

“For real? You’re enjoying rubbing your dick against mine? My friend, you’re gay,” Yuri said, leaning forward without stopping his hips. “But that’s okay. I’ll take care of any boner you get because of me. I’m not into guys, but that’s what friends do for each other, right?”

Once again the girly boy spoke something unbelievable with a cute expression.

Damn it… you enjoy teasing me with that fake innocent smile, don’t you? Fine. I’m gay, thanks to you. And because you made me like this, you’ll take full responsibility!

Victor pulled Yuri closer. Before the boy in the girl’s swimsuit could say anything, he kissed his cute friend.

Yuri widened his eyes and his hips stopped for a second. But his surprise only lasted a moment. When it passed, he closed his eyes and kissed Victor back, moving his hips again, their dicks rubbing against each other.

“Kissing another boy…? So gay,” he said when they stopped kissing. Then he was the one who initiated the next kiss.

The stimulus from the dick rubbing against his, from the kiss, from the warmth emanating from Yuri’s body, and from the smell of semen between them was too much for Victor.

As his face relaxed for cumming for the third time, he also felt something else.

It wasn’t his seed alone.

When he realized it Yuri came too, he felt reinvigorated.

With his breathing getting stronger, before the boy in the female swimsuit could recover, Victor wrapped his hands around his best friend.

Then he kissed the cute and delicate boy with more passing than he ever felt in his life.

I never felt like this with a girl… it’s Yuri… he’s simply the best!

As his tongue moved in his friend’s mouth, Yuri reacted. Victor wasn’t the only one kissing with more passion than before.

That was the trigger for another boner. For both of them.

Yuri parted their lips. As the saliva stretched between their lips, the cross-dressing boy flashed an alluring smile. He moved his hand down and tightened his grip a little, pressing both throbbing dicks against each other.

“Getting hard for the fourth time? You’re a really energetic gay, aren’t you? But now we have a problem,” he said, humming as he closed his eyes.

“W-what?”

Don’t tell me he’s gonna pull the plug on this? No… I want more… more from him… I want him for me…

“I’m out of ideas on how to take care of you.”

Before Victor could do or say anything, the girly boy let go of their dicks and stood up. He placed a hand on his chin and paced around the room with a deep-thinking face.

“What can I do now…? I never imagined you’d be so gay… I already used my foot, my mouth, and my dick… hm…”

Victor gulped as he looked at the lewd cross-dressing boy pacing around his room.

The vision of his friend walking in circles inside the room while wearing the deep red high-cut swimsuit was amazing. But when he added the dick dangling from his crotch, it was too much.

At once Victor had a suggestion about how Yuri could take care of the boner.

He knows this, but he wants me to say it… just so he can tease the hell out of me… But wait… if I say it aloud, I get to fuck him in the ass…

So what if he teases me? That’s worth the price to put my dick into that cute little ass of his.

But before Victor could say what was in his mind, the boy in the girl’s swimsuit stopped pacing. His cute face lit as he smacked a closed fist into the other palm.

“I know the perfect way to take care of that boner,” he said, showing the same unbelievable cute smile that didn’t fit his lewd actions.

When Yuri was close enough, he turned around and raised his butt. Then he put a finger between his skin and the red fabric, went to the other side and pulled the swimsuit, exposing his ass to his best friend.

That sight made Victor’s heart pound louder than ever. Even if he wanted, he couldn’t take his eyes off that little pink hole.

“You wanna put your gay dick here?” the lewd cross-dressing boy asked as if it was something normal.

Victor was speechless. All his blank mind could do was make his head nod once. But when he came closer to the ass, he noticed it was dripping. “W-what did you put in your ass…?”

“Lube,” he said, his tone saying it should be obvious. “I thought this might happen, you know. With you being gay for me in this swimsuit and all, so I just decided to save us both some time.”

Then, without another word, he turned around, grabbed Victor’s dick and sat on it while facing each other. The girlish boy winced, and his face went red as the hard member went deep inside him.

Holy… shit… I never imagined an ass would feel like this…

Victor’s eyes went out of focus for a moment.

“It’s so warm and tight,” he said as he enjoyed the insides of his best friend’s lewd ass. It’s like his ass is trying to gulp my dick… “Is this your first time using your ass?

“Of course it is!” Yuri shouted, sounding mad for the first time. “I’m not the gay one here. I’ve never done this!”

Victor had no reaction, but then, despite his angry tone, the boy in the girl’s swimsuit moved up and down the dick, his face red and wincing even more.

Holy fucking shit! This feels fucking great!

I never imagined a boy’s lewd hole would feel so great!

And it wasn’t only the stimulus from the anal sex. Victor couldn’t help but enjoy seeing all the faces his girlish friend had never shown him.

Guess that’s pretty gay, he thought with a sheepish smile. I can’t help but love these expressions…

But in the next second, he had no time to think about that. Or anything else.

As the butt pleasured his dick, Victor felt a strong lust coming from deep inside him.

Before he knew it, he was moving his hips to match Yuri’s movements.

The extra pleasure felt better than everything so far.

And Victor wasn’t the only one enjoying that.

Yuri closed his eyes and his cheeks got even redder. But the pleasure was plain in his face.

“There… there,” the girlish lewd boy said in a completely enthralled voice as he bit his lips. “That’s… the spot… more… fuck me… harder… you fag…”

Victor could feel it too.

He was deeper than ever in his best friend’s ass. He could feel hitting a wonderful place and moved faster to touched it more with his dick.

To his disappointment, he could feel he was near his limit.

I can’t cum before him… For everything Yuri’s done so far, I need to make sure he cums too!

With his best friend’s pleasure in mind, Victor took a deep breath and moved faster.

He cleared his mind to prolong the moment.

But as Yuri’s hard dick flopped around before his eyes, he knew he would lose to that sight.

Still, he tried to hold back his load.

For Yuri…

But when the lewd boy in the female swimsuit came with a cute loud moan, and the semen smeared all over their bodies again, Victor couldn’t stop himself anymore.

“I’m cumming…” he managed to say.

“In… my… ass… fill… my ass… with you…”

When he heard those words coming from Yuri, Victor couldn’t hold any more and filled his girlish best friend’s ass with his seed.

With his breathing hard as if he had run a marathon, he fell backward on the floor, exhausted.

Without taking the limp dick out of his ass, Yuri lied on top of Victor.

Without thinking, Victor wrapped one arm around him and pulled the cross-dressing boy closer.

“Cuddling with a boy after sex is major gay. I’m not, but I guess it’s okay for today,” Yuri said, shifting a little until he found a better place on Victor’s chest.

Both men waited in silence until they recovered their breaths.

In the meantime, Victor could feel the heat coming from that petite body. Not only that, he could also hear a fain and wild pulse.

It’s his heart… I can sense his whole body against mine…

Fuck… I’m not gonna fall for him… Because I already did…

I fell for my friend… all because he wore a girl’s swimsuit…

Victor’s face went a wild shade of red.

It’s his fault for being so cute…

“Hey… I know you’re… not gay and only did this for me,” Victor said, controlling himself to avoid rolling his eyes. “But can we do this again?”

As many times we can and only to each other? he wanted to say but kept that part to himself. If I say that, he’s gonna tease me… not that I’d mind… being teased by such a cute boy must be a dream coming true…

The boy in the swimsuit let out a sigh as he shook his head in a cocky way.

“That’s so gay… But I don’t mind. I’ll take care of every boner you have because of my cute figure.” Despite his words, Yuri flashed a smile full of joy. “But if we are gonna do this again, I’m gonna need something from you.”

“W-what?”

“I wanna another swimsuit. One of my own. I wanna chose a cuter one. One that’s gonna drive you insane,” the girlish and lewd boy said, smiling.

That one already drove me to ‘gayhood’, Victor thought but kept that to himself.

“How about a bikini?” he suggested, and couldn’t help but imagine. Fuck… he’s gonna look so cute. “I’ll buy it for you.”

“Really? Yay!” Yuri’s smile grew as he hugged his best friend.

I can’t believe a cross-dressing boy would make me this happy. Victor couldn’t help but smile too.

“Hey… how about a bikini with a hole in the back?” Yuri suggested in a low and charming voice. “This way I wouldn’t have to take it off whenever I take responsibility.”

As Victor pictured it, he couldn’t help but get hard again.

This boy is gonna suck me dry!


The suntan

Thomas was still sleepy when he opened his eyes. But when he saw the opportunity before him, he became wide awake.

With a mean smile, he looked down at his friend, who was sleeping soundly on the front porch.

Despite the direct sunlight on the shirtless young man, the pleasant sea breeze was enough to make it possible to sleep under the sun.

But Thomas didn’t care about that. All he wanted was to think of a way to pay back his friend for what he suffered.

After a long and hard semester in college, the best friends decided to come to Thomas’ family’s beach house. Their main goal was to take advantage of the fact that the two of them would be alone for the whole summer.

In other words, they wanted to pick up as many girls they could.

And it was working… for one of them.

Despite his girly face and long hair, Isaias gets so many chicks, Thomas thought, not even trying to quell down his anger as he stared at his friend. It’s so easy for him… and yet this bastard has to cock block me every fucking time… Because of him making fun of me to look better, I haven’t hooked up with a single girl…

But now, it’s time for my sweet revenge, he thought with a mischievous smile.

Tiptoeing to avoid waking up his best friend, Thomas sneaked into his sister’s bedroom. Despite not coming here in over a year, she always left a few clothes. Mostly those she didn’t use as much anymore and had no room in her closet.

But even if they were old, they were perfect to troll his best friend and make him pay for cockblocking him.

With trouble controlling his urge to laugh, Thomas took the top of the bikini from the drawer. Then he went to his parents’ bathroom to get something before going back to the front porch.

Smiling from ear to ear, Thomas leaned down and placed the bikini carefully over Isaias, adjusting as best as he could without awakening the girly boy.

Then he opened the bottle of tanning lotion and rubbed over his friend’s torso, belly, and shoulders. Then he moved on to the legs, which were completely uncovered thanks to Isaias’ speedo.

I didn’t think this through, Thomas said to himself, blushing and avoiding looking at that chest.

It felt more than weird to rub his male friend’s body like that. Especially when he was sleeping.

Even so, it’s gonna be totally worth it… if it works like last time, Isaias is gonna taste how it feels to be cockblocked all the time.

From the last summer, Thomas knew how effective the tanning lotion was. With his mother and sister, it left their skin with a beautiful bronzed tan in just a few hours under the sun.

After he was done, he leaned back, his urge to laugh growing even more as he stared at his work.

Despite the lack of boobs, his best friend already looked like a girl. With the bikini, even if untied, there was no way anyone would think of him as a guy.

Let’s see you pick up girls with this, Thomas thought, getting back inside the house, trying to be as quiet as he could. I can’t risk waking him up too soon… it’ll ruin everything.

Walking to his parents’ bedroom, he left the door open so he could hear when Isaias wake up and notice his new tan.

I can’t wait until he wakes up… Smiling all the time, he tried to sleep to make the time pass faster. But he couldn’t sleep. He was too excited for that.

The hours went by slowly, but finally …

“What’s the hell is this…?” a sleepy voice came from the front porch.

Despite his urge to race run to the entrance and laugh at his friend and his new tan, Thomas put up a blank expression and went to Isaias.

“Hey, man. I see you’re up from your afternoon nap,” he said, having a hard time keeping the empty face as he looked at his friend holding the top of the bikini in one hand.

His revenge had worked perfectly.

The bikini had left the suntan marks on that petite body, just as if Isaias had worn it while spending the entire day under the sun.

But the best part was that the girly boy hadn’t noticed his new tan.

He’s gonna flip out when he sees it, Thomas thought, almost losing the battle to his laugh, doing his best to suppress his smile.

“Did you put this on me to take a photo or something?” Isaias asked, still sleeping as he waved the bikini.

“Yeah… you caught me,” Thomas lied, dropping his shoulders in a defeated way.

Isaias sniggered and shook his head.

“It’s really lame, you know that?” the girly boy said, tossing the bikini to Thomas. “Try to learn how to prank someone before trying on me.”

“You’re right…”

Thomas was at his limit. He tried to hold the laugh so hard his face was getting red. He lowered his head and covered his face with the bikini.

But to his luck, Isaias went inside the house.

Is he going to the kitchen or the bathroom?

Please go to the bathroom and check the mirror… c’mon…

Thomas followed his girly best friend. And to his delight, Isaias was going to the bathroom.

Now the boy couldn’t stop smiling. Any second now…

A few moments later, there was a scream.

“What the fuck?” Isaias shouted from the bathroom. The next second, he came rushing out, pointing towards Thomas. “Look what you did to me, you son of a bitch!”

The upper part of Isaias’ body had a tan. There was only one part that wasn’t. And the part that was in a lighter skin tone was in the shape of a bikini.

Thomas didn’t hold back anymore. He laughed to his heart content, bending his belly.

“You fucker!” Isaias shouted, his face getting red.

“It looks perfect on you!” Thomas managed to say between laughs.

He was laughing so hard he had trouble breathing. He bent a little, his belly hurting.

“You son of a bitch,” Isaias said in a low voice, his face completely red. “Are you not done laughing?”

It took a while, but Thomas finally stopped. He was completely out of air as the tears fell from the corner of his eyes.

“Oh, man… I haven’t laughed this hard in years,” he said when he recovered his breath, though his stomach still hurt.

“I’m glad it was thanks to me,” Isaias said in a dry voice, glaring at his friend.

But when Thomas looked at the tan lines again, he chuckled. “You look so cute,” he said, smiling. It was true.

“Shut up…” He checked himself on the black screen of the TV in the living room. “I bet even like this I can get more chicks than you,” he said. That was probably true.

Thomas stopped smiling right away.

After a long and silent reheated pizza from the other night dinner, they went to the city.

Wearing a hoodie that both protected him from the cold and hid his embarrassing bikini suntan, Isaias quickly found a girl.

Just as he had said, he managed to bring home that girl.

And just like the other nights, Thomas struck out, though this time on his own.

Another night with my hand, he thought, feeling too dejected. Maybe I’ll use my left to spice things up…

With that in mind, he let out a hollow laugh as he followed his friend and the girl many steps behind.

When they got to the beach house, Isaias escorted the girl to the main bedroom, while Thomas went to his own.

As he was jacking off, he heard a loud laugh.

After a couple seconds, she laughed again and then left the house, her voice still echoing after she closed the front door.

Thomas knew very well what had happened. But he still went to ask, doing his best to suppress his smile.

“Hey, man, what happened? Why did she leave?”

“What do you think? This shit happened, of course,” Isaias said in a frustrated voice, pointing to his tanning. “She took one look at this and laughed. After that, she lost any desire to sleep with me.”

