

The Complete Otokonoko

Short Story Collection

By Pedoro Pedoro

Copyright © 2019 Pedoro Pedoro

Cover art © 2019

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Table of Content

Working Otokonoko

Help us, sissy boy. You’re our only hope

Cheer boy 

Dance, sissy boy

Work out with a sissy boy

Carnival Otokonoko

A naughty job

Cross-dress for me!

Carnival is more than just fun

It’s your fault!

Swimsuit Otokonoko

It’s your fault for being too cute!

The suntan

Swimsuit date

The swimmer and the manager

Historical Otokonoko

The Assassin

The Knight

The Thief  

Supernatural Otokonoko

The exorcist and the Incubus

The Demon and the contract

Ouija board

The curse

Childhood Friend Otokonoko

Am I married to my childhood friend?

Childhood friend wins

My family ships me with my sissy childhood friend

A promise between childhood friends

Afterword


Help us, sissy boy. You’re our only hope.   

“Please, Mika, please! I know I’m asking for a lot but you’re the only one who can do this on such short notice!” the director begged.

Mika could not believe as his friend got on his knees.

Even though he was on the path to be a professional actor, the offer to play the main role didn’t appeal to him at all.

For the moment, his minor roles on the play were enough.

I’d be playing background and nameless characters, but at least I’d be a male character for the first time, he had thought at the time.

Mika even had a couple lines that had some importance on the plot.

As everyone worked hard every day, Mika had dreamed of playing the main role.

The play is so interesting any actor would be happy to participate… but…

But he had never imagined, not even in his wildest dream, the people involved in the play would surround him and beg him to substitute the female protagonist.

Under all those stares, Mika’s resolve of never playing a female role ever again failed.

“Fine… I’ll take the role,” he said in a low and defeated voice.

The three people around him cheered. The director grabbed Mika’s hand with both his. “Thanks, Mikael. Thank you so much. You’re a lifesaver.”

“Yeah… sure…” Despite his mixed feelings, Mika couldn’t help but smile.

Even if it’s a female role, at least it’s the main character, he said to himself, trying to get excited about his new role.

“Come, Mika, we need to make adjustments to the costumes now.” Amanda, his best friend and the person in charge of costumes dragged him to the dressing room. “Take off your clothes.”

With a huge sigh, Mika obeyed, undressing everything except for the underwear.

Can’t believe I’m gonna dress as a girl and go on stage… again, he thought, his cheeks reddening.

“Oh, c’mon. Take off the undies too,” said Amanda after she got one of the costumes and her sewing kit. “You don’t need to get embarrassed. It’s me. How many times have I dressed you as a girl?”

“I’d rather not remember… Actually, I’ve been trying to erase that from my mind.”

Amana sighed exasperatedly. “Fine, fine. Put this on while I’ll go the little girl’s room. Be right back,” she said and left the dressing room.

Mika stared at the white lacy panties before him. He picked it up, feeling the fabric with his fingers.

Can’t believe I’m gonna wear panties again, he thought for a moment before putting them on. At least they’re comfortable…

Mika looked himself in the mirror on the corner.

He already looked like a girl. But with the underwear, no one would think he was anything other than a girl with really, really small breast.

Even his manhood didn’t create a visible bulge in that lacy panties.

He was feeling completely dejected when Amanda was back.

“Oh. You already look girly enough. You won’t even need much makeup,” she said, walking to him. “I’m actually jealous.”

“Thanks,” he said in a monotone voice, staring her with empty eyes. “That’s what every guy wants to hear.”

The girl laughed. “You’re welcome. Now raise your arms.”

With another sigh, Mika once again did as told.

Amanda unwrapped the metric tape from her neck and took the boy’s measurements. While Mika sat and waited, she wrote down the numbers on a little notebook then picked up the dress for the next scene and started adjusting.

“Hey, Mika,” Amanda said after a while.

“What…?”

“Thank you so much for accepting the part,” she said, and Mika could tell she meant it.

Under that much sincerity from someone who’s usually teasing him, the boy blushed and averted his eyes.

“It’s not a big deal,” he mumbled, scratching his arm. “It’s just me, dressing as a girl and going on stage… again. Luckily I’m used to this…” His eyes became lifeless as he let out a hollow laugh.

“No,” Amanda said in a firm voice. “It is a huge deal. I know how much you hated when people teased you for doing female roles. And I know you swore you’d never cross-dress again. So, once again, thank you for putting all those feelings aside to help us.”

“Yeah, could you stop acting like this?” Mika let out an awkward laugh to break the mood. “I’m used to you teasing me, you know?”

Her hands stopped adjusting the dress as she turned to him.

“How do you really feel about accepting the main female lead role?” she asked, looking him in the eyes.

Mika dropped his shoulders and stared at the ground.

“I hate it,” he admitted in a low and frustrated voice. “Ever since I was a kid, people made me play the girl roles just because I have this girly face and delicate body. I lost count of how many times I promised myself I’d stop that. But there was always an important role. When I got in college, I vowed myself I’d leave the female roles in the past…”

“I knew how much you’ve been struggling with this, but I had no idea you felt like this.” Amanda ran across the room to hug Mika. “This play would be your first male role after a long time, right?”

He nodded.

“Ten years, to be exact,” Mika added. Then he let out the hollow laugh again. “I spent most of my life playing girls.”

She hugged him tighter with one arm.

“Thank you so much again. I really need this. My idiot boyfriend who keeps insisting we call him the director all the time also needs this.”

“I know, I know.” Mika patted her on the back, vaguely aware that he was hugging a girl while almost completely naked. Guess I can’t be considered a threat wearing these cute panties…

Even if his friend didn’t remind him, Mika was well aware of what was at stake on the play.

Due to some unfortunate events, the director had to take over a production that received awful critics. He wasn’t at fault though. Not only he was forced to accept, there was no time to fix the terrible script.

He tried his best to save the play and create something enjoyable. Unfortunately, in the end, it was his name attached to those harsh critics.

This was his second chance after a long time.

He needs to make this play successful, Mika thought.

And he wasn’t the only one. Amanda also needed this play to be a success. She had spent weeks coming up with every single costume and sewing everything herself.

She’s almost graduating… if this play is a success, many people will see her clothes… This could really help her career…

Slapping himself on the cheeks mentally, Mika made his decision. Alright. Everyone needs me. I’m a man. There’s no way I can let my friends down because of a little cross-dressing! For them, I’ll give my best in yet another female role.

“Hey, how much do you weigh?” Amanda asked suddenly.

Mika widened his eyes. He became red and averted his eyes. “45 kilos,” he said in a low voice. It was embarrassing for him to weigh less than most girls he knew.

“Wow, less than that bitch. Hey, it’s less than me!” Amanda exclaimed with a note of jealousy in her voice.

“Don’t say it…” Mika blushed even more.

“I’m done. Put this on, you skinny brat.”

Amanda helped him put on the short sundress that barely covered his thighs. With a belt, a plastic headband, and high heels, Mika was ready.