Thomas was torn. Part of him felt sorry for his friend. He had never seen Isaias so down, and those bikini lines were his fault, even though he felt no guilt for that. But most part of him wanted to laugh.

But unlike he expected, Isaias wasn’t bursting in anger or blaming him. The delicate boy was simply sad.

“You wanna play video games or something?” Thomas asked, not sure if that would help.

“Yeah, sure,” the girly tanned boy said in a low voice as he followed his friend.

They stayed up playing almost all night long.

By the time they went to sleep, Isaias seemed a bit less dejected.

They woke up past lunch the next day.

Even after a night, Isaias’ bikini lines hadn’t changed at all.

Oh, shit… he’s gonna get mad…

But Thomas was wrong.

The girly boy said nothing as he looked his suntan in the mirror. When he noticed his friend watching him, he glared at Thomas without saying a word. Then sighed, as if giving up being mad.

Shit… I don’t know why, but this silence feels worse than if he was mad and screaming at me… if he did that, I’d probably be laughing…

“L-let me cook lunch today,” Thomas hurried to say, forcing a smile to his friend.

Isaias stared at him with an empty expression for a long while. Then, still without saying anything, he went to the living room and began playing video games.

With a sigh, Thomas went to the kitchen. When he finished cooking, he called his friend. Hope he’s feeling better…

To his surprise, Isaias came in almost at once. But he wasn’t with his chest exposed anymore. He was wearing the same bikini top Thomas used to make the tan lines.

“W-why are you wearing that?” he asked, almost dropping the plates.

“Because it’s weird to have you staring at my nipples all the time.”

“I never did that!” Thomas flushed as he set the food, stealing a glance at his friend. Isaias caught his eyes. “I-if you think I’m doing that, why don’t you wear a shirt or something like last night?”

“Because it’s fucking hot today,” he said, his tone indicating the conversation was over.

Thomas said nothing more as he sat and ate. But he had trouble concentrating on his food.

Isaias, on the other hand, ate his meal without paying attention to Thomas.

This feels so strange, the boy thought, his cheeks reddening. He already looked girly enough but with the bikini, he looks… there’s no other word… cute…

Thomas blushed when he admitted in his head.

Wait, what am I thinking? He’s my friend… And a guy… I can’t be thinking another guy is cute… even if he is… ah, fuck!

But despite that, Thomas couldn’t take more than two bites without stealing a glance at his friend’s figure.

“Am I so cute that you can’t stop staring?” Isaias said out of nowhere without taking his eyes off his plate.

“What? No, I’m…”

The boy wearing the bikini top raised an eyebrow as he stared at his friend.

Thomas’ cheeks went a shade of red as he averted his eyes.

“Okay. If you say so,” Isaias said in a low and cold voice.

After he finished his meal, he stared at his plate, then at his friend before leaving the table.

Thomas stared at the empty plate.

He’s gonna ride this for a while… wait, so that’s his plan? Instead of getting mad and yelling at me, he’s gonna make me embarrassed and guilt enough to do his chores, the boy thought, finishing his food and bringing both plates to the sink to wash.

Ever since they arrived at the beach house, they were switching chores. If one cocked, the other washed the dishes. When they ordered takeout, each one watched their own dish, if there had any.

I’m so tired after all this, Thomas thought after he finished the last pot.

He went into the living room but found it empty. Is he still hiding in the rooms?

Before Thomas could stop himself, he threw himself on the couch and slept.

“Hey, Tom. Wake up,” a high-pitched voice called Thomas from his dream.

At the same time, a finger poked him on his sides.

He pushed the hand away and grunted something, trying to go back to sleep.

“I’m bored of staying inside. Let’s go out,” the owner of the cute voice didn’t give up, shaking the boy with both hands now.

With great effort, Thomas forced his eyes open.

He doubted his sight. Before him, there was a pretty girl. For a second the boy wondered if he was awake and not still dreaming.

Thomas hurried up to clean the droll from his mouth and smiled at her. Then he realized.

It wasn’t a girl. It was Isaias dressed as one.

Not just the bikini top; the girly boy was also wearing the bottom under the denim short shorts that were unbuttoned. Despite his light makeup, his colored lips stood out too much. On top of everything, he had shaved his legs completely. And his blond hair was curled and with some girly accessories.

All that obtained from Thomas’ sister’s bedroom

He had trouble forming a full sentence as his face became an alarming shade of red. “You… what… why…”

“Since I’m stuck with this suntan because of you, I decided to go all out and be a girl for the next days. Until it wears off,” Isaias said.

Thomas blinked, his head in pain. He had trouble understanding. His mouth was still open, but barely any words came out.

“But… that… what?”

“Oh, and call me Isa until then,” he added, taking a compact mirror from the purse he had also borrowed from his friend’s sister.

As if he was accustomed to doing that his whole life, the girly boy fixed his hair and puckered up. Also from the purse, he pulled a pink lipstick and put it on. Then he smacked his lips to make sure it was even. When the cross-dressing boy was satisfied, he closed the mirror and put it back on the pink hand purse.

“What are you waiting? Let’s go before the sun is down,” Isa said, poking his friend with his foot before turning around.

Thomas couldn’t keep his eyes off his best friend’s tight, round, and cute ass on those shorts as he walked to the door. That bikini… that shorts…

It got even worse when he remembered the bottom of the bikini. The thong sticking out of those micro shorts were too sexy. His butt looks too cute in that… how does it look covered only by that bikini…?

With his mind still not working right, Thomas went after Isa and his cute ass.

As they walked on the beach, he couldn’t look at his friend. He knew for sure Isa was aware of those glances, but the cross-dressing boy said nothing, which made him even more nervous.

Fuck… I know he’s saving it to make fun of me later, he thought, but couldn’t help but steal another glance.

They walked until they reached the little condo north of the beach house. As they expected, they soon found some college kids around their age and started hanging out.

Unlike the previous nights, however, Isa didn’t even try to chat up with a girl he wanted to bring to bed.

Despite trying to seduce a girl, Thomas kept checking his friend and realized one thing; only guys talked to the cross-dressing boy.

And their intentions couldn’t be cleared; they all wanted to fuck the boy wearing the bikini.

Well, that’s expected… Isaias, I mean, Isa, is too cute wearing that. All he has to do is cross-dresses a little and he can have any guy he wants. Even if the other person isn’t interested in girly looking boys, it’s hard to say no to someone so cute…

Thomas tried to focus on the girl and what she was saying, but his cross-dressing best friend kept entering his mind. The girl soon got bored and went to talk to someone else.

He watched his friend until one of the girls, mad that the guys talked only to Isa, came to him.

Wait, is this happening for real? He glanced at Isa, who discretely smiled and nodded to him. No way. He did that?

Thomas chatted happily with the new girl, hoping she would be the first one he would manage to bring to his bed. But even as things went well, he couldn’t stop stealing glances at his cross-dressing friend, who couldn’t stop smiling while chatting with the guys.

“See you guys at the party later,” Isa said goodbye to their new friends as they headed back to the beach house.

Thomas said goodbye to the girl he was talking all afternoon. Even if they promise to meet later, as they got closer to the house, his mood was completely sour. Something the cross-dressing boy didn’t fail to notice.

“Why are you so gloom? You managed to make a promise with that girl. If you don’t screw up, you’re set for the night. You’ll use the main room for the first time!” Isa said, beaming and smacking him his friend on the back

Thomas could tell his friend was both happy and making fun of him at the same time.

“Yeah… I did, but… I don’t know… how about you?”

“What about me?”

“You sure were having fun with those guys…” Thomas tried to keep his voice casual, but he knew he had failed the moment he spoke.

“They’re cool,” Isa said, smiling. “Now that I think about it, it’s the first time I talk to the local guys.”

Thomas gulped and halted.

“You’re not…” His face became red. “…planning to sleep with any of them, are you…?”

Isa stared at him with a blank expression. Then he continued to walk, playing with a lock of his hair.

Thomas didn’t know if Isa had noticed, but the cross-dressing boy was perking up his ass as he walked.

“Is that a problem? It’s not like there’s anything wrong with that. I’m a free boy.”

Thomas stared at his friend in disbelief as he opened the front door of the beach house.

“Dude, you’re a guy,” he said, almost as if reminding his friend of that fact. “You cross-dress for one afternoon and you’re already considering having sex with guys…?”

“First, I never said anything about sleeping with them. And to start, me cross-dressing is your fault,” Isa said, gesturing to his cute figure.

“My fault? All I did was a little prank!” Thomas shouted defensively as he raced after him. “I never meant for you put on my sister’s clothes and makeup!”

“If not for that stupid prank, I wouldn’t need this to go outside without being a laughing stock!” Isa shouted. “And what the hell is wrong with you? Instead of being a pain in my ass, you should be happy that there’s a girl interested in you. You might actually see some action that you don’t call it handy.”

Thomas’ face went livid.

“Yeah, well. At least I wasn’t getting all slutty with those guys!”

“Slutty? We were just talking.” Isa snorted as he crossed his arms. “It’s not like I made out any of them. And if I had, that would be my decision. It has nothing to do with you.”

“Yeah, well…I know that. Still, it bothers me seeing you flirting with other guys!”

What the hell am I saying…?

Thomas himself couldn’t answer that.

But the next second, as he stared at his friend’s face, he knew he had said too much.

“Wait… No way…” Isa covered his mouth to hide a smile. “You’re jealous of me! Just because I was flirting with some random guys!”

Thomas blushed and averted his eyes.

Fuck…

The cross-dressing boy walked to Thomas’ side, his smug widening.

“Dude, getting jealous of your friend is so gay. I put on this bikini and some makeup and you’re already having these feeling for me? Wah…”

Thomas trembled but he managed to keep his anger in check.

If I shout, he’s gonna tease me more…

Why the hell did I have to say that?

“What was that made you jealous? Seeing me in this bikini having fun with other guys?” Isa said, turning around to show his cute butt. “My cute little ass? Or my shaved my legs?”

The cross-dressing boy raised one of his now perfectly smooth legs as high as he could.

Thomas gulped.

Isa looks so…

He stopped the thought, but as he saw that long leg before him, he felt a stir in his pants.

Oh, fuck…

“Or perhaps it was the makeup?” He leaned so close their faces were inches away from each other. Isa blinked to highlight his long eyelashes and puckered up to give more emphasize on his pink colored lips. “Or was it because of t-h-i-s?” he said slowly, his hand sliding down to Thomas’ growing bulge.

The boy held his breath. But he knew he had reached his limits.

Before he knew what he was doing, Thomas kissed Isa.

It was a kiss filled with anger, frustration, embarrassment, and, above all, desire.

Desire for those pink colored lips.

Desire for those long and slender legs.

Desire for that smooth belly.

Desire for that cute cross-dressing boy.

Isa widened his eyes but didn’t push his friend away.

It was a brief kiss, but when they parted their lips, Thomas felt it was too short.

Both men were an alarming shade of red.

“So that’s the reason why you were jealous,” Isa said with a tiny smile as he brought the fingers to his lips.

Thomas held his breath again. That smile was too alluring, too charming, too inviting.

So much that he made no effort to stop himself from touching Isa’s chin.

He lifted his cross-dressing friend’s face, his dick hardening as he looked into that cute boy and closed his eyes to lock their lips again.

This time it was a different kiss.

There was no anger. There was no frustration. There was no jealousy.

There was only desire and pleasure.

“I didn’t know you kissed so well,” Isa said in a hazed voice, wrapping his arms around the taller boy’s neck.

“Neither did I,” Thomas said, kissing his friend again.

As he used his tongue inside that tiny mouth, the boy noticed something else.

Isa’s smells so nice… he couldn’t tell what it was, but he wanted more of the scent. He wanted more of everything his cross-dressing friend could give him.

Before Thomas knew it, he was hard and ready. And Isa noticed.

“You’re already hard from just a few kisses?” he said, his voice a mix of teasing and genuine surprise as he caressed the bulge over the clothes. “But I can’t blame you… I mean, you’ve been taking care of things by yourself ever since we came here, haven’t you? Getting your hands dirty and all.”

“S-shut up…”

Isa chuckled and forced his friend to look at him again. This time it was the cross-dressing boy who initiated the kiss.

“Don’t get mad at me. But since it’s kinda half my fault, let me take care of that for you.”

Before Thomas could understand what that, the cross-dressing boy got on his knees.

At the same time, he pulled down his friend’s trunks.

The dick popped up right away, pointing towards the boy in the bikini, showing what it wanted.

Isa stared at the boner for a while.

No way, no way, no way, no way… is this really happening?

Is this porn-like situation really happening to me? With Isa?

Thomas froze as he waited.

“It’s bigger than mine,” the cross-dressing boy said in a low tone, his voice a mix of surprise and jealous at the same time.

“I-it is?”

Those few words made Thomas happier than he could imagine, and that showed on his face.

Isa narrowed his eyes and grabbed the dick with both hands, squeezing a little harder than necessary.

“Don’t get happy because of that. It’s not about size. It’s about how you use it,” he said in an angry voice, staring at the tip. His face was angry, but little by little, it turned to desire. “If… I had… a dick this size… I would get… way more women…”

The cross-dressing boy put the dick into his mouth without a second thought.

Holy shit…! He didn’t even hesitate, Thomas thought, smiling as he felt the warmth from that cute little mouth.

Isa took the dick out of his mouth and licked the shaft.

As he lubed the cock with his saliva, he used his hands to increase his friend’s pleasure. One hand played with the balls and the other stroked the member.

When Thomas’ member was at its biggest, Isa put the cock back inside his mouth.

It went much further than before.

Fuck… he looks so sexy sucking my dick! Like his mouth was made for that!

Thomas’ eyes went in and out of focus.

“Fuck… why… you’re so… good at… this…?” he managed to ask, barely holding back a moan. “Have you ever… sucked a dick… before…?”

Isa pulled the cock out and stared at his friend.

“No, you idiot. This is my first time.”

“Then how come you’re so good?”

“How many girls do you think have sucked mine? There’s no way I wouldn’t know what feels good or not. And shut up. You’re ruining the mood.”

Isa put the dick back inside his mouth.

Thomas kept quiet, but the pause was great to him. It was enough to make him contain his excitement and now his dick wasn’t throbbing as much.

I don’t want to cum so soon… I want this moment to last, he thought with a goofy smile. The best memory in this house!

He lost control of himself and placed his hands on the back of Isa’s head.

The cross-dressing boy glared at him but didn’t stop the oral.

I can feel the back of his mouth… with my dick!

Soon Thomas was cumming inside the cross-dressing boy’s mouth.

Isa gagged a little but swallowed the semen.

He took a deep breath with the dick still on his mouth and looked mad.

Oh, crap… Thomas immediately regretted putting his hands on the back of his friend’s head. That was too much… fuck…

“Are you an idiot? You have to warn when you’re about to cum!” he complained, cleaning the trickles of semen running down his chin. “That’s the right thing to do. Unless you’re a jerk,” he added in a cold voice.

“Sorry…” But smiling like that, he didn’t look sorry at all.

But Isa seemed satisfied.

“As long as you remember next time, we’re okay.”

Thomas widened his eyes.

Next time…? There’s gonna be a next time? The taller boy couldn’t help but get aroused again.

Isa noticed the limp cock hardening again.

He looked at his friend with a smile.

“Already? You must’ve been frustrated here,” he said, his voice with a hint of pity and teasing. “But I’ll take care of you… as many times you need…”

“Good… because it’s your fault… You made fun of me to look better in front of those girls,” Thomas muttered, but now he wasn’t mad for that at all.

I doubt one of those girls would ever have sucked my dick like this, he thought with a sheepish smile. Now that I think about it, this is my first time… my first time was with my friend, a boy… a cute cross-dressing boy…

“My bad, my bad. But I promise I’ll make it up to you now,” Isa said, taking something from his purse. It was a little plastic bottle of lube for anal sex. “You’ll never want another girl after this.”

Thomas widened his eyes as he stared at the bottle. “Where did you get that?”

“From your sister’s bedroom,” Isa said, shaking the lube a little. “Now we know what your little sister is into.”

“Shut up… I don’t wanna think about that…”

“Then you don’t wanna use this?” the cross-dressing boy asked with a sly smile.

He offered the bottle of lube to his friend, raising his eyebrow in the cocky manner he did all the time.

Thomas had a blank expression. For a second, he had no idea what to do. Part of him knew it was crossing a line.

But when he looked into the smile that was both charming and teasing, he forgot about anything else.

All he wanted was to be together with his cute cross-dressing best friend.

All he wanted was to fuck that cute and firm ass that had been in his mind.

If his mind hesitated, the rest knew better.

His body, or better yet, his dick what it wanted.

Without a word, Thomas got the bottle of lube, unscrewed the cap and dumped the liquid on his fingers. Then, with his free hand, he turned Isa around, who let a girly scream of joy.

So cute… delicious… fuckable, he thought, staring down at Isa’s round, firm, and petite butt when he pulled down the shorts and the bikini bottom.

As he stared at that bare ass, he felt much more nervous.

Even so, Thomas slipped two fingers inside his cross-dressing friend. This is how I should do it, right? That’s what they do in the movies… I mean, those that give a shit…

But that’s with a woman… a cute boy’s ass should be the same… right?

Wondering if he was massaging in the right way or not, Thomas heard something that pushed his doubts away.

A brief high pitch moan.

Did Isa just…? No way… it can’t be…

Unsure of what he heard, Thomas moved his fingers inside that warm and tight butt. And then he heard the same noise. Holy shit… He’s moaning… from my fingers…!

The idea of his cute and girly friend, that picked up more girls in a month than him in a year, moaning because of his fingers made Thomas hornier than he could have ever imagined.

Overtaken by his desire, before he knew it, he used his other hand to grab the cross-dressing boy’s dick, stroking it.

Isa moaned again but said nothing about stopping.

That made Thomas’ hand move faster in order to hear more.

I wanna hear more of that cute voice… His breathing became shallower.

I wanna see his face… His fingers moved faster.

I wanna see all kinds of expression he’s making because of me…

I wanna see the faces he shows only to women!

Even taken by his desire to fuck that ass, Thomas knew he couldn’t do what was in his mind.

Not while he was massaging Isa’s butt and jacking him off at the same time.

He moved both hands faster.

Isa let out a moan again as his semen poured out.

The cute boy was panting, but he looked over his shoulder.

“You didn’t have to be so rough,” the cross-dressing boy said in a weak voice, his face red with embarrassment. “Be gentler… no woman has been this rough with me…”

Thomas blushed at that sight. How can someone have a dick and still be so cute? It’s not fair! It’s not, he thought, kissing his cross-dressing friend.

His dick was throbbing. But before he put it in, he brought Isa to the couch.

Isa was about to turn around when his friend stopped him.

“I wanna see your face,” Thomas answered Isa’s unspoken question. “I wanna fuck your ass while seen all the expressions you can never show to a girl.”

The cute and girly boy blushed even more. But he kept his silence. All he did was avert his eyes as he opened his legs to receive the dick in his butt.

The cross-dressing boy’s own cock was twitching and hardening again.

He wants as bad as me… Isa… wants… my… dick!

Thomas stopped for a moment to take in that sight.

The fact that he was about to have sex with a boy mattered nothing.

What it mattered was that the cute boy was his friend.

His friend that he knew ever since they entered college.

The same friend that got more girls than him and never failed to bring that up.

That same friend was now waiting to get a dick, his dick, into the ass.

It wasn’t only Isa’s dick; the cross-dressing boy’s face looked like he wanted that as much as Thomas wanted to be the one doing it.

I can’t believe what we’re about to do, he thought. But he felt no desire to stop. He wanted to go further. All because of a prank with a bikini…

As he stared at that ass, he gulped. I can see his insides… he’s so pink in there… just like his lips…

Despite his nervousness, Thomas brought the dick closer to that inviting hole with his hand, placing right at the entrance.

Despite his nervousness, he couldn’t stop smiling as he pressed the tip of the dick against the opening.

Isa looked at him through the corner of his eyes.

“Hurry up,” he said in a low and completely embarrassed voice.

Thomas pressed his lips and nodded stiffly; he tried but couldn’t utter a word.

His heart was thumping so loud he thought it would explode at any minute now.

He held his breath as he stared at his own dick about to enter a boy’s pleasure hole.

A pleasure hole that was supposed to be forbidden.

Isa’s cock wasn’t completely hard but got in the way.

Thomas didn’t find it at all repulsive. In fact, he couldn’t help but think the small penis was rather cute.

With a deep breath, he moved his hips forwards and the dick entered an unknown and virgin place.

It’s tight… but it’s warm… and slippery, Thomas thought as he pushed his cock further inside that asshole. It’s like this ass is swallowing my dick… it’s better than his tiny mouth.

Isa said nothing. The cross-dressing boy tried to hide his emotions, but his pressed trembling pink lips and his wincing face betrayed him.

Even though that delightful sight aroused him beyond he could imagine, Thomas thrust his hips as carefully as he could in order to not hurt his friend.

But it was a hard battle.

That sight and that hole were too tempting.

Moan for me, Isa. Moan as loud as you can because of me, the thought crossed Thomas mind suddenly.

It was different than everything. That voice in his head did belong to him. But it was strong and confident. And most importantly; it was enjoying fucking his cross-dressing friend’s ass.

Before Thomas could do anything, his body moved on its own, thrusting the dick in and out a bit faster each time.

He saw the reaction right away.

Isa pressed his lips harder, trying to stop his moans from leaking out of those cute and pink-colored lips.

I’ll hear your lovely voice, Isa. Try to resist as long as you can, because that struggling face of yours is too cute. Everything about you is fucking cute!

Thomas shoved harder.

“Hm!” Isa mumbled, pressing his lips harder.

That’ too cute! Damn it! You’ve been wasting your time with women. You’re perfect to be fucked! To have a dick thrashing inside your ass! Just look at you! You’ve never been this cute! You need a dick in your ass all the time!

Thomas lost his mind.

He thrust his dick faster and harder.

Isa’s dick was twitching and flopping around, going up and down, left and right with each thrust.

But only for a brief moment.

Thanks to the dick in his ass, Isa was hardening.

And as Thomas fucked him with everything he had, the dick got bigger.

Even so, it was small compared to the one filling his ass.

Even hard, it’s small! So cute! Thomas grabbed the dick and stroked it.

“Ah!” Isa finally let one of his moans escape.

Not only it was cute, it was loud.

Yes! Yes! Let me hear your voice again!

His hips and his hands moved faster.

In Thomas’ mind, there was only one thing; make them both feel good, to make them cum together.

“Ah! Ah!” Isa moaned again, grabbing the sofa with both hands, his head going back as his body was filled with pleasure.

“Don’t restrain yourself!” Thomas shouted, his dick going so deep into his cross-dressing friend he could feel the prostate.

Those words pushed Isa to the point of no return.

The cute and girlish boy wearing the messed-up bikini opened his mouth and let his voice out.

He moaned. But it wasn’t a restrained moan like before.

It was loud. Very loud.

And more than once.

Isa was screaming with pleasure.

Thomas could only enjoy that voice.

But he was reaching the limit.

He was about to cum.

But he wanted to cum inside his friend, inside a boy’s forbidden pleasure hole.

With a loud moan, he did.

And in the same manner, Isa came.

The cross-dressing boy’s semen smeared Thomas’ belly.

But he didn’t mind at all.

His seed, on the other hand, filled Isa’s ass.

Both boys were panting and sweating, but more than satisfied.

When Thomas looked at Isa, they both blushed at the same time.

But despite their mutual embarrassment, they both couldn’t stop smiling.

When Thomas was about to pull his dick out of Isa’s ass, the cross-dressing boy closed his legs around him and pulled him closer instead.

“Don’t…”

“What…?”

“Don’t… take your dick out,” he said in a barely audible whisper. His face was an alarming shade of red as he looked away. “Leave it in my ass… it feels good inside me… even limp…”

Thomas felt his heart, and his dick, throbbing.

Holy fucking shit… Don’t say things like that, Isa… Or I’m gonna fall in love with you, he thought as he got hard again.

Isa widened his eyes when he felt the pressure inside his ass growing.

The next second, he smiled.

But it wasn’t his sly smile. It was charming and alluring. It was an inviting smile that Thomas couldn’t resist. Not that he would try, anyway.

As I thought, you wasted your time with girls. You’re mean to be fuck, he thought, thrusting his hips again.

They fucked all night, and never even remembered they had a party to go.


Swimsuit date

“This is stupid,” Adriano said on the other side of the wardrobe’s door. “So stupid. Can’t believe someone actually suggested doing this.”

“It was you! This your idea,” Bruno said defensively.

The girlish boy on the other side of the door grew quiet as he remembered. Damn it… he’s right…

“W-whatever. It’s still a stupid idea.”

Even without seeing, Adriano knew his friend smiling. Damn it…

Bruno knocked a couple times on the thin door that was separating them.

“And why are you changing behind this door? Let me see you put on that bikini.”

“No!” Adriano’s cheeks went a shade of red as he grabbed the door with one hand; the other was too busy holding the upper part of his bikini. “This is embarrassing enough, and I don’t need you ogling at me to make it worse.”

“Oh, c’mon. We’re both guys. There’s no way I’d ogle a guy putting a bikini. Besides, acting like this only makes the situation weird.”

“This is weird. Everything about this is weird,” Adriano muttered, still trying to tie the string of his bikini.

Shit… this idiot is messing with me… and I’m letting him…

“It was your idea,” Bruno reminded his friend.

“Will you stop saying that? I already regret coming up with this idea.”

Damn it… why am I having so much trouble with this stupid string?

“It’s not a stupid idea. You won that raffle for a whole free weekend ticket at the water park.”

“Yeah. A couple’s ticket,” Adriano added in a sour voice. “I still can’t believe I couldn’t find a single girl who’d go with me…”

“Will you stop complaining? I’m going with you, aren’t I?”

“I’m so lucky for that…”

“You can skip on the sarcasm,” Bruno said, but despite his words, his voice seemed as if he was having fun.

Adriano sighed loudly in annoyance.

“I wanted to bring a girl hoping it could escalate to something more… But now I have to settle to go with my stupid best friend. And thanks to that, I have to be the girl…”

“You do know we can pretend to be two guys dating, don’t you? This way you wouldn’t need to cross-dress… which would be a shame. I always thought you look cute enough to pass as a girl.”

“S-shut up!” Adriano exclaimed, glad his friend couldn’t see his reaction from the other side of the door. “Stop saying stupid things with that stupid voice. And I don’t wanna go as two guys dating because that would be too embarrassing.”

“More embarrassing than going as my girlfriend?”

“Yes!” the cross-dressing boy shouted. “But I guess you’re stupid enough to realize that.”

Bruno snorted, to Adriano’s annoyance.

“Then, please, enlighten me,” his friend said, clearly enjoying the conversation. “How come going as my girlfriend less embarrassing than going as my boyfriend?”

“Because if by any chance someone saw us as a gay couple, our reputation would be over. If that happens, forget about getting a girl for the rest of college. Now do you get it?” Adriano asked, trying to be as much condescending as he could.

Bruno stayed quiet for a moment.

“Yeah… guess that’s a good reason,” he said grudgingly.

“Yeah, I know… At least if I dress as a girl, there’s little chance of someone recognizing me… Fuck! Stupid string!” Adriano shouted suddenly. “Help me with this shit!”

The cross-dressing boy faced the wardrobe and crossed his arms, making sure his friend couldn’t sneak a peek of anything besides his back.

As Bruno came running to tie the bikini, the pretend girlfriend blushed. Why this feels so embarrassing out of nowhere…? He’s just helping me with the bikini… that’s all…

Adriano kept quiet as his friend tied the knot. The silence made the situation more awkward. Not only that, it made the cross-dressing boy’s mind run wild picturing what kind of face Bruno was making.

His hands are warm… and big… I never realized how big they were… wait, why am I thinking this? Now it’s gonna get more embarrassing…

The boy in the bikini got even redder as he pressed his lips.

Will you hurry up?

“Ok… I’m done,” Bruno said, taking a step back. Unlike before, when his voice was full of joy, now it showed how much nervous he was.

“T-thanks…”

Adriano took a deep breath and placed a hand on his heart that was thumping too fast. After a couple seconds, he turned around to give his friend a front view of his slim figure in the two-piece bikini.

“H-how do I look…?”

Damn it… why did I stutter…?

Bruno gulped and blushed as he looked at the guy that would pretend to be his girlfriend for a weekend from head to toe.

“Y-you look g-good,” he hurried up to say. “N-no one’s gonna think that you’re a g-guy! And if they do, they’re crazy!”

After he spoke, his face became bright red and he turned around.

“Stop acting like you’re embarrassed, you idiot! I’m the one who should be embarrassed for dressing like this!” Adriano shouted to hide his own shame. The idea of kicking his friend in the butt crossed his mind, but he held his urge.

“I can’t help it. Y-you look so cute it’s hard to remember that you’re a guy,” he said in a low voice. Bruno kept sneaking glances at his friend from time to time, but never turned around to look directly.

Do I look that cute…?

He was afraid of what he would see, but his curiosity was bigger. After making his decision, the girlish boy glanced at himself in the mirror. His own reflection surprised him. And also made him smile despite his feelings about cross-dressing.