“You look perfect!” she said, walking around Mika to check every side. “No one will even imagine you’re a boy.”

“Thanks… I guess…” he said with an awkward smile.

The cross-dressing boy made sure he didn’t look himself in the mirror. He knew he would die of embarrassment. It’s so sad the vow I made to myself died so soon.

With a heavy sigh, he left the dressing room and headed back to the main stage. To add to his dejection, Mika noticed that he had no problem whatsoever with the heels.

Guess it’s like riding a bike, he thought with a hollow chuckle.

“Mika, you look terrific!” the director said. He raced to the cross-dressing boy and hugged him. “Thank you so much for doing this.”

“Yeah… sure… no problem…”

Despite Mika’s lack of enthusiasm, the director smiled.

“Since you already know the lines, let’s start from the last scene.”

The now main female lead felt uncomfortable. He wanted to shift his penis in the panties, but he knew he shouldn’t.

The protagonist wouldn’t… couldn’t do that… anyway, she’d not be so vulgar, and now I’m she, he told himself. Then he took a deep breath and walked to his place in the middle of the stage.

“Okay… start!” the director’s voice echoed in the theater.

Mika looked at Arthur, the other protagonist and his co-start now.

As he looked into those dark eyes, the cross-dressing boy brought all his emotions to the surface, letting all he felt as he read the script come to him.

“Please… please, give us a chance,” he whispered. But at the same time, his voice was loud enough so that the future audience could hear him.

Damn… I forgot how hard it is to speak low and project the voice at the same time, he thought, fighting an urge to clear his throat.

His co-star closed his eyes and turned his head slightly away.

“You’re asking me to give up this opportunity,” Arthur said in a frustrated voice. “It’s not fair.”

“I know it’s not.”

Mika took a few steps and was inches away from the other guy. He placed a hand on Arthur’s chin and forced him to look into the cross-dressing boy’s face.

“The same way you asked me last time.”

“Which you took it.” Arthur jerked his face to the other side.

“Yes, I know that.” Mika’s eyes became watery. “And I regret every day of my life.”

Arthur looked Mika in the eyes.

The cross-dressing boy could feel all the emotions behind those dark pupils. He’s an amazing actor!

“Liar,” Arthur said in a projected whisper. “It was an amazing experience for you as a painter. You’ve never received so many praises.”

Mika let out a sad chuckle. “You’re right… But do you have any idea how much I missed you? We’re meant to be together.”

He buried his face in Arthur’s chest.

“I know… I know… but…” The pain filled his co-star’s voice.

“There was always something between us.” Mika turned his head towards the seats. “If we don’t take this chance to be together, we may never be… forever…”

“I love you. You know that… But I—"

“Can’t miss this chance,” Mika interrupted him, stepping back. With a sad smile, closed his eyes and sniffed. “You wouldn’t be the man I fell in love all those years ago if you did.”

“I’m sorry…”

“Don’t be… Please…” Mika found within himself the ability to cry. “I won’t be able to take it if you say that…”

Arthur got closer and placed his hands on the cross-dressing boy’s cheek. With the thumb, he cleaned a tear.

Mika closed his eyes and touched the hand on his cheek. Then he stroked it gently.

Shit! I completely forgot about this when I agreed to take the lead, he thought, doing his best to keep in character and prevent his emotions from coming out.

The next part was the kissing scene. A powerful and emotional kiss, shared by two people who loved each other but couldn’t be together.

I can’t believe I have to kiss a man again! I thought those days were behind me!

But as he stroked the hand and felt the warmth coming from Arthur, the thought of backing down disappeared.

I have to kiss him. I’m a man and won’t go back on my word.

Mika opened his eyes slowly. He looked into Arthur’s eyes and then closed his again, leaning in closer to kiss his co-lead.

After what seemed too long, they parted their lips parted and looked into each other’s eyes. Mika hugged him tight and Arthur wrapped his arms around the cross-dressing actor.

“Okay… cut!” The voice of the director echoed on the stage.

The actors let go of each other. Mika looked away, his face red. He played with a lock of his hair as the director walked to them.

“Mika, that was… amazing,” he said, smiling from ear to ear. “It was much better than I hoped…”

Despite his words, Mika could only hear the unspoken one. “But what?”

The director’s smile faded. He bit his lips and averted his gaze for a moment. “However… that kiss was… how can I say…?”

“Awful, I know,” Mika completed in a dejected voice.

Damn it… I can’t let my feelings get in the way of my performance, he told himself.

“If you’re not okay with kissing a guy, we can leave it out,” the director said. But from his expression, it was obvious that he didn’t want.

Mika exhaled loudly. “No, we need the kiss. It’s important for their relationship. And the scene needs something more than just a hug. The kiss has to stay.”

“You’re right,” the director said, not hiding his relief.

“Don’t worry,” Mika said, slapping himself on the face a couple times. “I’ll find a way to get less uncomfortable with kissing a guy.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I am… Just give me some time, okay? I promise until the opening night, the kiss will be spectacular. I’ll be making out with him and the audience will get out of the theater thinking we’re in love.”

Mika realized what he said and laughed.

“Okay,” the director said, smiling for real now. He got off the stage and walked to his place on the front seat.

“Hey,” Arthur said, touching Mika’s elbow delicately. The cross-dressing boy turned to him. The co-lead was still slightly red. “Thanks for doing this. And sorry for you taking all the blame for the lame kiss. You were not the only actor on that scene.”

Mika played with his hair. Then he stopped when he realized what he was doing. Damn it… I’m already in the character way too much.

“Your kiss wasn’t lame. I’m the one who needs to get a grip. I mean, it’s not every day that I get to kiss a guy… again… I’m sure you’re the same, right? You’re not used to kissing a guy, right?”

Arthur blushed and scratched his head. “Yeah, yeah, totally… but you look so beautiful it’s easy to forget you’re a guy,” he mumbled, averting his eyes.

Mika looked at the floor. Why is he saying that? It’s so embarrassing!

To his luck, the director finally got back on his seat and spared the cross-dressing actor from coming up with anything to say.

“From the beginning this time,” he said.

Mika and Arthur rehearsed the entire play, going from the protagonists’ childhoods to the current time.

Everyone there could tell; it was the best rehearsal to the date. But, once again, the level dropped when they had to kiss.

After their lips parted, Mika looked at the floor.

“Sorry for screwing up, guys,” he apologized to Arthur and the director. “I thought I’d be more comfortable after rehearsing the entire play but…”

“It’s not your fault, Mika,” the director said with a gentle smile from his seat. “Apart from that, it’s been the best rehearsal we’ve had so far. How about if we skip the kissing scenes and leave it for tomorrow?”

“Okay,” Mika said in a low voice. He tried to shake his failure from his head and concentrate on the next lines…

“Great job, you two,” the director said after they finished. “Really, really terrific. If you two perform like this, this play will be a success. Only the…” He glanced at Mika.