I look… cute… too cute… there was no other way he could say.

Bruno was right; no matter how Adriano looked at his reflection, it was hard to think that he was looking at a boy.

The yellow bikini was cute to begin with. Thanks to the frilly skirt on the bottom, he didn’t need to worry about hiding his bulge. I just wished this skirt thingy would go all the way back, he thought. My butt is completely exposed like this.

The bikini was good with just that. But not only the upper part also had frills, it pulled his non-existing boobs closer to each other. Thanks to that, it created the illusion of a little chest. Even though Adriano had nothing.

Now people will think that I’m a flat-chested girl, he thought, smiling as he checked himself from more angles. When he realized what he was doing, he dropped his shoulders in defeat. I shouldn’t be happy thinking about this…

“Where did you get this bikini anyway?” the cross-dressing boy asked. He put his finger between his butt and the fabric, pulled, adjusted a little and let it go with a snap.

“I-it’s my sister’s old bikini. She bought a new one for this summer,” Bruno answered, still without turning around. “She was so suspicious when I said I wanted… I’m sure she thought I was the one who’d wear it.”

“You’d look ridiculous,” Adriano said, picturing it. As he entertained himself and laughed at the idea, he thought of something else, and soon stopped. “You didn’t tell her about what we’re doing, did you?”

“No way,” he said, waving a hand. “You made it clear you don’t want anyone finding out about you pretending to be my girlfriend while cross-dressing… even though you look so cute it’s a shame you don’t do this often…”

“S-shut up! Stop saying I’m cute. No guy likes being called cute. Especially while dressing a girl’s swimsuit.” Adriano’s cheek went red again. You idiot… stop making me blush like this… ah, damn it! This bikini is making my head go crazy!

“I’m just saying the truth…”

An awkward silence settled between the two friends.

“S-so you already changed too, right? Let’s go then. Since I have to wear this bikini, I don’t wanna waste all day here with you. I wanna at least swim,” Adriano said, going to the bed to pick up his clothes.

The girlish boy stared the pink shirt with a sunflower for a second. Then he sighed and put it on with no problem. But when he saw the tight shorts that barely covered anything, he hesitated. I already put on this bikini… this is nothing comparing to it…

After Adriano put it on, however, he couldn’t help but feel strange, as if there was something under his skin. It’s tight… and it feels more perverted for some reason. Putting something on top of the bikini…

“Let’s go…”

“Wait. Not yet,” Bruno said.

He went to his desk where their bags were. Then, without his friend’s permission, he opened his pretend girlfriend’s bag and dumped the content on the bed.

“…What are you doing?” the cross-dressing boy asked, staring at his friend with disbelief.

“You can’t go with this manly bag. I mean, you don’t want to ruin out cover, right?” Bruno showed a yellow handbag with some flowers as decoration. “I also got this from my sister,” he answered before the boy in the bikini could ask.

Adriano opened his mouth but then sighed. “Fine. Whatever.”

As Bruno put the content on the new bag, he stopped and touched his arm, glancing at his pretend girlfriend while blushing.

“What?”

“There’s also this…” He went back to his desk and came back with a white and delicate piece of cloth.

When the pretend girlfriend realized what it was, his face went an alarming shade of red.

“Why the hell do you have those panties?” he asked, his voice louder than he wished. “How much of a pervert you are?”

“It’s not for me. I got it for you!”

“For me? You’re a pervert!”

“I’m not,” Bruno said defensively, his face as red as his pretend girlfriend’s cheeks. “Just how do you think it’s gonna look if, at the end of the day, you change into briefs in the girl’s locker room?”

Adriano opened his mouth, but he had nothing. He pressed his lips as he tried to think of something to reply, but couldn’t think of anything. Damn it…

“You’re an idiot, you know that?” he lashed out his anger. “And just where did you get these, huh? Don’t tell me it was with your sister too… what kind of pervert would make a boy wear his sister’s underwear?”

“No! I’m not a pervert! I bought it online!” Bruno exclaimed as he averted his eyes. “When I thought of this, I didn’t like the idea of you wearing my sister’s old underwear. Not that she would lend me, anyway…”

“You know what? Fine, whatever,” Adriano said, taking the panty from his pretend boyfriend’s hands and putting it in his new bag. “Let’s just go before this gets any more embarrassing!”

“Wait… there’s this too…” Bruno pulled out a bottle of sunscreen. “I already put it on myself…”

Adriano crossed his arms and stared at his friend in silence for a while.

“I-I don’t want my g-girlfriend getting sunburn… what kind of b-boyfriend would I be if I did…?”

Without saying a word, still with the disbelief on his face, the boy in the bikini took the bottle. He took off his shirt, squirted the white liquid in one hand and applied everywhere he could. But there were a few places he couldn’t reach.

With his face red, the girlish boy narrowed his eyes and then turned around. With one hand, he offered the bottle and with the other, he pulled his hair to expose his neck and his back.

Bruno closed the distance between them right away and grabbed the sunscreen. He squirted the product on one hand and spread to the other.

Then he took a deep breath before applying the sunscreen to the places his pretend girlfriend couldn’t reach.

“Hurry up… it’s making me feel weird,” Adriano complained, pressing his lips. Again, I’m getting overly conscious about how big his hands are…

“Sorry… it’s just that… this feels strange,” Bruno said, gulping. “You’re a guy, but you feel so delicate…”

Before the boy in the bikini could say anything, his pretend boyfriend’s hands slid to his lower back, almost touching the butt.

“Ah…” Adriano let out a cute voice as he clenched his lower cheeks.

What did I just do? A moan…?

No! No! No, no, no… no…

What’s wrong with me…?

“Sorry… it’s my hands, right? They’re cold… I’ve heard that before…”

“Just hurry up and finish this so we can get going,” Adriano said, trying to hide his embarrassment.

The boy in the bikini pressed his lips while his pretend boyfriend’s big hands spread the white liquid on his back, making sure he got everywhere.

Why this feels so strange… It must be ‘cause I’m dressed as a girl… there’s no other explanation why this feels so… so… erotic, he thought grudgingly.

“Okay… I’m done,” Bruno said.

But despite that, his hands remained on his pretend girlfriend’s lower back.

“Thanks…” The cross-dressing boy half turned his body to look into his friend’s face. The sight of the taller boy embarrassed made the pretend girlfriend blushed. “Then let’s go already!”

“Yeah… let’s go…”

It was an awkward ride until the water park. Neither of them spoke much; they both were too embarrassed. But then they got there, they both forgot about the moan.

There was no way they could remain embarrassed and overly conscious about each other when they cast their eyes on all those water slides going up and down across the park.

“That looks awesome!” Adriano said as they got out of the car.

He knew he was acting like a kid, but he didn’t care. After everything, if he didn’t have fun and enjoyed himself, all his embarrassment would be for nothing.

“Oh, man, it’s been ages since I came here…” The cross-dressing boy couldn’t stop smiling.

“Me too. I think last time was when I was a brat… I couldn’t even go to all the slides because of my size…”

“Now we can go everywhere,” Adriano said, too happy to stay still.

Bruno was staring at his friend. When his pretend girlfriend noticed, he pretended to check if they had gotten everything from the car. “Oh, hey, one thing. I can’t call you Adriano while we’re here…”

“Oh, yeah… it’s gonna look weird if you had a girlfriend called Adriano… but we live in a modern world.”

“I prefer to call you Dri from now on. How about it? It’s cute, don’t you think?” Bruno asked, smiling like an idiot as he blushed.

“Do whatever you want,” Adriano, or rather, Dri said, walking away to the park.

That’s embarrassing…  Couldn’t he have picked a better nickname? The boy in the swimsuit let out a sigh. At least he’s not calling me luv or honey or any other cutesy boyfriend girlfriend normal nicknames… I would’ve died of embarrassment…

“Wait up…honey…”

Despite his red cheeks, Bruno ran ahead and flashed a smile as he offered a hand.

Idiot… don’t call me that… not when I’m dressed like this… I already feel conscious about this, Dri thought, accepting the hand.

As they got near the entrance, the cross-dressing boy’s heart began to pound faster. Is this gonna work? Wait, there’s no way… no matter how cute I look, I’m still a guy dressed as a girl… But maybe that doesn’t matter… as long as they accept us as a couple, we can use the free ticket. And this bikini is just reassurance so that no one finds out about me cross-dressing…

Hesitating, he pulled the tickets from his bag and handed to the guy at the entrance.

After checking a few times, they got in without any trouble. And to Dri’ disbelief, the guy didn’t even suspect he was talking to a boy like him. All he did was smile and let the couple into the park

He was even blushing a little as he looked at me, the pretend girlfriend thought with a yellow smile. Maybe I’m better at cross-dressing than I thought… not that it makes me happy or anything… but it’s kinda just fun to think that I can pass as a girl… if I want to do it again, I mean, ever…

After they put on the park’s bracelet, the couple went their separate ways when they reached the locker rooms. Bruno went to the boy’s and Dri went to the girl’s.

The cross-dressing boy stood before the door, taking deep breaths. Please, be empty. Please, be empty, Dri prayed in his mind.

Even if he was cross-dressing to avoid the chance of being recognized, it didn’t mean he was 100% on board with the idea of using the girl’s locker room. It feels like I’m doing something wrong…

But to his luck, the room was empty. He sighed in relief but then stopped. I can’t waste time. I have to hurry because people will come in at any second…

Dri quickly walked to the corner, away from the center and hopefully away from future eyes. He undressed his shirt and short shorts and put it inside his borrowed girlish bag. After putting everything in the locker, he set a new combination on the padlock and walked out of the locker room.

Just in time, the cross-dressing boy thought as he opened the door; a few women were about to enter.

Bruno was already waiting for him outside. When he saw his pretend girlfriend, his eyes shone, and his face lit with a smile.

Dude, don’t look at me like that, Dri thought, playing with a lock of his hair. But for some reason, he couldn’t bring himself to say that to his pretend boyfriend. I’ll let it slide for now…

“So what should we do first?” Bruno asked, not hiding how eager he was.

Dri hummed and considered for a moment. Then he flashed a huge smile as he turned to his pretend boyfriend. “The anaconda water slide!”

Bruno smiled and grabbed his cross-dressing best friend’s hand. “Whatever my girlfriend wants,” he said, leading Dri.

Don’t act like that… the boy in the bikini wanted to say, but once again he let it slide. It’s kinda nice seeing this boyfriend side of him… guess I’ll check it out how he treats the girls he dates for the first time… even though we’re only pretending to date… As he thought of that, he squeezed that huge and warm hand.

“What kind of floater do you want?” the employee in charge asked when the pretend couple had finished climbing all the stairs to the longest and best water slide in the entire park.

There were three kinds of floaters. Single, double and couple.

The single was a simple floater for one person. The double was just two singles together.

But the couple was in the middle of those. It made for two people, but without enough room, which meant the couple had to stay very close together.

“Couple,” Bruno answered before his pretend girlfriend could ask for the double.

Dri pressed his lips and held back his words as the employee set up the floater for couples on the slide.

“After you, honey,” the pretend boyfriend said, gesturing with a smile that annoyed the cross-dressing boy.

You idiot… why did you choose the floater for a couple?

It’s too tight for us… I’m gonna be right between his legs…

But despite his feelings, Dri couldn’t ask for another floater; there was already a line forming behind them.

With his face red, the boy in the bikini sat on the front. He stared forward, at the darkness of the water slide and waited for his pretend boyfriend to sit.

Just as Dri thought. The cross-dressing boy could tell Bruno’s crotch was inches away from touching him. Whenever the taller boy adjusted, the pretend girlfriend felt something brushing against his butt.

Damn it… that’ why I didn’t want this floater… wait, is it me or is his dick hard? Oh, fuck… If it is, it’s much gayer than we had planned…

But there was no time to complain about the member on the verge of touching the space between his butt cheeks as the line for the water slide grew longer and more impatient.

With a push, the pretend couple went down into the darkness.

Despite his dislike of the floater, Dri screamed with each turn, their speed increasing as they went down. The darkness only made everything more exciting. Neither of them could see what was before them. When they thought they were going down, there was a sudden turn. When they thought it was a turn, it was a steeper drop.

Until they saw a light at the end of the darkness and reached the pool with a huge splash.

“That was awesome!” the boy in the bikini said when they fell from the floater. He cleaned the water from his face and turned to Bruno. “Let’s go again!”

“Sure. Whatever my girlfriend wants,” Bruno said, smiling as he grabbed his friend’s hand and walked to the line again.

Dri ignored the comment and the handholding. He even ignored when his pretend boyfriend wrapped his arms around him when they sat on the floater for couples again. He was having too much fun for that.

All he cared about was his heart racing as they reached the pool again.

“What next?” the pretend girlfriend asked after they went down the slide for the fourth time.

Bruno hummed and looked around. Then he pointed at something behind Dri. “How about that?”

When the boy in the bikini saw what it was, he smiled.

“Let’s go!”

Dri didn’t even notice as he grabbed Bruno’s hand and led him.

There was no line for the soap football. The moment they go there, the employee let them enter, saying that, since there was no one waiting, they could stay for a lot longer than usual.

The attraction was simple. A layer of rubber thick enough to prevent them from sensing the ground covered the floor. The walls on the four sides were like a bouncing castle. And everything was dripping with soap.

Not only that, but Dri and his pretend boyfriend also got a shower of soaped water.

Just getting to each other’s respective goal was hard. Walking without slipping on the soap was near impossible.

The cross-dressing laughed when Bruno slipped and went all the way to the other side, trying and failing to stop.

With difficulty, they received a rubber ball, also covered with soap, and began trying to score against a goal each other.

But it didn’t matter if you scored or not. Just trying to play while falling down without getting hurt was the fun.

Bruno managed to dribble Dri. But when he was about to kick the ball with a wide movement as if in a movie, he slipped and went in the goal instead of the ball.

Dri fell as he laughed.

“That was so lame!” he shouted, laughing even more from the rubber floor

Bruno got mad and raced towards Dri. But, even though he gathered some speed, he slipped.

The pretend boyfriend came sliding down towards the cross-dressing boy when Dri still hadn’t got up and couldn’t get out of the way.

“Wait! Stop!”

His words made no difference.

Bruno couldn’t stop.

Dri tried to get out of the way, but his legs and arms slipped on the soap.

Powerless, he could only watch as Bruno came towards him.

To his luck, the pretend boyfriend lost speed, but still ended up with his head in the middle of Dri’s legs.

The boy in the bikini tried to stand, but it was too slippery.

“Sorry,” Bruno said in a muffled voice.

Even so, Dri could tell his friend was smiling.

“Don’t speak! It tickles my dick,” he added, blushing as the mouth pressed against his crotch moved.

“Sorry…”

“Ah…!” Dri pressed his lips. “Don’t speak!”