“I know, I know… the kiss,” Mika completed the sentence in a dejected voice. Why am I messing this up? I’ve kissed guys before… “I promise I’ll get it right.”

“Okay,” the director said, walking to Amanda and wrapping his arm around her. “See you two tomorrow.”

The actors were alone on the stage.

“Hey, Mika?” The cross-dressing boy turned to him. “Don’t beat yourself like that. Today was the best rehearsal we ever had. You know that. Just because the kiss scene was a little…” he trailed off, looking at the floor.

“A little too terrible and something that people should avoid looking at it directly?”

“Y-yeah… That’s a way to put it,” The co-lead said, laughing.

He’s kinda cute when he smiles like that, Mika thought. Then he realized what he was thinking and shook his head. I need to get off these clothes right away. I’m starting to think funny stuff.

Mika closed his eyes and let out a frustrated sigh. “I need to wrap my head around the idea of kissing you. I mean, I wanna be an actor, no, I am an actor. Even if it’s a female role, I can’t go around screwing a chance like this.”

“You’re not alone in this. We both need to get comfortable with kissing a guy. At least you’re so cute it’s easy to forget who you really are,” Arthur said, blushing again.

Mika blushed too. He felt his heart thumping louder and twirled a lock of hair with a finger as he averted his eyes.

Damn it… why is he making feel like this? Ever since he became aware of the fact that a boy shouldn’t do female roles, he began hating when people called him cute. But for some reason, the cross-dressing actor didn’t feel annoyed this time.

Guess I’m such a great actor that I’m really in the character… even now, after the rehearse is over, he thought, doing his best to convince himself of that.

“Thanks… I guess… but I’m not sure how I should feel for having another guy call me cute,” the cross-dressing boy said with a weak chuckle. “Not that this is the first time,” he added, his laugh hollow.

Arthur chuckled but then they fell silent for a while.

“Hey, I know it might sound weird, but how about we go to my place and work on the kissing part?” Arthur suggested suddenly.

Mika blinked a couple times “What?”

“I-I mean, you want to make this play a success too, right?” Arthur added hurriedly. “So we should work on it. I’m sure if we get to know each other, the kiss won’t seem so weird.

Mika checked the time at the clock on the wall.

“I don’t know… it’s already late…”

“No problem. You can sleep in my house. I live a few blocks away,” Arthur said, pushing the idea.

Part of Mika wanted to refuse. Arthur might be his co-star and a fellow classmate. But until this play, they had barely had any conversation. Certainly, they weren’t friends.

However, there was a part of Mika that wanted to accept. The invitation was beyond strange but the cross-dressing actor also wanted to make this play a success. Now that I’m this deep in this play, I’ll go all out! No matter how many boys I have to kiss!

He closed his eyes and breathed through his nose.

“Sure. It’s a good idea,” he said after he opened his eyes again. “Especially since I don’t have class tomorrow morning.”

Arthur smiled. It was so bright Mika couldn’t help but do the same.

After they gathered their bags, they went to Arthur’s car and were at his place in less than 10 minutes.

He pulled the keys and unlocked the door, but stopped before opening it, turning to Mika with a sheepish smile.

“Just a heads up; Don’t mind the mess. Unfortunately, my roommate doesn’t care much about a little mess,” he muttered under his breath.

The apartment was a chaos. Piles of dirty clothes spread everywhere. Beer cans and bottles almost covered the entire coffee table.

“This is what you call little mess?” Mika said, smiling.

Arthur blushed and raced to grab the dirty laundry. After he had gathered almost everything, he threw it in one of the rooms. “His mess, his problem.”

“I totally get it. I got a messy brother. His idea of cleaning up is put the pile of dirty laundry on the bed during the day and then on the chair at night.”

“That happens around here too. Almost every day actually. But to be fair, I’m also guilty of that.”

They laughed together. But when they looked at each other, they fell silent at the same time.

After a few moments of awkwardness, Mika cleared his throat. “So, where do you think we should start?”

“Well… The biggest problem, I mean the only one, is the… kissing part… but starting from that is a little embarrassing… especially when is just the two of us here…” Arthur scratched the back of his head, his cheeks red.

Stop blushing, Arthur! We’re just two straight guys that are gonna practice kissing! That’s all! There’s nothing weird about it, Mika thought, not noticing that he was blushing as well.

“Y-yeah… we should go through everything first. Wait! Won’t we bother the neighbors?” Mika looked at the huge window on the living room.

Though it was not so late, the play lasted about two hours.

“Nah, it’s not a problem. They’re used to me practicing late hours,” Arthur said, waving his hand to dismiss the idea. Then he trembled. “But we shouldn’t scream or cry too loud…”

“I’m guessing there’s a story there?” Mika asked, smiling.

Arthur flashed a yellow smile. “There was a time when I was rehearsing late at night with a girl and… let’s just say the play had something to do with domestic violence…

Mika smiled. “What happened?”

“The neighbors thought we were having a bad fight and called the cops… It took some time to prove we were just rehearsing for a play and not that I was beating her. It didn’t help she was mad at me at the time.”

Mika laughed. “Sounds like it was an interesting evening.”

“If you think almost being dragged in handcuffs to the PD fun, I guess you could say that.” They laughed again. “So… should we start?”

Mika nodded, and they started rehearsing from the beginning.

The play was about two childhood friends who loved each other ever since they were kids. But due to various circumstances, they could never be together.

The first time they realized their feelings for each other, the boy had to move because of his parents’ job. After he returned a few years later, the girl was the one who wasn’t available due to an exchange program.

And now, the third time, they had to settle for only a few nights together. All because he was the one who got an amazing an amazing opportunity to work abroad.

Whenever they said had to goodbye, they took a pill to suppress their memories and feelings for each other. When they were reunited, they drank the counter pill and remembered everything.

But there was one thing the boy didn’t know. The girl never drank the medicine.

All those years, she remembered her feelings the entire time, and never forgot how much she loved him, even when they weren’t together.

“There was always something between us,” Mika whispered, holding back his tears. “I fear that if we don’t take this chance, we won’t be together…forever…”

“Don’t say that!” Arthur hugged Mika tightly. “I love you. You know that… But I—”

“Have to take it,” Mika said with a sad smile. “You wouldn’t be the man I fell in love all those years ago if you didn’t.”

“I’m sorry…”

“Don’t be… Please…” Mika cried.

Arthur let Mika go and cleaned the tears with his thumb.

The cross-dressing actor closed his eyes, grabbed the hand and stroked it gently.

That was all within the script.

But his heart thumped loudly wasn’t.

When Mika realized that, he felt his cheeks blushing. Without people around and without projecting my voice, the mood is way too different! It’s like we’re real lovers!

Without shaking that from his mind, Mika became too self-aware of the fact that they were alone and about to kiss.

As Arthur leaned closer, the cross-dressing actor felt a rush.

And then they kissed.

When they parted their lips, Mika blushed even more. They exchanged looks and then they both burst into laughter.

“It’s just as awkward as before,” he said, covering his smile with a hand.

“It’s a bit better, but yeah…” Arthur scratched his head and looked around. “Hey, how about some beer? It might help us loosen up a bit.”

Mika bit his lips for a moment. Cross-dressing and alcohol shouldn’t mix… but we really need to work on the kiss…

“Yeah, sure. Why not? Might as well,” he said in a tired voice.

Arthur went to the kitchen and came back with a six-pack in less than ten seconds.

“Do you really think we need that much or are you trying to get me drunk?” Mika asked, his voice a mix of worried and joking.

“You think? Around here, there are times that this can only last an hour. Especially during my roommate’s exam week,” Arthur said, shrugging.

He took one beer out of the pack and handed to Mika. Then he pulled one for himself

“Your roommate sounds a lot like my brother,” the cross-dressing actor joked, opening the can. “Does he study engineering too?”

“Yep,” Arthur said, nodding.

Mika turned the can over his mouth and drank half the beer in one gulp. He cleaned the moist from the lips with the back of the hand and then burped loudly.

Arthur stared at him for a moment. Then they laughed at the same time a second later.

“Not very lady like,” the male lead said when he finished laughing, sipping his beer.

“That’s good then. Don’t forget that I’m not a girl,” Mika replied, smiling and drinking another gulp.

“Dressed like that, you can fool many.”

Mika looked down at his clothes. “Oh yeah…”

For a moment he had forgotten he was still wearing the costume for the last act. Then he laughed before drinking the rest of the beer.

The cross-dressing actor crushed the can with one hand and tossed it on the closest trash, which was already full.

“Hand me another,” he said, waving the empty hand to Arthur.

Mika drank the other beer entirely before speaking again.

“Alright,” he said in a much more excited tone. “Let’s try this again.”

Arthur was looking at him in silence. Then he chuckled. “Are you drunk already? Guess you should never drink while cross-dressing.”

“I completely agree with that. But there’s no way this would be enough to make me drunk.”

Arthur smiled. “Good, I guess.”

“Come, man, stand up,” Mika said, clapping his hands. Arthur obeyed.

The cross-dressing actor wrapped his arms around his partner’s neck and looked him in the eyes.

“Just so you know, even though you’re not the first guy I kiss, I’m not gay. Just wanted to make that clear.”

“You told you’ve kissed guys before… but how many?” Arthur asked, a little surprised.

“Ah, well… not that I’m proud of that or anything, but I’ve kissed enough guys that people stopped treating like they were asking me a huge favor when they asked me to accept female roles.”

Arthur narrowed his eyes. “How many?”

Mika shrugged. “What difference does it make?”

“I’m a curious man.”

His eyes, however, showed there was something else behind that question.

But before Mika had to answer, he pulled Arthur down and kissed his co-star.

This time, the kiss was different.

It was still a little awkward, but it was much more intense than the previous ones.

When they pulled apart, they looked into each other’s eyes.

“That was…” Arthur tried to speak, but he was a little too hazed for that.

“Definitely better,” Mika completed the sentence with a smile.

“Yeah… better…”

They took a few steps away from each other, both averting their eyes.

Mika touched his lips and felt his cheek reddening.

Kissing a guy never felt like this, he thought, glancing at Arthur.

He too was touching his slightly red lips. Then he looked at his co-star.

Mika looked away at the same time.

Arthur cleared his throat after some time in silence. “So… do you think it’s good enough?”

“Yeah… I think…wait… it’s not…”

Mika sighed heavily. He sat on the couch and gestured Arthur to do the same.

“The characters are madly in love but could never be together. This might be passable for the first kiss, but for the scene when the girl reveals that she never drank the medicine and never forgot about him, it’s not…”

“How come?”

“It shouldn’t only be a kiss,” Mika tried to explain. “It’s… more like their feelings coming to surface…”

“So what you’re saying is that it needs to be more intense,” Arthur finished the thought.

“Yeah…” Mika’s voice trailed off.

“How much more?” Arthur asked, running both hands over his face.

In response, Mika picked up another beer. After he finished it, he put the can aside and, without a word, pulled Arthur by the collar.

The other boy didn’t resist and before he could do anything, their lips met again.

Without stopping, Mika wrapped his arms around the man’s neck.

Without realizing, Arthur used his tongue as he pulled the cross-dressing actor closer.

Mika didn’t reject it.

As they kissed, Arthur grabbed Mika’s back with one hand. It was a firm and delicious grip. Then he leaned over the cross-dressing actor.

Before he knew it, Mika felt his dick hardening… but he didn’t stop the kiss.

Why am I getting a boner? I’m not gay, I’m not into kissing guys. This should be just for the sake of the play, he said to himself.

But a second later, he wrapped one leg around Arthur’s, completely lost in the moment.

The man slipped his hand down Mika’s back and then going under the cross-dressing actor’s dress.

Shit! I have to stop him, or he’s gonna noticed my hard dick and think I’m enjoying this!

He tried to grab Arthur’s hand with his own, but his mind was too blank for that; the kiss and the grip were too good for him to care about such trivial things.

Arthur’s hand finally touched the growing manhood, which was already too big for the panties.

He stopped the kiss for a second, looking down at the cross-dressing boy’s crotch. Then he looked Mika in the eyes.

“I’m not into guys,” Mika said again, blushing but holding his stare.

Arthur smiled and pulled the panties down. “Me neither,” he said before closing his hand around the dick.

Mika knew if he said something, Arthur would let go. They could forget and pretend this thing they were doing never happened.

But instead of speaking, the cross-dressing boy kept his mouth quiet.

A second later, Arthur moved his hand up and down.

It made no difference at first. But with each stroke, his hand moved faster.

Mika widened his eyes and bit his lips. I never thought another guy touch me would feel so good!

Only a guy knows how to stroke a dick!

The cross-dressing boy looked at Arthur to take his mind off the pleasure and ignore the voice saying it was gay. It was a mistake.

Arthur’s concentrated face only made Mika's dick grow a bit more.

Damn it! What’s wrong with me? Why am I getting aroused from his face? He asked himself. But to shut up his mind, he pulled the guy stroking his dick closer and kissed him.

The double stimulus was too much for him. Before he could stop the kiss to bite down his lips, a moan escaped from his mouth.

Arthur parted their lips. When he looked at Mika, his eyes shone. Then smiled and moved his hand slower.

“Don’t… tease… me,” the cross-dressing boy said through another moan.

With a sly smile, Arthur tightened the grip around Mika’s small penis.

The squeezed was just enough to make the cross-dressing actor came with a moan.

Mika panted and sweated. With some effort, he looked at Arthur, feeling his face completely red.

The actor pulled his hand from under the dress. His palm was smeared with a white fluid.

He stared at the semen for a while. Then, with wild eyes, he slipped the hand back under the dress but this time, he didn’t go for the penis.

With his fingers wet with Mika’s seed, he completely got rid of the panties and slipped one finger inside his co-lead’s butt.