Wait… was that sound I just made what I’m thinking…? No… no way…there’s no way I would moan because of this…

With great effort, Dri pushed Bruno away and both guys pretending to date managed to stand up.

They looked at each other and both averted their gazes, too embarrassed to talk.

Damn it… it’s all his fault, Dri thought, his heart racing a little.

Instead of talking, they forced themselves to play football again.

It was still fun, but clearly more awkward than before. But it’s better than that embarrassed mood… right?

But as they play and forgot about the incident, everything went down again.

Dri tried to protect the ball and then dribble around Bruno.

But his foot slipped, and he fell facing the rubber floor.

Bruno was so eager to get the ball he slipped too.

The problem was how the pretend boyfriend fell.

The taller boy somehow ended up on top of the cross-dressing boy, with his crotch right on the cute and petite butt covered by the bikini.

What the hell? How can we fall like this? And now I’m sure his dick is hard! I can feel it poking my ass!

The more they tried to get out of that situation, the more they slipped and stayed as they were. And the harder the dick became.

Fuck… it feels like we’re having sex, the cross-dressing boy thought. The next moment, he felt his heart racing faster, which made himself even redder.

To their luck, the employee shouted from the entrance that other guests had appeared and their time had run up. But when he saw the entangled couple, he entered the soap field and help them get up. Despite his professional manner, he didn’t manage to hide his laugh when he was close enough.

Dri and Bruno left the soap rubber field, but the embarrassed mood lingered as they walked in silence side by side, neither of them looking in the other’s direction.

Hey, boyfriend, say something… please… Or this will get even more awkward, the boy in the bikini thought, desperately wanting to jump in the water and cool down his warm cheeks.

“H-hey. L-let’s go to the deep pool,” Bruno suggested after a while, but still without looking at his pretend girlfriend’s direction.

“Sure…” Nice. Taking charge. That’s what my boyfriend should do… I mean, pretend boyfriend, Dri thought, his cheeks getting even warmer.

His embarrassment only grew as Bruno held his hand and led to the deep pool.

Well… I’m gonna let it slide today… since he’s playing the boyfriend role and all… Without realizing, the boy in the bikini squeezed back the hand.

“Oh, shit… this was a bad idea… I made a terrible mistake,” Bruno said as he stared down at the deep blue water of the deep pool. He was on the edge of the diving board, trying to see the bottom.

But with over 20 meters deep, he couldn’t. All he saw was a darkness that could be hiding anything.

Dri was smiling from ear to ear as he watched his pretend boyfriend get more and more scared. He leaned over to stare at that face with a smug.

“It can’t be that scary. I mean, it’s just a pool that you can’t see the bottom. What’s the problem with that?” the boy in the bikini asked, pretending he didn’t know what his pretend boyfriend was feeling.

“You know the problem… just look at it… it feels like something’s gonna come up and grab my leg and pull me down to the bottom.”

“Are you really that afraid?” Dri asked in a low voice, hiding his true intentions.

“Yeah… It’s thanks to that stupid movie about the shark my brother made me watch when I was a kid…”

“Don’t worry. I’m here with you,” the boy in the bikini said with a huge smile, holding his boyfriend’s hand with both his.

The next moment, he jumped into the deep poll, pulling Bruno.

The cross-dressing boy heard his pretend boyfriend’s screams all the way until they splashed against the surface of the water.

But it wasn’t the only voice echoing in the thank. There was also a laugh.

A laugh that was enjoying that scream.

“You bastard,” Bruno said when he raised his head above the water. With his anger, he seemed to have forgotten his fear. “Why did you do that?”

“Because it was fun,” Dri said with a true smile, throwing some water at his friend.

That made Bruno press his lips, blush, and look away. Then he seemed to remember where he was. When he looked down, his face lost its color, getting more laughs from the boy in the bikini. The next second, he hugged Dri and didn’t let go.

“That was mean… too mean,” he said after they left the deep pool.

“Yeah… but it was fun,” Dri said, still smiling.

“That’s not what girlfriends are supposed to do…”

“If you ever dated me, I’d do this all the time.”

Bruno opened his mouth to reply, but when he looked at that face, he let out a sigh.

“No reason to waste energy staying mad at you for what’s done.”

Dri’s smile grew. “That’s the spirit. That’s why you’re my boyfriend.”

Bruno blushed and averted his eyes.

“I’d be lucky to have a girlfriend like you,” he muttered.

Dri’s face went an alarming shade of red as his heart thumped louder.

He pressed his lips and looked at the floor, twirling a lock of his wet hair.

“H-hey, how about the first slide again?” Bruno suggested after the awkward silence had remained for too long.

“S-sure! Let’s go,” the pretend girlfriend said a little too loud.

Near lunch hour, the line was as short as in the early morning, and the pretend couple barely had to wait any time.

Soon they stood before the opened tail of the snake that was the water slide.

Bruno asked for the couple’s floater again.

This time Dri didn’t complain, nor hesitate to sit on the front.

All the boy in the bikini wanted was to enjoy the thrill of sudden turns and drops in the darkness.

Bruno sat behind him, so close the delicate boy could feel the heat from that exposed upper body. But he didn’t complain.

Somehow, he’s both wet and dry, Dri thought, adjusting in his seat.

The next moment, with a little impulse, they began their slow descent. Soon the floater was gaining speed, and their screams of joy echoed inside the slide.

“This is payback for the deep pool,” Bruno whispered into Dri’s ear at some point.

Before the boy in the bikini could say anything, he felt to hands fondling him on the chest.

“What?” His face got an alarming shade of red as the fingers pinched both his nipples. “What are you doing?”

Bruno said nothing. All that was coming from him was a strange breathing.

Dri’s hands were occupied holding the handle of the floater, and he couldn’t do anything.

At each turn, his pretend boyfriend pinched harder.

Why my nipples are tingling?

But before he had any other reaction, the hands left his bikini.

Did he have enough…?

But Dri’s answer came almost right away.

The pretend boyfriend’s hands were back, but this time, he was pinching the nipples under the swimsuit.

Damn it… Bruno, you idiot! It was just a joke, the boy in the bikini wanted to say, but his voice was lost due to the strange reaction to the pinching.

To make everything worse, Dri’s heart began to pound faster.

Because of him pinching my nipples? No way. This makes no sense. I’m a guy! Why would I feel this because of someone pinching my nipples?

And yet he couldn’t deny his body reaction.

Especially the fact that his nipples got harder.

No way… It was only a joke…

Please, let the ride end soon…

To Dri’s luck, it did. But not soon enough.

Just as he saw the light at the end of the darkness, he let out an embarrassing moan, something that the dark couldn’t hide from his pretend boyfriend.

It was small, but that moan was enough to make Bruno’s hands stop pinching the nipples.

A few seconds later, they left the water slide and into the small outdoor pool.

At the same time, Bruno pulled his hands back.

With the momentum, Dri fell on the water when he let go of the handles. But when he stood and cleaned the water from his face, the boy in the bikini turned around ready to lash out his anger on Bruno.

But when he saw his pretend boyfriend swimming away, he got even madder and swam after him.

Dri reached out his hand and caught his trunks.

The clothes stayed in his hands as Bruno went on.

When the pretend boyfriend realized, he turned around as he choked.

Dri was so shocked he swallowed water. He let go of the trunks to stand up and breathe.

Bruno’s member was hard.

Did he get hard pinching me?

Dri wondered as he coughed and breathed.

Bruno pulled his trunks and stood up. Then his face got red and he looked at everywhere but the boy in the bikini.

Dri looked down.

The upper part of his bikini was messed up, exposing his non-existing chest.

He was a boy. He had nothing to hide.

And yet, out of reflex, he found himself crouching inside the water and crossing his arms to hide his chest. Only half his face was above the surface.

Wait, why am I doing this?

Probably for spending the day as a girl… yeah… it’s because of that…

Despite thinking that, the boy in the bikini didn’t stand up again.

Some people were coming from the mouth of the anaconda water slide. Even if they weren’t looking in their direction, Dri remained in the water. This feels so embarrassing…

Bruno smiled as he watched his pretend girlfriend embarrassed. But, little by little, his smile faded.

The next moment, regret crossed his face. He walked towards his pretend girlfriend while looking at the water.

“I’m sorry,” he said in a sincere voice as he circled Dri and fixed the cross-dressing boy’s bikini. “I was mad for earlier and wasn’t thinking straight… But even so, right now, you’re my girlfriend and I shouldn’t treat my girl like this…”

Dri had no idea why, but his heart thumped faster. To ignore that, splashed some water on his face after his bikini was fixed, and his chest wasn’t exposed anymore.

“I-it’s done now… and thanks for fixing the bikini… I’m sorry too… I didn’t think you had a trauma about deep pools…”

There was an awkward silence between the men.

Why…? There shouldn’t… we’re both guys… no reason to get embarrassed about this… Just because his dick was hard after fondling my nipples…

As the memory of the erect member came back, his face became an alarming shade of red.

Why the hell am I remembering that? I don’t wanna see that ever again!

The silence only continued as they placed the floater with the others and got out of the water.

“H-hey, do you want anything to eat?” Bruno said after a while. “My treat.”

“Sure…”

After they washed their hands and dried themselves as best they could, the pretend couple went to the food court.

They looked around, checking the stores.

“How about pizza?” they said at the same time.

They looked at each other, and then laughed together.

“Something warm when you’re wet and cold seems about right,” Bruno said.

“Yeah, I couldn’t agree more. Good job realizing that, boyfriend.”

After they ordered the pizza, they found a free table. They didn’t have to wait long. When the warm pizza was before them, they became hungrier.

When they were almost finished, Bruno looked at Dri and smiled.

“What?” the boy in the bikini asked, stopping the slice of pizza midway to his mouth.

“You got something on the cheek…”

“Where?”

“Here… let me,” Bruno said, reaching to clean Dri’s cheek with a napkin.

The cross-dressing boy blushed but said nothing as he let his boyfriend cleaned the leftover sauce.

“Thanks,” Dri said after Bruno finished, and focused on eating his pizza. But even the food wasn’t enough to distract him from his boyfriend and the whole situation.

I’ve never seen him so kind… at least with me… guess being his girlfriend has its good points… too bad it’s only for a weekend…

When Dri realized what he was thinking, his face became an alarming shade of red.

What am I thinking? Regret? Am I an idiot? Why would I feel that for being his girlfriend only for two days? It was fun and all, but I wanna get out of this bikini.

Yeah… and when I do, I’ll put on those white panties that he bought for me… and we’ll do this again tomorrow…

His face became even redder and he picked up the last slice of pizza and ate to hide his embarrassment.

“Hey, how about if we relax until the food’s digested?” Bruno asked after he cleared the tray on the nearest trash bin.

“Where?”

“The waved pool,” the taller boy suggested.

“Yeah… sure… good idea…”

Still red, the boy in the bikini washed his hands and grabbed his boyfriend’s hand as they went to the waved pool.

When they got there, Dri soon knew it wouldn’t help his embarrassment. The waved pool was crowded. Because of that, there was only a floater for a couple nearby.

“Guess everyone had the same idea,” Bruno said with an awkward smile, completely unaware of the cross-dressing boy’s embarrassment.

“Yeah… I guess…”

After they put the floater into the waved pool, both men climbed. Then, with a little impulse, they went wherever the waves took them.

“This is nice, don’t you think?” Bruno said, closing his eyes as he enjoyed the rhythmic swaying of the floater. “It makes you wanna relax here forever…”

“Yeah… I can’t disagree,” Dri said in a low voice.

Unlike in the water slide, the boy in the bikini didn’t have to sit between his boyfriend’s legs. They could even sit back to back if they didn’t mind the lack of space.

But at some point, somehow Dri found himself lying on the floater, almost snuggling Bruno.

To his luck, the taller boy only didn’t notice the cross-dressing boy’s strange expressions at all.

To his bad luck, Bruno put an arm around him and brought Dri closer.

Now the boy in the bikini was almost lying on top of his boyfriend.

What the hell? This is strange. Definitely strange. And good! Why the hell lying next to him like this feels so good? We’re too guys! This shouldn’t feel good!

Despite his feelings, it never crossed the cross-dressing boy’s mind to get out of that position that was too comfortable.

All Dri did was look up at his boyfriend’s face. The face that he knew for a while. That face that usually had a goofy smile and was always begging for help with the classes.

Why does he look like he’s enjoying this? It’s like this is his heaven! Only his!

…

As he stared at that peaceful face, he couldn’t help but smile.

That face is kinda cute…

Dri blushed and widened his eyes the next second.

What the hell am I thinking?

Why the hell am I thinking that?

It’s gotta be the bikini… yeah, the bikini… dressing like a girl is making me have strange thoughts and making my heart pound faster for a guy… a guy whose face is kinda cute…

To make everything worse, Bruno opened his eyes at that time. He turned to his girlfriend and smiled.

A cute smile.

A smile of someone who was too happy right now.

Dri tried to stop it, but he failed. He couldn’t help but smile back at his boyfriend.

The next moment, Bruno leaned towards Dri.

It took too long for the boy in the bikini to realize the taller boy’s intentions.

Wait…!

Is he gonna kiss me?

No way! We’re both guys! To guys that are just pretending to be a couple!

There’s no reason to go as far as kissing! Especially when there’s a lot of people for our first kiss!

Despite all that was in his mind, when Bruno closed his eyes, Dri found himself doing the same.

Oh, god! What am I doing?

Even so, he didn’t stop their lips from touching.

Holy shit! I’m kissing Bruno. I’m kissing a guy! My first kiss with my pretend boyfriend!

And yet the boy in the bikini didn’t want it to end.

It’s the bikini… I’m sure of it. If I was dressed like a guy, none of this would be happening.

Since it’s the bikini’s fault, that means that I’m not gay.

Therefore, it’s okay to kiss a guy while dressed like a girl, he said to himself before putting his tongue inside his boyfriend’s mouth.

Bruno pulled Dri closer and their kiss became more passionate.

Despite the cold water, they weren’t cold.

Dri shifted on the floated to kiss his boyfriend better. Their bodies became so close the boy in the swimsuit realized Bruno had a boner.

He’s hard because of me…?

For a moment, Dri had no idea how he should react to that.

It was the second time the thought crossed his mind that day alone.

As he kissed Bruno, his body reacted for him.

His dick throbbed.

Why is this happening…?

Even if I’m not gay, I’m getting hard because of another guy…

Even so, Dri didn’t part their lips.

As the kiss became more and more intense, there wasn’t enough room on the floater.

They fell on the water and when they raised their heads above the surface, the couple looked at each other and laughed at the same time.

“Hey… do you wanna… continue this in a more reserved place…?” Bruno asked in a low voice, his face almost as red as Dri’s.

The boy in the bikini stared at his boyfriend’s face for a while.

If I say no, this can all end, he thought, not realizing he was holding his breath. We can say it was just a weird day because of the cross-dressing and leave at that…

He knew that. And yet, his body reaction was stronger. He wanted to see where this could go.

After long seconds, Dri sunk half his face on the water, which didn’t help to cool down his warm cheeks, and nodded.

What the hell am I thinking… letting things get to this point… all because of a bikini…

No matter how much the cross-dressing boy thought, he couldn’t come up with a satisfying answer about how he and Bruno ended up like that; in place behind one of the many bathrooms near the areas with few guests.

About to have sex.

“I’ll put it in… t-tell me if it h-hurts…” Bruno asked and gulped. Despite trying, he couldn’t hide how nervous he was.

“O-okay…”

You don’t have to announce … it’s already too embarrassing without you narrating…

Dri couldn’t look his friend in the face.

And it didn’t help that Bruno gulped again as he opened the cap of a little bottle with lotion for anal sex.

“W-where did you get that…?” the boy in the bikini couldn’t stop himself from asking.

Was he expecting something like this to happen…?

I can’t believe this! He planned to fuck my ass from the beginning!

Bruno’s face became blank.

“I… ah… I…” He coughed to buy some precious second to think of an answer.

What good will do if I know? We’re gonna do this anyway…

“You’re not gonna tell me you got it from your sister too?” Dri said to give his boyfriend a way out of the question,

“Of course not!” Bruno shouted, his face flustered. “She’s still a brat! There’s no way she does this kind of thing!”

Dri had his doubt, but he kept quiet.

Shaking his head to dismiss the idea, Bruno turned his attention back to the lotion. He smeared his fingers with the liquid.

Dri felt strange as he turned around, leaned against the wall, and raised his hips.

Closing his eyes, the boy in the bikini braced himself. The next moment, there was a finger inside his ass.

But, despite the foreigner sensation that he had never experienced, there was no pain. Actually, it’s not bad… it’s… strangely good, I think.

Wait, how gay am I? To enjoy a finger up my ass…

“Does it h-hurt…?” Bruno asked.

“N-no…”

“It’s just that… your cute penis is twitching a little…”

“J-just hurry up…”

Why do you have to make even more awkward? We’re already gonna have gay sex… no need to talk…

Bruno said nothing before he slipped the second finger in.

Dri widened his eyes a bit. One finger was tight… now the second went in as if nothing…

And that wasn’t the only thing the cross-dressing boy noticed.

His cock wasn’t hard. But, just as Bruno said, it twitched as the boyfriend massaged his insides.

I can’t believe this… I can feel it… my dick’s gonna get hard from an anal massage…

And just as he dreaded, it happened.

As the fingers spread the lotion in his ass, Dri’s dick began to throb and grow.

Of course, Bruno didn’t let it slide past his eyes.

But, as his fingers didn’t stop, he didn’t seem repulsed by the dick hardening inches before him.

Quite the opposite. The sight of the small penis hardening seemed to make his fingers even more eager.

Dri became too curious about what expression his pretend boyfriend was making and glanced around

Bruno was staring at the ass intently as he moved his fingers.

And then he found the right spot.

Whenever he massaged that spot with the tip of his fingers, Dri’s dick twitched more.

The boy in the bikini tried to hide his manhood with the skirt of his bikini.

“Don’t hide it,” Bruno said in a low and serious voice.

“But… it’s embarrassing…” Dri barely managed to say. It’s not manly at all…

Bruno smiled. “It’s not embarrassing… Your small penis is cute.”

“Shut up! Don’t call it small!” he shouted, trying to cover his penis again.

“Shh. Don’t scream,” Bruno said in a hushed voice, looking over his shoulder. “People might hear us.”

Dri pressed his lips as his face became an alarming shade of red. Damn it…

“Okay… I think I’m d-done…”

Bruno pulled his fingers gently.

Already…?

The boy in the bikini felt a little disappointed. But it only lasted a second as he remembered what would come next.

With a deep breath, Bruno pulled down his shorts, exposing his hard dick.

Dri widened his eyes when he saw the member that was much bigger than his.

He wants to put that inside my ass…?

It won’t fit!

There’s no way…

My ass is too tight…

Or is it…?

More curious than afraid, Dri gulped and closed his eyes as he felt the member pressing against his ass.

“I’m p-putting in…”

Stop announcing every step!

“Just hurry up…”

The tip of the dick was covering his asshole.

Then Bruno thrust his hips and the dick went inside the ass.

The surprised filled Dri’s face. He had a strange smile but said nothing.

It… hurts… but not as much as I thought…

His pretend boyfriend was indeed considerate.

Bruno thrust slowly, as if afraid to hurt the cross-dressing boy.

The member went in and out of the ass, reaching a bit deeper each time.

It feels good… I guess… but maybe if Bruno went a bit faster, I’d feel better…

The cross-dressing boy’s wish became true faster than he expected.

Without a word or sign, the pretend boyfriend began thrusting his hips faster.

And that wasn’t all.

He was also thrusting harder.

Much harder.

Faster and harder. In and out.

Dri gulped as his pleasure increased more than he could ever have hoped.

Holy shit…!

I never thought being fucked would feel so good!

The boy in the bikini bit his lips to stop his voice leaking from those petite lips.

Bruno’s losing his mind… and making me lose mine!

The taller and stronger boy became faster and faster. Until their balls were bumping against each other.

This feels so good!

Dri never thought it could get better.

But it did.

The next moment, Bruno grabbed Dri’s dick and stroked it.

Both stimulus increased his pleasure to the max.

Dri was glad he was facing the wall, because he was drooling and moaning as his mind got blanker.

He couldn’t think of anything other than the dick pounding his ass and the hand stroking his penis.

If I knew gay sex was this good, I’d have dressed like a girl sooner!

Fuck me, Bruno! Harder! Harder! Faster!

Turn me into a girl and fuck me as much as you want!

He wanted to say, to shout, but his head was too empty to make him produce anything other than the moans.

But even if he could, Bruno wouldn’t have listened.

The pretend boyfriend too was too focused on pleasuring him and his girlfriend to pay attention to anything else.

Then Dri felt it. He was about to cum.

I’m gonna cum from a dick in my ass, he managed to think. And he didn’t care. In fact, he wanted that.

No… that’s not enough… there’s something else…

The boy in the bikini wanted to have his ass filled with cum.

He wanted to have semen leaking from his ass as the dick was pulled.

“I’m cumming,” Bruno said in a hazed voice, thrusting even harder.

“Do it inside!” Dri had finally found his voice. “Fill my ass. Make a mess of my ass!”

His pretend boyfriend listened to the cross-dressing boy’s request.

Bruno came, letting his seed all inside Dri’s ass.

At the same time, the boy in the bikini came too, his semen smearing the wall.

They panted and sweated, too exhausted from the effort.

Dri managed to look over his shoulder.

As they looked at each other, they smiled at the same time.

Then they both blushed and averted their eyes.

Dri didn’t know how to react.

The sex was good. It was great.

And he wanted more. But he had no idea what to say to his friend without sounding gayer than ever.

This was only supposed to be a fun day at the water park for free…

But he didn’t regret at all. His only regret was that he didn’t know about anal sex sooner.

After a long and awkward silence, Bruno coughed.

“Eh… there’s still some time left until the park closes,” he said in a low voice.

Dri smiled and opened his legs.


The swimmer and the manager

He looked at the paper once again, knowing it wouldn’t make his name magically appear on the list.

So I really failed, the boy thought, unsure how to feel.

He had been the first one there, and the first one to have his hopes crushed.

The other athletes came and went, checking if their names were among the list of people approved on the swimming team. Then they either cry or shout in joy, but eventually left.

Only Reinaldo remained, running his eyes on the list again.

What am I gonna tell mom…?

From the beginning, the boy knew failing was more likely. Even though all the member of his family excelled at swimming, he didn’t inherit those genes. But that doesn’t matter… not when your family has created several Olympic medalists…

Guess my lingering hope of winning the gold medal in the Olympic is gone for good…

With a heavy sigh, Reinaldo turned his eyes away from the list and forced himself to go home.

“So you failed,” his mother said in a low voice after he got home.

“Yes… I’ll… I’ll try again in the next season,” he added quickly.

“That’s expected. But you still should remain in the club…” The woman closed her eyes for a moment. “I believe there’s an opening for a manager.”

“A manager? Isn’t that done by women…?” Reinaldo didn’t like where that was heading.

“It doesn’t mean there can’t be any male managers. Besides, in this day of age, boys can do girls’ work too.” After a moment, considering, she nodded firmly. “Yes. It’s decided.”

His mother’s tone left no room for him to argument.

Manager… I’m gonna have to serve some guy that got in the swimming team instead of me, he thought, feeling even more dejected. But at least I’ll get some money… and the hours aren’t that bad… and when it’s free, I can use the club’s exclusive pools too…

The next day, he returned to the club once again. Reinaldo headed to the tiny office at the corner of the only building in the club. As he walked to his destination, he made sure he didn’t turn his head to the list with the approved names. Why is that still there…?

“Enter,” a female voice said when he knocked on the door.

The office was small but organized. The walls were covered with pictures of groups of the managers, spanning as far as the late 70’s.

“Ah, you’re Reinaldo, right?” the woman said when he looked up. She stood up and offered her hand to him. After he shook it, she gestured to the only chair before her desk. “Your mother mentioned you’d be coming today…”

The woman smiled at him for a while.

He smiled back, though a little uncomfortable.

“So you already know why I’m here…” he said when he couldn’t take the silence anymore.

“Yes… Since you failed at the tryouts, you wanna be a manager…”

I don’t… Actually, I don’t even want to be a swimmer. But since I don’t know what I wanna be, I have to do something, the delicate boy thought. But he knew it would be a bad idea to voice what was in his heart. Especially to someone he just met, and on top of all, knew his mother.

“It’s… the best way I can stay close to the pools until the next tryouts,” he lied with a forced smile. “With any luck, I can pick up a few tips and improve.”

The head manager didn’t seem bothered by his words.

“I suspected as much. It’d be strange for a boy to say he wanted to be a manager without any other motive.”

He let out a chuckle.

“Since all the managers are pretty girls, I thought there would be plenty of boys lining up to join.”

The leader let out a heartfelt laugh. “That’s good, Reina. Actually, we have some guys coming here for that, but I can spot them right away.”

“Erh… what did you just call me…?”

“Reina. It’s a good nickname. One that you’ll use while working as a manager.”

“Wait… isn’t this job for both boys and girls? I mean, I know right now only girls are doing it, but it doesn’t mean I need a girly nickname… right?”

The woman said nothing as she looked him in the eyes.

“You’re technically right. But that’s not the real truth. The job of a manager can be done by boys, yes, but since it’s basically tending the swimmers’ daily needs, the athletes prefer cute girls,” she said, crossing her hands before her. “Before you say it, it’s not like they’re servers or anything. The swimmers can’t boss them around or tell them to do anything the girls might feel uncomfortable doing. It’s a job to assist the swimmers in order for them to focus only on swimming and help them reach higher performances.”

“I see…” If someone was to tend my needs, I’d certainly want a cute girl too… wait… “So does that mean that I…”

“Yes… as long as you’re a manager of this club, you’ll have to dress as a girl. I’m not gonna ask you to hide your identity or pretend to be a girl. But I’ll have to insist you wear our uniform, Reina,” she said, pulling something from the drawer.

The uniform was just a swimsuit. A deep blue plain girl’s swimsuit with the club’s logo. It wasn’t sexualized or anything. Just a simple swimsuit.

But even so, it was a girl’s swimsuit.

I’m gonna wear that…?

The boy already had some complex about his girly features and slender figure. When long hair became popular, he decided to let his hair grow. Those who didn’t know him thought he was a girl, and those who knew thought he was coming out of the closet.

He hated it so much he only cut his hair short ever since then.

The manager in prospect reached out and grabbed the clothes from the head manager.

I’m gonna wear this… and obey a guy whose name was on that damn list instead of mine…?

He wanted to refuse. He wanted to keep using the name Reinaldo instead of the girly nickname Reina.

But the girly boy knew what his family would say if he refused for such reason.

You didn’t make to the team. At least try to support the swimmers who did.

Your grandmother and your aunt worked as managers. What’s wrong with being one?

You look good on a swimsuit anyway.

Reinaldo, or better yet, Reina let out a heavy sigh as he lowered his eyes.

When he raised them, he forced a smile.

“When do I start?”

The head manager flashed a huge smile. “Right away,” she said, picking up her phone on the desk and texting something.

After the head manager introduced Reina to one of the managers, the girl showed the boy the club and its facilities exclusive to the athletes and other employees.

To Reina’s relief, there was a boy’s locker room for the managers. For a moment I thought I’d have to change with the girls…

But it had been so long since anyone had used it the water wasn’t working, and no one had bothered to fix it.

“We’ll fix that right away. In the meantime, you can use the girl’s locker room,” the girl said as if there was nothing wrong for a boy to use the girl’s locker room.

“Won’t the girls get mad…?” he voiced what was in his head in the best way he could without sounding creepy.

“Nah. You look like a girl I’m sure no one will be uncomfortable. And unless you start acting like a creep, the girls won’t mind someone as cute as you,” she said with a smile.

That smile crushed the last bit of masculinity Reina was clinging to. Oh, great… the girls won’t mind that I’m there with them… because I look like a girl…

After the tour was over, the manager with more experience then gave a few details of his new position.

“We’re not the swimmers’ bitches,” it was the first thing Rina explained, not hiding her anger. “Some of the athletes thinks that since we’re assisting them, they can boss us around, but that’s not true.”

“That’s glad to hear,” Reina said, not hiding his relief. “I was afraid that I’d have to obey a jerk or something…”

The girl flashed a sheepish smile.

“Actually, that might happen. But that doesn’t mean you have to obey. Unless the athlete is someone really good, the club doesn’t want to ruin its image with that kind of people.”

“That’s… reassuring…”

The girl went on about what a manager had to do.

The list wasn’t long, but the gist of it was to be a goffer for the swimmer. If it’s not a jerk, guess it’s not that bad…

The girl looked to around to make sure they were alone. Even after confirming there was no one listening, she lowered her voice.

“There’s one more thing. Because of the close relationship we develop with the swimmers, many girls end up dating them. Unfortunately, some of the athletes think that kind of relationship is a given and try to get some anyway.”

“But I’m a boy. I’m safe from that,” Reina said with confidence.

“Let’s hope so. But you’re so cute some boys might not care that you have something extra down there,” Rina said with a strange smile. “Ah, look at the time. The new swimmers are probably finishing signing up the contracts now. It’s a perfect time to introduce your new boy.”