Mika bit his lips to stop his voice from leaking, but it wasn’t enough.

He kept quiet as Arthur massaged his insides. But when the second finger went in, he panted heavier.

And before he knew it, his penis was hardening again. Why… this feels so good now…? I never felt like this when girls pegged me!

The pleasure from those two fingers inside him only grew as Arthur reached everywhere he could. But then, too soon for Mika, his co-lead pulled his hand.

Mika felt his legs trembling and then lost his strength.

Damn it… why did he stop…? Why am I feeling this…?

He raised his head to look at Arthur’s face.

The other boy was standing up to pull his shirt off and unbuckle his belt.

Mika watched, getting more and more around by the guy naked torso. Then something else caught his attention.

At his eye level, there was a bulge. And that bulge was getting bigger.

Before he realized what he was doing, he pulled down Arthur’s pants and underwear.

His co-lead’s dick was indeed growing. And before it was too big, Mika put it inside his mouth.

Fuck! What am I doing? I never even received a blowjob and now I’m giving one, he thought, licking around the shaft and playing with the balls. Hope I’m doing a good job.

He put the manhood in and out his mouth. Soon he could feel it throbbing with his tongue; Arthur was about to cum.

The cross-dressing actor was right. A second later, he felt the liquid pouring out of the dick and into his mouth.

He managed to keep the semen all in his mouth without choking or swallowing.

When the dick was out of his mouth, Mika spat the seed on his hand. He looked between it and Arthur.

“What are you gonna do with that?” Arthur asked, a mix of tease and curiosity in his face.

With his head blank, without thinking, Mika put it back in his mouth and drank it.

“Holly shit…” Arthur couldn’t stop smiling.

Before Mika’s eyes, the manhood started to harden again.

“Me drinking your cum is making you hard again?” the cross-dressing actor asked, a smile forming on his lips.

They looked into each other’s eye.

It was hard to tell who had initiated, but the next moment, Mika had spread his legs as Arthur lifted the dress.

Mika widened his eyes and moaned when the hard dick went inside him.

Holy crap! It hurts a little… but it feels so good! Way different than the rubber one girls like to use on me! A real dick is much better!

Arthur moved slowly, making his hips go back and forth. But with thrust, he became a bit faster.

Mika bit his lips. Fuck! A dick feels so good! A real dick in my ass feels great!

Wait! I can’t be thinking those things! I’m straight!

“Let… me… tell… you… something…!” Mika said between thrusts, having trouble to find his voice through the pleasure.

“What?” Arthur asked without stopping.

“I’m only enjoying this because I’m drunk!” Mika shouted.

“Whatever you say.”

After that said, Mika lost himself in pleasure. He moaned to his heart content as the dick filled his ass.

Harder! Harder, he wanted to scream, but his mouth was too busy moaning.

With each thrust, he felt more pleasure and his mind became blanker.

Before he realized, he felt his hips moving on its own.

Too soon for him, Mika felt Arthur’s seed pouring inside his butt.

But at the same time, he came too.

They both fell to the floor exhausted. They exchanged looks and a passionate kissed again.

As they kissed, Arthur was hardening once more and they did it again. All night long.

When Mika woke, his head and his butt were throbbing.

Fuck… how much did I drink last night…?

He looked around and realized he was naked in bed under an unknown ceiling.

To his panic, he wasn’t alone. To makes matter worse, his co-star was also naked next to him.

Fuck! How much did I drink last night? I can believe I had sex with a guy…Fuck! Why did it have to be so good? Fuck!

No, wait! At least I can say it was the booze, he thought, looking around. Yeah, that’s right. I’m not gay. It was the booze!

Trying to calm his mind, he grabbed one of the beer can lying around.

No… way… this can’t be…

Mika stared at the can for a long time.

Arthur finally woke. He looked at the girly naked boy and smiled.

“Hey, Mika. Good morning,” he said in a tired but very happy voice. “What’s the matter?”

“Did you know about this?” Mika asked, in desperate and completely awaken now. He waved the beer can at Arthur’s face.

“Non-Alcoholic beer… huh…” the co-star read the label. Then he shrugged. “Guess my roommate bought it wrong.”

Mika’s face went a wild shade of red as he remembered everything they did last night.

Fuck! I wasn’t drunk… I actually enjoyed a dick inside my ass…

“Hey… we have some time before breakfast… how about if we… you know…” Arthur raised his eyebrows.

Mika looked at him. He wanted to say that Arthur was crazy and gay and that he would never have gay sex again.

But despite all that, despite everything, he felt his manhood hardening with the thought of having Arthur’s dick inside him again.

A smile forced itself on his lips and then Mika kissed Arthur.


Cheer boy

“Go, team, go!” Rafa screamed at the top of his lungs with the other cheerleader candidates. At the same time, he swung his arms in wide arcs.

Hope I’m doing this right… they had to change the routine for the second part, he thought, the red pompons trailing after his hands.

He was tired and his muscles a bit sore from moving all day. The sweat ran down his back and soaked his top, sports bra, panties, mini-skirt and knee-high socks. It also made his skin glisten, though he didn’t care much. Even so, the smile never left his lips.

Despite cross-dressing and auditioning to be a cheerleader for the rival team, Rafa was having too much fun. Now for the grand finale and nail this!

He and the girls moved to their respective position while cheering. Then the cross-dressing boy raised his arms to finish the routine.

Panting and sweating, Rafa smiled, proud of his audition.

The cold breeze from the window felt pleasant, but it also made his recently shaved armpits ticklish. Still, he kept his arms raised.

“Okay, good job girls,” said a woman, writing something on the clipboard she held and talking with the other cheerleaders.

The moment she spoke, Rafa, along with the women, relaxed. He massaged his shoulders and glanced at his cousin.

She was one of the cheerleaders and the one who brought him to the audition. She looked back at him and smiled.

“Take ten, everybody,” the first cheerleader said after she was done talking with the others. “We’ll bring the mattresses and then we can through the last part and the audition will be over.”

No one found out I’m a guy, right? Rafa glanced around. But none of the girls trying out even batted an eye at him.

He breathed in relief and walked to the bench where his bag was. Grabbing the bottle of water, the cross-dressing boy drank half in one gulp. A few drops dribbled down his chin and he cleaned with the back of the hand.

Rafa turned the bottle over his head. The rest of cool water down his hair and warm face was too good. Then he grabbed his towel and dried the sweat and water from his body delicately.

“So, what did you think?” his cousin asked when she was by his side. She had a huge conceited smile. “Do you still think cheerleading is easy?”

“I take it back. It was much harder than I imagined. I’ll never say it’s easy again,” Rafa said, throwing the towel over his bag. “But I should’ve known. I mean, jumping, shouting and dancing around like that with a smile… I’ve underestimated cheerleaders too much.”

“So you finally understand. My work here is done,” she said, nodding and crossing her arms. “Aren’t you glad I made you practice over and over?”