“Yay,” he said in a listless voice that only made the girl’s smile grow.

“I like your enthusiasm,” she said, raising both thumbs at him. “Now go change into your uniform so you can meet your boy.”

With a sigh, Reina went to the tiny men’s locker room what was barely bigger than a closet. He stared at the girl’s swimsuit he would have to wear while working as a manager.

I can’t believe that I went from an aspiring swimmer to wearing this… but right now, it’s the closest I can get to the pool…

Overly conscious, Reina undressed. Then he put one leg inside swimsuit. When the other was in, he pulled the manager’s uniform up.

It’s… tight… It was the nicest thing Reina thought of his new uniform. He placed a finger between his butt and the fabric, pulled a little, adjusted and then let it go with a snap. Ouch…

Pressing his lips, he turned to the mirror on the wall hesitatingly.

Reina stared at himself for a moment, trying to keep his mind empty.

I… don’t look that bad… I think. He turned around to check his butt. When he realized what he was doing, the cross-dressing boy dropped his shoulders.

I knew I looked like a girl to begin with, but for a swimsuit be enough to make me pass as one… if this was a high cut swimsuit, anyone would see my balls and dick pressed the fabric… but this swimsuit has this skirt like thingy that hides everything… I don’t know if that’s good or not…

Reina tugged the extra fabric down, making sure it covered his man parts. I’m not sure what’s worse. People knowing that I’m cross-dressing, or people not knowing that I’m one…

With another heavy sigh, the boy in the swimsuit grabbed the club’s jacket, put it on and left the locker room.

The moment the more experienced manager saw him, she beamed.

“Wah… you look great! I had a hunch it’d look good on you, but to think it’d be this great! You look like a perfect manager! All petite and cute!”

“Yay,” he said in the same listless tone.

Rina laughed. “I know you don’t like it now, but I bet you’ll love the job soon. And the swimsuit too! When you get used to it, you’ll never want to take it off.”

Under her enthusiasm, Reina couldn’t help but smile weakly.

“I truly doubt that. But I’ll keep my fingers crossed,” he said, hoping his sarcasm wasn’t too obvious. Despite everything, the girl seemed a good person and he didn’t dislike her.

She linked their arms and dragged him to the main hall on the first floor of the building. She opened the glass door slowly to not make much noise.

In the middle of the main hall, there was a group of thirteen young men dressed in workout clothes bearing the club’s emblem. They were listening to an older man wearing a sharp suit talk about how an athlete of the club should behave.

On the side, lined up against the wall looking at the new swimmers, were eleven young women around Reina’s age whispering among themselves as if evaluating the new boys.

Trying to make as less noise as they could, the girl led Reina to them.

At once the cross-dressing boy knew they were his new fellow managers. Like him, they also wore the same swimsuit as him under the club’s jacket.

But it looks way better on them since they’re actually girls and not a cross-dressing boy like me…

“Hi,” Rina whispered to the others, waving her hand.

They said hi back and then turned to Reina, who blushed and averted his eyes.

It was the first time in his life that he had been surrounded by so many pretty girls at once.

Too bad that I’m dressed like them… I just threw all my chances down the cross-dressing drain, Reina thought, a hollow laugh echoing in his mind.

“This is the newest manager, Reina. He’s a boy,” Rina said, leaning her head to the girls as if revealing a great secret.

That announcement picked the girls' interest. With a mix reaction that went from curiosity to disbelief, they checked him from head to toe.

The boy in the swimsuit blushed even more and squirmed a little, playing with his fingers so he could do something other than just stand there embarrassed. Is this how a girl feels when a guy checks her out…?

“Stop lying, Rina,” one of them said. “That’s a mean joke.”

“Yeah. You almost fooled me for a second.”

“Calling this cute girl a boy just because she has no chest,” another girl said while shaking her head. The others agreed.

Rina flashed a smile of someone who was just waiting to show they were right and everyone else wrong.

She’s more mischievous than she looks…

“Then why don’t you ask her directly?” Rina said, stepping aside and giving Reina a little push on the back.

The cross-dressing boy stood before the others.

Oh, crap… everyone’s looking at me. He looked at the floor. I hate being the center of attention…

“R-Rina’s not lying… I-I’m a b-boy,” he said in a low and barely audible voice. I should’ve man instead of boy, he regretted a second later.

The other girls became quiet as they exchanged looks.

The next second, they came closer, forming a circle around Reina. Rina smiled a few steps behind.

“No way!”

“For real?”

“You look so great in the swimsuit…”

“I could never tell…”

They all said at the same time, and Reina didn’t know who he should look.

Due to the surprise, they forgot to keep it down. Their voices added to one another and echoed in the hall.

There was a loud and forced cough.

The girls turned around. The man in the suit was talking again, but he was looking at the girls.

They smiled at him and then returned to their original place.

With a satisfied expression, Rina pushed Reina until they stood at the end of the line.

“See? I told you no one would mind that you’re a boy. You’re safe,” Rina whispered.

“My parents are gonna be so thrilled to hear that,” he said, this time making sure his sarcasm was obvious enough despite his low tone.

“Don’t worry. Your mother’s gonna be, I know,” she said, smiling at his reaction.

“Wait, do you know my mom?”

“Of course. She was a great swimmer back in her days. I couldn’t believe when she called and informed me of the situation.”

Reina let out a tired sighed. “Great… just great…”

So my mother will know everything I do…

All the managers kept quiet as the newest swimmers were given the last information.

Then, after the man in the suit left, Rina walked to the athletes, gesturing to the other managers to do the same.

“Hi,” she said with a bright smile. “As members of the club, and also your future managers, we’d like to say congratulations for passing on the tryouts. Welcome.”

The other girls said ‘welcome’ in unison. Despite being a little late, Reina joined them.

The swimmers thanked and smiled at them. Some, the cross-dressing boy noticed, had goofy faces as they ogled the girls.

That was surprisingly satisfying for Reina. Not all swimmers are those confident macho athletes… that’s good.

As Rina explained a few things the managers were supposed to do for them, Reina checked the guys that succeeded where he failed.

They’re tall… and have bodies fit for swimming… unlike me… But there was one who didn’t look as muscular as the others. In fact, he was the only one who seemed embarrassed as he glanced at the girls.

He looks young…probably just made 18… and by his physique, it looks like he just started swimming… probably no longer than a year…

I can’t believe I lost to him… he must be very talented… I’m jealous…

Rina introduced the girls to the swimmers one by one. And then, at last, it was the cross-dressing boy’s turn.

As the eyes turned to him, he blushed and stared at the ground as if it was the most interesting thing in the world.

“And this is Reina. A newbie who started today, just like you, so don’t ride this cutie too hard, okay?” she said, and the girls giggled.

The boy in the girl’s swimsuit couldn’t help but notice Rina hadn’t used any pronoun. So she doesn’t want to ‘out’ me as a boy me in front of everyone… that’s good, I think. I mean, it’s embarrassing enough, so I’d rather fewer people knew about what’s under this tight swimsuit…

After the introductions were over, Rina assigned the managers to their new swimmers.

Ah, so I’ll be working with him, Reina thought as he walked to the boy he would be helping from now on.

It was the less swimmer-looking athlete who was embarrassed as he looked the girls. He had a shy smile as the cross-dressing boy came closer.

Dude, don’t get your hopes up. I have a dick, the same as you. Two dicks in a bed don’t work, the boy in the female swimsuit wanted to say but kept quiet.

“H-hi, I’m Ronaldo,” he said, blushing. “But you can call me Run, I mean, Ron.”

His awkward way made Reina chuckled.

“Hi, I’m Reina. As Rina said, I’m new here, so please forgive me if I do any mistake,” the cross-dressing boy said, offering a hand.

The swimmer took with both hands and shook it with great enthusiasm.

“Hi! I mean, I’m new here too. Wait you already know that. But I’m new at this whole professional swimmer thing,” he said, dropping his voice and letting go of Reina.

“What do you mean?”

He scratched his head as he looked at the ground.

“I-I… I never thought I’d be an athlete and all… I just started swimming less than a year ago and then this friend suggested me trying out for this club… I never thought I’d be accepted for real…”

I knew it… he has a natural talent… something I lack…

Reina stared at the swimmer who might have taken his spot. The boy in the swimsuit thought he would get somewhat mad, but he didn’t. It’s hard to get angry when I look at that honest face… and besides… that lack of confidence kinda reminds of myself…

“That’s not something bad. We’re all newbies at some point. It only means that you and I will have to work twice as hard. To prove to them that newbies can go far,” Reina said with a gentle smile.

When the swimmer saw his manager’s expression, he beamed. “Yes! I’ll give my best!” he shouted a little too loud, attracting the attention of the other swimmers and managers in the hall.

The pair blushed and tried to ignore the looks and the humming they received.

With another shake of hands, they began their relationship as swimmer and manager.

After a few days working, Reina soon knew what the true job of a manager was. He could resume in a simple sentence; make sure the swimmer only worried about swimming.

Which meant that the cross-dressing manager and the girls had to organize the swimmers’ agenda, set up their meals and snacks, time their laps, give to the coach, hear the instructions with the swimmers and make sure the athletes didn’t stray too far from that.

“It’s a lot more work than I thought,” Reina said to Rina at the end of the first week.

The girl let out a dry laugh as she combed her hair. “Everyone thinks it’s easy. And it’s gonna get even tougher from now on.”

“No way…” the cross-dressing boy stared at the more experienced manager in disbelief.

“Trust me. Wait until the competitions and tournaments get closer. The swimmers go crazy as they tried to gather enough rank to become an option for the national team.” Then she glanced meaningfully at the boy in the swimsuit. “Sometimes they even need a help blowing off steam.”

It took too long for Reina to understand what she meant.

“They can do that by themselves, can’t they?”

I do it, why can’t they?

Rina flashed a teasing smile. “Yeah, they can. But you’d rather do it alone or with someone? Especially when you work closely with a pretty girl…”

“With the pretty girl,” he admitted, blushing and averting his eyes. “But that’s not Ron’s case. He’s not working side by side with a girl.”

“So what would you do if Ronald needed to extravasate his sexual needs?”

“I’d give my best online material.”

Rina opened her mouth then comprehension illuminated her face.

“Oh, yeah… it’s hard to remember that you’re a boy when I see you dressed in a swimsuit the entire time…”

“Please, don’t forget that… It’s something important to me…”

She smiled and laughed.

“Oh, c’mon. Don’t blame me. You’re too cute,” she said, hugging him. “Besides, in this day of age, boys can help other boys too.”

“I’d rather not step into that territory… just the clothes are enough for me to handle,” he said with a sad smile.

What he would never tell his new friend was that he was getting used to the swimsuit.

At first, he could only think of it as tight. But now it fit him snuggly.

Reina stopped being overly conscious about every time he put it on. It was now just the cute uniform he wore to work.

But there was one thing he didn’t want to think about.

During his second day as manager, as he and Ron got to know each other so he could do the best for the swimmer, the cross-dressing boy revealed his secret.

“Eh? You’re a boy?” the swimmer said, not hiding his surprise at all. He blinked many times as he stared at Reina and his slim figure in the swimsuit.

“Yeah, I’m a boy,” Reina said blushing. “It’s strange and embarrassing for to wear this, but it’s the manager’s uniform…”

“No!” Ron added hurriedly, shaking his head. “I mean, it’s a little strange… but you look cute… so cute I’d never imagined… if anyone told me that you were a boy, I’d call them mad…”

“I… don’t know what to say to that…”

The cross-dressing boy laughed to hide his embarrassment.

Ron blushed and showed a shy smile as he looked Reina in the eyes.

Dude! Don’t look at me like that… I just told you that I’m a boy! I mean, a guy, the boy in the swimsuit thought, but made no effort to look away.

Seeing the boy before him getting redder, the Reina couldn’t help but get red too.

To his luck, the coached call them for the first talk.

That was so embarrassing I’d rather not remember, Reina said to himself, forcing his mind to get back to the girl’s locker room.

“Just remember two things. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want. And if you do wanna help him, remember to use protection. Just because you two are boys doesn’t mean you shouldn’t worry about those kinds of things.”

Rina left to hand the clean towel to her swimmer before Reina could say anything.

This is so weird… The boy in the swimsuit sighed as he glanced at Ron, who was in the middle of his last lap of the day. They know that I’m a boy and yet they treat me like I’m a girl… Ron, the managers… Even mom wanted me to get my nails done so I looked more like a proper manager of the club…

He shook his head to make the memory go away.

Better not think about that…

Reina ignored what was in his mind and went to hand a clean towel for Ron too.

“Thanks,” the swimmer said, drying himself the moment the coach blew the whistle to signalize the ended of the practice.

He smiled and put the towel around his neck.

As they walked to the locker room, there was something strange in the way Ron was acting.

“You’re nervous,” the boy in the swimsuit figured out, speaking aloud without realizing.

Ron widened his eyes for a second. Then he flashed a sheepish smile to his manager.

“Is it that obvious?”

“Nah. I’m just been paying too much attention to you.”

The moment Reina said, he blushed.

Both boys averted their gaze at the same time.

Idiot… hey, mouth, why are you spouting nonsense? Isn’t I wearing a girl’s swimsuit awkward enough?

They both remained in silence for a while.

Oh, c’mon, Ron. Say something. Something that won’t add to the awkward mood… I’d say something, but I don’t trust my mouth near you…

“So… you’re going to the competition, right?” Ron asked after some time. “I know it’s local and all, but still, I… I’d like for you to watch me…”

He seems almost afraid I’ll say no…

That nervous way of his is kinda cute.

“There’s no way I’d miss your first competition… I know it’s not required for the managers to go, but I like seeing you swimming…”

Reina widened his eyes the moment he finished speaking. Stupid mouth… stop trying to make me hook up with him.

Ron’s face lit with a smile.

“Thanks! With you there, I know I can give my best!”

Thump.

Oh, shit… now my heart’s beating faster for a guy… just perfect.

Despite what was on his mind, Reina didn’t hate the feeling.

Two weeks passed and the day of Ron’s first competition as a professional swimmer, as an athlete of the club, had finally arrived.

Despite the façade of confidence, Reina could tell his swimmer’s over excitement was just a way to mask how nervous he was.

Just look at him, the cross-dressing boy thought with a worried expression. I thought if the competition was here at the club, he wouldn’t be this bad…

Ron took deep breaths and then, after exhaling, he flashed a huge smile. He acted playfully with his fellow swimmers, but when he became distracted, that façade crumbled as he bit his nails.

At some point he ran out of nails to bite.

I knew it’d happen, Reina thought as he watched.

But that didn’t stop Ron.

Reina had to grab his fist to make him stop.