“Yeah… thanks…” Rafa said in a dry voice, wishing he had another bottle. “I always wanted to be a cheerleader…”

“Oh, c’mon, don’t be like that, Rafa. You need a job and the money here isn’t half bad. Plus, with the flexible hours, you’ll also have time to study, just like you want.”

Rafa looked at his cousin and then sighed.

“Yeah, you’re right. I know that. And I do appreciate all the help you’ve been giving me… But to work as a cheerleader?”

He looked around the court. All the remaining girls were talking to their friends or family members that had tagged along for the cheerleader audition.

“With… the major difference between me and all the girls here, it feels like I’m tricking everybody.”

Apart from him, all the others trying out for the spot as the team’s cheerleader were, in fact, women and not cross-dressing boys like him.

Rafa blushed. It’s hard even for me to say, he thought. If anyone finds out… they’re gonna think I’m a pervert. They might even call the police…

“It’s true you’re the only one here in a skirt that has something attached between the legs… Probably… But even with something extra, you were the best one out there. The girls were saying so. If you nail the last part, it’d be a crime to not accept you as one of us,” his cousin said, smiling. But when she realized Rafa wasn’t doing the same, she stopped. “Don’t worry about being found out. All the cheerleaders here already know that you’re a guy who looks as cute as us and that you’re comfortable dressing as a girl full time.”

“Wait. You already told them?” Rafa asked in a hushed voice, glancing around. “How could you do that to me?”

“I had to tell them. There’s no way I’d hide something that important from the girls. Besides, when I told that you used to help out the female gymnastics team back in the days, they were excited to meet you. When I showed them a photo and a video of you in that skimpy leotard, they begged me to drag you to the tryout,” she said without an ounce of shame in her voice, searching for the photo on her phone.

She turned the screen to Rafa. The cross-dressing boy blushed and covered the device.

“Delete that now!”

She only laughed. “No way.”

Rafa sighed heavily “Thanks a lot for that. Now I can say goodbye to dressing like a man,” he said in a dejected voice.

“Believe me, no one wants to see you dressed like a guy. We took a pool.”

Her smile was too annoying for Rafa, but to his luck, they had finished setting the mattresses. Still red with embarrassment, he went back to the center of the court to the last part of the audition…

Rafa was even more exhausted than before. It’s been ages since I’ve done that many cartwheels, he thought, massaging his leg muscles. Thank goodness there’ this little short under the skirt. Everybody would’ve seen my friend down there.

“Thanks, girls. We’ll post the results on the website by tomorrow,” the cheerleader with the clipboard said. “Make sure you check, ‘cause we’ll need the new girls for the next game.”

“Hey, Rafa,” his cousin said the moment the tryout was over. She came to him beaming “That was awesome! You’re good as in! If I don’t watch out, you’ll get ahead of me in no time!”

“That was dangerous,” he said, looking at the spot where one of the girls had fallen. “Thank goodness that girl wasn’t hurt.”

“That’s why we use the mattresses for the last part. Besides, it was her own fault. She had to try to show off,” she said, shrugging.

During the last part of the audition, there was a girl who wanted to compensate for the earlier part and overdid with the acrobatics. She landed on her face with a nasty sound. Luckily, she wasn’t hurt, except for a bump on the forehead. But just to be safe, she was brought to the club’s medical department.

“Go take a shower and change so we can go home,” his cousin said and pointed to the locker room. “I’ll talk with the girls.”

Rafa joined the other prospect cheerleaders to the locker rooms, staying on the back of the line. He didn’t join or listen their conversation about the audition; his mind was too preoccupied with something else.

How am I gonna take a shower with those girls? Rafa thought, cold sweat coming down his neck. That’s beyond being a pervert. It’s right down criminal. As the last girl before him got in and held the door for him, he stood where he was.

There’s no way I can go in… even if I just auditioned with them, I’m a guy… how’ll this be when I’m on the team? The cheerleaders already know, but these girls don’t…

Under the lingering girl’s stare, Rafa pretended he had to tie his shoelaces. After she let go of the door, the cross-dressing cheer boy raced to the men’s locker room.

At least I’ll probably have it all to myself on game days, he thought, breathing in relief after he closed the door. But then he heard a noise and knew he wasn’t alone. At the back of the locker room, near the stalls, there was a strange sound.

The sound only got louder as he approached. With a disgusted face, Rafa realized what it was; someone was puking. He looked for the source and found a young man on the floor, almost embracing the toilet.

He turned to Rafa with unfocused eyes. Then he blinked several times when he saw the cross-dressing cheer boy. The young man looked him up and down and then stopped at the skirt

“This is the men’s locker room,” he said in a drunken voice. “Isn’t it…?”

“Erh… you’re not wrong,” Rafa said, holding his urge to laugh at the situation. He gestured at his clothes. “Despite my cute outfit that covers less skin than it should, I’m not in the wrong place.”

The young man was surprised at first. Then he nodded slowly and smiled. “Okay… You’re cute…” It was the last thing he said before puking again.

Rafa opened his mouth to reply, but at the sight of the younger man embracing the toilet as if his life depended on it, he let out a sigh instead. From his bag, he pulled a sports drink.

“Here, you should replenish fluids,” he said handing the bottle.

It took some time for the man to take his face off the toilet and grab the beverage. “Thanks…” he said, his voice a bit stronger. He rubbed his head and drank at the same time.

He looks familiar… but I have no idea where I could’ve seen his face…

“You know you shouldn’t drink that much if you can’t handle,” Rafa said suddenly. I know it’s not my business, but he barely looks 18…

Rafa didn’t like alcohol because it was thanks to a drunk person that his cross-dressing life started. A girl of the local gymnastics’ team went to a party with her older sister, drank too much and got hurt. And the only person who was cute enough, could fit in the outfit, memorize the routine in time for the presentation, and stupid enough to accept doing that, was him.

“I know, I know…” Instead of mad for an unknown person, cross-dressing no less, giving him a lesson, the young man was embarrassed. He scratched his cheek and showed a sheepish smile. “I don’t really like to drink. But a few of the guys wanted to celebrate, and I ended up going with the flow…”

“Celebrate what?” Rafa was genuinely curious. He looks like the kind of guy you want to take care of… The cross-dressing cheer boy shook his head. What am I thinking?

His sheepish smile became proud at once. “I was promoted to the main team.”

“Oh. Congratulations… Wait, you’re Jonas, the sub-18 star!” Rafa said suddenly when he remembered where he had seen the young man’s face. It was in today’s paper!

“Yes, that’s me. And thanks,” Jonas said, his grin widening. “Hope you’ll cheer for a newbie like me too.”

“What?” Rafa widened his eyes and looked down at his clothes. He coughed to clear his throat.

“Ah, this… well… I’m not on the team yet,” he admitted, not looking at Jonas’ direction. “Today was only the audition. But if I become an official cheerleader, sure. I’ll scream your name as loud as I can. But you have to be okay with a guy in a skirt and panties cheering for you.”

Despite his inebriated state, which was a lot better, Jonas seemed suspicious. “Are you really a guy?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. Rafa nodded with a yellow smile. Instead of disgust or anything similar, the athlete smiled. “You’re too cute to be cute… I mean, to be a guy…”

Rafa let out a hollow chuckled. “Wish I hadn’t heard that before…”

Jonas looked at the cross-dressing cheer boy but before he could say anything, he closed his mouth with a hand, trying to hold down another urge to vomit. But he still faced the toilet once again.

Before he realized what he was doing, Rafa closed the distance between then and rubbed Jonas back. I do this for my cousin so much it’s almost a reflex when I see someone puking while embracing a toilet…

“Thanks,” he said in a tired voice and the urge to vomit had passed. “I thought of having a cheerleader take care of you was something that happened only in those American high school movies…”

That made Rafa laugh.

“I doubt there’s a cross-dressing cheerleader in any of those movies. But still, it might be one of the cheerleader’s job to support the athlete.”

“Even in a situation like this?” Despite his pale face the guy managed to smile.

“Yeah, probably not. But since I’m not officially a cheerleader yet, I don’t see any trouble.”

“Guess today is really my lucky day, then,” Jonas said, his weak smile growing. Then he closed his eyes and took a deep breath. When he opened them, they were more focused. “Well, once again, thanks for everything. I’m feeling less crappy now, so I should back head.”

With some effort, and Rafa’s support, Jonas managed to stand up.

“Where do you live? Should I call a taxi or someone?” the cross-dressing cheerleader asked, pulling his phone from the bag.

“Don’t worry. Even in this state, I’m 100%… 90% confident that I can get to my place in one piece.”

“How can you have so much confidence when you seemed to be in a long-term relationship with that toilet just a few seconds ago?”

The athlete laughed and flushed the toilet. “Yeah, well… even if it takes five times as long, the 483 steps to the dorm aren’t that much challenging, even for someone this drunk.”

“Dorm…?” Rafa tilted his head.

“Yeah, the dorm of the youth division is next to the club’s restaurant.”

“Wow… talk about living in the workplace.” I live close, but this…

The athlete chuckled. “Yeah… but since I’ve been dreaming about being a football player ever since I kicked my first rubber ball, I actually find very convenient living in the workplace.”

“Ah man, I had one of those balls. I almost got in so much trouble because of it. I aimed at the goal, but that delightful ball changed its direction mid-way and hit my mother right on the nose. I had never seen her so mad…”

They both laughed at the same time.

“But hey, now that you were promoted, you can afford a nice place, right?”

“Yeah… well… I can, but I’d rather not…”

“Why not…? Wait, when you said 483 steps… Did you count for real?”

Jonas blushed and averted his eyes, scratching his cheek.

“Yeah… I did,” he admitted in a low but proud voice, still not looking in Rafa’s direction. “It was on my first day here. I arrived with my parents and after I settled in and they left, I was so excited I couldn’t sleep at all. So I sneaked out of the dorm and wandered around the fields and then…”

Rafa couldn’t help but chuckle. “That’s cute.”

“I think the word you meant is embarrassing.”

“That works too.”

They both laughed at the same time again.

“Well, then… I better go,” Jonas said, heading to the door. When he was almost out of the locker room, he turned his head back, his face a wild shade of red. “Hope you get chosen as a cheerleader. And then you can cheer for me.”

Rafa widened his eyes, blushed, and mumbled a yes.

“What took you so long? I’ve been waiting for ages. All the other girls left already,” his cousin complained the moment Rafa stepped out of the locker room. “Even if you’ll be spending most of your time as a girl, that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t take so much time in the bathroom as one.”

Rafa let out a dry laugh. “Haha. You’re so hilarious, cousin. Instead of cheerleader, you should be a comedian.”

“And you’ll be my duo,” she replied, linking arms with Rafa. “We’re gonna celebrate slash prepare.”

“I get the celebration part, but prepare for what?”

She laughed. “You can honestly think that being a cheerleader is just about routines and cheer the crowd, right? There’s a lot more,” she said, her eye shining.

“I’m afraid to ask,” Rafa mumbled, thinking hard about if he really needed the money that badly and if all this was worth the trouble.

After they got home, the woman handed the newest cheer girl a beer bottle. As they drank, she began teaching him all the work put into being a cheerleader.

It all started with a good night sleep. It also consisted of a daily workout plan to, in her words, make the butt round and firm and the belly smooth.

“There’s a workout for the boobs too, but… I guess you won’t need it,” she said, laughing more than she should due to her third beer.

“Oh, really? You think?” Rafa replied, not holding back on his sarcasm. He took another sip of his beer. “What else?”

“Your daily creams and moisturizers to keep your skin and face clean, young, and shining,” she said, handing him a box that was a lot heavier than it looked.

“Great… I always wanted to use a face mask. It seems so fun and no bother at all in the TV…”

“Save your sarcasm, little cousin. You’ll need it for later.”

Before Rafa could reply, she brought the wax for depilation.

The cross-dressing cheer boy drank the rest of the beer and finished another to endure the oncoming pain.

It wasn’t Rafa’s first time waxing. He had done his armpits for the tryout, but he managed to save his legs thanks to the knee-high socks. But now his cousin wouldn’t let it slid again.

“Damn it… I never thought waxing hurt so much… it feels so weird,” he said, running a finger on his smooth legs.

“Now you’ll stop complaining when I take my time to get ready. And remember you must do this with regularity. Even if they know you’re a boy, the girls won’t like it if you show up with a forest under your arms and around your legs.

“Yeah, yeah, fine… just one question.” Rafa touched his crotch. It was still stinging. “Did you have to give me a bikini wax? It’s not like this area will be visible during the games.”

“I didn’t have to, but I’ve always wanted to give you a bikini wax,” she said, once again with no regret in her voice.

“What?”

“Oh, cousin. Don’t be like that. You should be thanking me. Imagine if you’re with a guy and things get hot and then the Amazon forest shows up. Talk about mood-killer…”

“Like I’d ever be with a guy. Just because I’m cross-dressing, doesn’t mean I’m gay.”

“I heard Jonas likes it smooth,” she said in a sly voice, completely ignoring Rafa.

The cross-dressing cheer boy blushed and threw the couch pillow at the woman. “Stop trying to make me gay!”

“Sure, sure. Like someone could be turned gay. You’re either are or not, cousin,” she said, gulping down her fourth beer. Before Rafa could say anything, she spoke again, “I’ll just say this. He looked happy after he left the locker room. Even if he could barely walk. And according to you, there were sparks.”

“I’m not talking about that with you anymore.”

“Oh, c’mon. He even asked you to cheer for him. Only the players dating the cheerleaders ask for that.” Rafa ignored her, focusing on his beer. “And you should do that. It might help him a lot.”

“What do you mean?” Rafa’s curiosity won. “Help him with what?”