Without saying a word, the cross-dressing boy dragged his swimmer to the boy manager’s locker room.

“If you keep biting your nails, I’m gonna put this pepper nail polish on your fingers,” he said, grabbing a little red vial from his bag.

Ron widened his eyes and then relaxed a little, letting escape a weak chuckle.

Only then Reina let go of his wrist, though he didn’t put the nail polish away.

“I’m glad I got a strict manager like you,” he said with a tiny smile.

“I’m not being strict,” Reina said in a low voice, playing with his fingers.

“Threatening me with that nail polish isn’t strict?”

“I wouldn’t call it a threat… My mom used to put this on me to make me stop biting my nails,” Reina said, and he couldn’t help but smile too.

“My mom too. It burned like hell,” he said, then he looked at what was left of his fingernails. “I thought I had stopped that habit, but I guess I was wrong…”

“I can’t blame you… it’s your first tournament…”

“Thanks… I’m not pressured enough as it is…” Ron let out a hollow laugh.

“Oh, c’mon, you know what I mean. And besides, it’s not like they’re gonna fire you or anything if you screw up that much.”

“Thanks… you’re great at pep talk,” Ron said, not skimping on his sarcasm.

“As long as it works,” the boy in the swimsuit said, smiling.

They remained in the locker room, talking about anything but the tournament.

But as the time for his debut as professional came closer, Ron got more nervous. Even Reina’s jokes seemed to stop working to calm him down. The swimmer couldn’t stop pacing up and down the cramped locker room.

“Oh, god… why did I wanna be a swimmer? I just started swimming. I’m not ready for a competition… oh, crap…”

Reina stood by his swimmer’s side. When he couldn’t stand the pacing anymore, he grabbed the taller boy’s shoulder and made him sit on the only bench in the locker room.

“Ron, trust me. Everything’s gonna be okay… you just have to swim like during the practices. That’s it. If you win, great.”

“And if I lose?” the swimmer asked in a low voice, looking into his manager’s eyes.

“If you lose, it won’t be the end of the world. There’ll be more tournaments. And if you work hard enough, you might even go to the Olympics. I think you have the potential for that,” Reina said in a sincere voice that had no jealousy.

That made the swimmer smile. Then chuckle.

“You make it sound so simple…”

“It is. But that doesn’t mean it’s easy.” The boy manager made Ron look him in the eyes. “Don’t think about winning or losing. Just focus on swimming.”

“You’re right…”

Ron smiled.

There was a good silence between them, of two people who enjoyed the situation.

But then the swimmer’s eyes lowered a bit.

Ron was looking at Reina’s lips.

Then he raised his vision and was looking back into the cross-dressing boy’s eyes.

The next moment, he looked at those lips again, leaning closer.

Wait, wait, wait!

Is this really gonna happen? Are we really gonna kiss? Even though we’re both boys?

The cross-dressing boy stood where he was, frozen.

He had no idea what to do. But his body did.

The boy manager’s mind was blank, but his body acted for him.

Reina closed his eyes and met Ron’s lips.

Oh, god! I’m kissing a boy!

To his surprise, he didn’t dislike the idea.

It’s not any boy… it’s Ron… my swimmer…  someone gets embarrassed easily… someone who laughs and smile easily… it’s Ron, my own cute swimmer…

Reina was out of breath when they parted their lips.

“Wow…” the words escaped his small mouth as he opened his eyes slowly.

He never felt this thrilled with a kiss.

I’ve kissed girls before but… it never felt this amazing, his hazed mind managed to think.

Ron looked at the cross-dressing boy’s lips before looking into Reina’s eyes.

“I’m sorry,” he said in a low voice. But there was no regret in his tone. “I don’t know why I—”

Before he finished speaking something Reina didn’t want to hear, the boy in the swimsuit kissed his swimmer.

But this time he wasn’t torn. There was no dispute between what his mind thought and what his body wanted.

There was only one thing throughout the slender entire being; desire for Ron.

The cross-dressing boy didn’t care that they were both boys. All he wanted was to see how much excitement he could get from those lips.

Reina slipped his tongue inside Ron’s mouth.

As the kiss got more intense, the swimmer wrapped an arm around him.

Without parting their lips, Reina sat on his lap, put a hand on his neck and pressed his body against the swimmer’s.

The warmth from that almost naked torso made his mind go blanker.

Oh, god. He’s so hot! Why did I only notice this now?

In the midst of their passionate kiss, the boy in the swimsuit pushed Ron against the bench.

Their kiss raised in heat. So much that the swimmer, who had taken a shower before the competition, was already sweating.

But that only made the cross-dressing boy hornier.

There must be something queer with me, he thought with a sheepish smile in his head.

But that didn’t slow him down at all.

Reina undressed Ron of his already unzipped club jacket and began licking that sweaty bare chest.

As he licked those abs, he felt a throb between his legs. Then a pain.

No way…

His dick was hardening in the comfortably tight swimsuit.

Soon it was too big for a girl’s clothes.

Even so, he didn’t stop the kiss.

There was some arouse in that little pain.

Guess I’m an M, huh?

But that wasn’t all the surprises.

Reina wasn’t the only one with that reaction that was normal for any healthy male.

There was something hard touching his butt.

With a smile, he stopped the kiss to touch the bulge in the swimmer’s trunks.

“Aren’t you a little too happy?” he said in a teasing voice that made Ron blush. “Let me take care of that for you.”

What the hell am I saying? Just because I’m kissing him I don’t mind doing that?

Even so, he didn’t want to take his offer back.

“W-what?” The swimmer blinked a couple times.

“You can’t swim with this, can you?”

Without another word, Reina pulled down the trunks.

The dick was pending a little to the left when it became free of clothes.

The boy in the swimsuit stared at the cock.

I’ve never looked at one besides mine… Ron’s bigger than me, he thought, somewhat jealous.

Reina used those feelings as he grabbed the cock with both hands and stroked it.

His small and delicate fingers moved up and down the shaft.

Hope he’s liking this… I’ve never touched a dick other than mine… guess I’ll just do what I'd like.

Reina had to be careful to not ruin his nails as he pleasured his swimmer.

Mom would kill me if I ruined my manicure since it was expensive.

Ron winced and pressed his lips. His expression was of someone who had no idea how he ended up in that situation. Even so, he was enjoying too much.

Soon the dick was throbbing in the cross-dressing boy’s hand.

Reina’s palm was smeared with pre-cum, which only made his fingers more slippery. That increased Ron’s pleasure.

And then the swimmer came.

The boy dressed in the swimsuit caught most of the cum on his hand.

He looked at it with no idea what to do.

Guess it’ll be bad if someone finds this…

He brought it to his mouth and drank the semen.

It tastes… naughty, he thought, licking the back of his fingers as he stared Ron in the eyes with a teasing smile.

Ron’s face was an alarming shade of red. His expression was of utter disbelief.

“What? Have you never seen a boy drink another boy’s semen?” the cross-dressing manager asked in a sly voice.

The swimmer opened his mouth, but he was too shocked to speak. All he did was shake his head.

Then he looked down, widening his eyes.

Reina did the same.

His cock was even bigger. Even though it wasn’t a high cut swimsuit, his dick was showing through the clothes.

The cross-dressing manager looked his swimmer in the eyes, as if telling him to take responsibility for the boner.

“Y-you can’t watch the competition with that…” Ron used the same suggestive tone as Reina.

Without a word, the cross-dressing boy pulled a little vial from his bag and handed to the swimmer. At the same time, he turned around, offering his butt to Ron.

The vial was something Rina had given him a few days after she ‘joked’ about being safe.

Without needing an explanation, the swimmer unscrewed the cap, dumped the liquid on his hand and pulled the swimsuit’s bottom to the side.

Reina winced as the fabric pressed his cock a little more.

When the manager’s cute round butt was free, Ron didn’t hesitate to slip a finger inside.

It feels… weird… but kinda good… normally, there’s only stuff coming out, but coming in doesn’t feel so bad, the cross-dressing boy thought as the swimmer massaged his insides.

I’d never considered doing this before, but with him…

Even if he was doing to help his swimmer, Reina couldn’t hide how much he liked. His dick was proof of that, getting bigger and bigger.

Soon the pain from the tight fabric was too much.

He pulled his dick free and stroked it with the other.

But a larger hand enveloped his.

Without stopping massaging the ass, the swimmer used his other hand to masturbate his manager.

Then Ron slipped a second finger inside that tight little ass and stroked faster.

The double stimulus was too much.

As the fingers went deeper to spread the lotion, Reina covered his mouth.

But it was too late. He let a moan escape from his small lips.

It was a low, but even so, it was a moan thanks to the pleasure from another man.

It feels too good, damn it…

And the swimmer had heard.

Ron’s fingers moved faster, and his hands stroked harder.

The cross-dressing manager moaned again. The embarrassment only added to his pleasure.

Sooner than he wanted, Reina came.

The swimmer didn’t let his manager’s seed fall on the floor.

He caught it on his hand and brought it to his mouth, drinking like Reina had done a few minutes earlier.

When Reina saw that, he couldn’t help but blush.

Even doing that he looks manly…

But when he saw Ron’s hard dick again, he couldn’t help but smile in anticipation.

Remembering Rina’s advice, Reina pulled a condom from his bag and enveloped that throbbing member with the rubber. He did the same with his cock, trying to ignore the feeling of frustration because of the difference in size.

It best this way. Because that dick is going inside my ass…

Then, with the help of a hand, the cross-dressing boy sat on Ron’s cock.

He widened his eyes and winced as the dick pushed his muscles and went inside his ass.

Just like I thought… the dick’s too big…

But that didn’t make the boy in the swimsuit stop at all.

When he managed couldn’t go down anymore, he took a deep breath, ignored the pain and moved up slowly.

Then he moved down. And up.

The dick went in and out of his ass.

And every time, the cock went deeper and the pain became smaller.

His insides were taking the shape of that throbbing dick, making the sex much better.

Ron was too happy to do anything. All he could do was watch with a surprised expression as his manager moaned like a slutty girl that enjoyed taking a dick up the ass.

And that only made Reina more and more hornier.

He moved faster and faster, moaning louder and louder.

Then his swimmer was moaning with pleasure as well.

The boy in the swimsuit moved so fast he could feel his ass bumping against Ron’s balls. And that was surprisingly good.

I’m such a slutty manager, Reina thought with a smile.

There was no pain now. There was only pleasure.

His and Ron’s.

Both men were enjoying the anal sex in different ways.

One with his ass, the other with his cock.

Sooner than Reina wanted, he felt Ron’s dick close to cumming.

Despite not dirtying up his insides because of the condom, he liked the idea of his man ejaculating because of his ass.

And then the cross-dressing manager came too.

Despite his weak legs, the boy in the swimsuit moved until the dick became limp.

Ron was sweating and smiling.

Reina was panting, sweating and also smiling.

The cross-dressing manager turned his head with a shy expression.

When their eyes met, they knew at once; they both wanted more.

The manager at once remembered Rina’s words. This swimmer was one of those men who had to release all the sexual tension before a competition.

And if Reina truly wanted to help him, as his manager, he would do anything he could.

The cross-dressing boy took the limp penis from his ass and threw the used condoms in the trash can.

He pulled another, but as he caressed a little to make it hard, Reina decided not to use a condom this time.

I wanna feel his load in my ass, he thought, blushing with the idea. I mean, it’ll help him… I think…

When the cock was hard enough, Reina was about to sit on it again.

But Ron stood up.

The swimmer looked at the manager as a beast looked at a prey.

That wild expression made the cross-dressing boy hard again.

Without any need for words, Reina turned around, leaned against the wall and raised his butt.

Ron placed both hands on those delicate hips.

His huge thumbs found the dimples on his back.

It’s like my body was made for a guy to do this… for a guy to fuck me from behind like the slutty boy I am, Reina thought, biting his lips, waiting.

The seconds became unbearable.

Hurry up and put that dick inside me again!

And then, finally, the member was inside his ass again.

But when Ron thrust, it felt much better.

Unlike when he sat on it, now it was as if it the cock was going through him, reaching much deeper.

Reina bit his lips.

In a few moments, he was drooling with pleasure and moaning.

The dick trashing inside his ass felt too good.

He wanted to say Ron to go as hard as he wanted, but the cross-dressing manager had lost control of his voice.

The only thing he could do was moan. A slutty moan.

His chest was pressed against the cold wall.

But with the massive heat source pounding him from behind, the temperature difference felt good.

Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me like a bitch! Trash my ass so hard I won’t be able to sit for days!

The cross-dressing boy wanted to say but couldn’t.

Even so, Ron seemed to understand him.

Their minds and body were in sync.

He thrust his hips faster, his dick going harder and deeper.

At the same time, Reina moved his hips back and forth.

It was an indescribable pleasure. For them both.

But too soon for the boy in the swimsuit, the swimmer came inside his ass.

The semen seemed to fill every inch of that tight hole.

And it felt good.

Reina came too, smearing the wall.

Ron stopped moving. All he did was breathe hard.

But he didn’t take the dick out of the cute tight ass.

Reina was breathless but with a goofy and satisfied smile stamped on his lips.

When the manager managed to turn his head around and look at his swimmer’s face, he knew his job was done.

Ron was completely relaxed. There was no more anxiety. There were no more jitters. He was ready to give his best.

“If you win today, we can do this all night long,” the boy in the swimsuit said in a weak but filled with pleasure voice.

The swimmer smiled. A wild smile.

A smile of someone who would fuck the cross-dressing boy so hard they both wouldn’t be able to walk.

Sometime later, Ron won the competition.

And Reina could barely walk in the next morning. But he couldn’t stop smiling either.


Afterword

Thanks for reading.

Hope you enjoyed the third Otokonoko Collection.

If you could share and leave a review, it’d make me really happy.

Since it’s summer in half the world (not where I live. But it’s always hot here, haha) I wanted to write about swimsuits. I mean, when you think of summer, you think of beach and swimsuits, right?

Not that I’m the type that goes to the beach. Despite living close, it’s been years since I went.

As always, I’d like to remind that the characters on this work are sissy boys who cross-dress for various reasons. I could refer to them as traps. I prefer, but since there are people who used the term in a mean way, I’m avoiding.

I already have the next short story collections in mind. There will be a lot more stories about lewd sissy boys. If you don’t wanna miss anything, sign up to my newsletter.

Including a couple of light novels. I wanna write about a Cross-dressing Magical Boy and a Cross-dressing Demon.

If you want to save some money, you can buy the Complete Girly boy collection.

Also, check out Please Call Me Teacher! It’s a great, fun and super cute BL ecchi rom-com about a cosplayer teacher and his painter student.

If you want to keep up with my stories, you can check my website or sign up to my newsletter.

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

Once again, thanks for reading.

See you in the next collection.
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