“Do you have any idea how much pressure that boy is under now? Being promoted to the main team is already a big deal in his career, but with the team’s current situation, the fans will be harder with any mistakes. They won’t forgive him just ‘cause he’s starting now. And that’s not all. He went from probably earning a bit more than a minimum wage to earn, I don’t know, 10, 20 times that. Not only the pressure from himself and the fans, he’s probably gonna support his entire family with that money now.”

Rafa said nothing as he sipped the rest of the beer and let his cousin fix his eyebrows and then paint his fingernails…

In the next couple of weeks, Rafa gave his best cheerleading. Despite his initial doubts, he was having too much fun. The cross-dressing cheerleader had debuted and even became one of the most popular girls among the supporters.

After, and sometimes before, the practices, Jonas would come and talk to Rafa. They had become closer. Thanks to that, the cheer boy knew how much anxious the athlete was for not yet debuting in his first official game as professional.

“Maybe you’ll finally enter today,” Rafa said before the game. He had sneaked in the team’s concentration just to talk with Jonas.

“Hope so,” the athlete said in a low voice. But then he showed a weary smile. “Can you imagine if I score the winning goal?”

“It’d be awesome. Hope it happens today. Or at least here, so I can cheer for you,” Rafa said, smiling.

“I already know what I’m gonna do when I score. I’m gonna thank my parents and kiss the camera.”

Rafa let out a chuckle. “That’s not special. I’ve seen many players doing that. Don’t you wanna do something memorable?”

“Nah. It doesn’t need to be memorable or unique. As long as my parents know it’s my way of thanking them for everything, it’s good enough.”

“Then I hope you enter today’s game and score the winning goal. I’ll be cheering for you from the sidelines. And when you become the forward of the national team, don’t forget the first cheerleader who cheered for you,” Rafa said, blushing as he dashed out of the concentration and back to where the other cheerleaders were.

Why did I have to say that? What’s wrong with me?

But it was easier said than done. The game was too difficult. Both teams had barely created any chance to score. And that was affecting the mood in the stands.

“The fans are already getting impatient,” their leader said, taking her eyes off the game. “Can’t believe they’re already booing the team before half-time…”

“We need to be extra good today then,” Rafa said, checking his pompoms. “How much time until half-time?”

“Probably just a few more seconds,” another girl answered.

“Maybe your boyfriend will finally debut and score today. If he does, make sure he scores with you too,” his cousin whispered right before the referee blew the whistle.

Rafa tried to come up with a reply, but the memory of what he said to Jonas before the game was still vivid in his head. All he did was blush. To his luck, he didn’t have to come up with anything. The players got out of the field and into the locker room and the cheerleaders entered.

Damn it… why does she keep teasing me about him? She knows I’m not into guys… Jonas is just a… friend, he thought, shaking his arms in the new routine they had been rehearsing.

Half-time came and went, and only a handful of people paid attention to them. They’re really angry, the cross-dressing cheer boy thought as they walked to the other goal, where their team would try to score now. Come on, team… react!

The second time began. Despite a substitution from each team, the game remained the same.

The home team substitutes were warming up near the cheerleaders. Rafa wanted to go to Jonas and say some encouraging words, but he was too embarrassed to do that. Especially with my cousin watching us…

Rafa cheered, but his eyes ended up on his friend. I bet his head’s full right now. Can’t think of anything but entering his first game and finally make his debut as a professional player…

The cross-dressing cheerleader shook his head and continued to cheer with the other girls, but his mind kept wandering back to his friend all the time.

Then it happened. When there were almost fifteen minutes left on the clock, the young player was called by the assistant coach. Even from this distance, Rafa saw Jonas’ eyes widened. The athlete flashed a nervous smile before running to the bench.

“Oh, look. Your boyfriend’s about to enter,” his cousin whispered.

“He’s not my boyfriend,” Rafa mumbled, not taking his eyes from Jonas.

“You’re smiling an awful lot for someone who’s not your boyfriend.”

“I’m just smiling ‘cause he might change the flow of the game. That’s all.” Despite his words, Rafa never looked in his cousin's direction. “We need to win this game.”

She sneered. “Sure. I’ll just forget the fact that you don’t even like football that much to care if the team wins or not.”

Rafa wanted to reply, but he had no idea what to say. So he decided to ignore her and concentrate on the game, burying half his face on his pompoms.

Jonas’ debut didn’t start so well. Under the twenty thousand pair of eyes in the stands, the young athlete was so nervous he kept making silly mistakes. He messed up two-meter passes, try to dribble when he should have passed, holding the ball too much and losing it, and kicking the ball nowhere near the goal.

“That’s not good… It’s terrible, actually,” Rafa’s cousin said, biting her lips. “The fans are on the verge of booing him.”

Rafa widened his eyes. “They can’t do that! It’s gonna crush him,” he said desperately.

“I know, I know… even for an older player, is hard… look… he’s already losing his confidence…”

Instead of trying and making mistakes, now Jonas kept passing the ball to the people closest to him, contributing nothing to the game at all. He might as well not be there at all, Rafa thought. The player had lost so much confidence that even when he had the chance to score, he passed instead of shooting.

C’mon, Jonas. You can do it… I know you can, Rafa prayed in the bottom of his heart, holding the pompoms so hard his hands lost its color. Don’t overthink. Just imagine this is like one of your practices…

Then, as in answer to his prayers, Jonas had another chance to score. When there were less than three minutes until the referee blew the whistle for the last time, the young player received the ball in a good position and without any player from the other team close enough to stop him.

Go, Jonas, shoot it, Raga thought, as anxious as the fans on the stands. He was almost jumping on the spot, ready to celebrate the goal. But then, in the fraction of a second, the cross-dressing cheer boy realized it. He’s not gonna shot… he’s gonna pass and his debut will be over in a terrible way…

“Shoot, Jonas, shoot!” Rafa shouted at the top of his lungs. “Believe in you like I do!”

With the sound of over twenty thousand fans shouting from the stand, and over 20 meters between them, Rafa knew it was impossible for Jonas to have heard him.

But then, the young player seemed to change his mind. It was plain on his face. Instead of looking around for someone for him to pass, he stared at the goal. After a second of decision, his raised his leg and kicked the ball…

“GOOOOOOOOOOOAL!” Rafa joined the screaming crowd, shouting as loud as he could. He hugged the other cheerleaders and jumped, too happy.

The boy who had scored was probably the only one on the stadium, apart from the other team and its supporters, who didn’t celebrate. All he did was stand where he was with an incredulous look on his face as he stared at the goal.

Jonas still looked as if he didn’t understand what he had done. Even when his teammates came running towards him.

Rafa grinned and laughed as he did the routine when the team scored. Look at his face! It’s like he can’t believe what happened! The cross-dressing cheer boy was too happy as he lifted his leg as high as he could, turning his skirt up and almost losing his boot.

“Good game, girls,” their leader said after the game was over and they were in the locker rooms. “Especially you, Rafa. I’ve never seen you so into it.”

“Ah, well… it was a difficult game… I was just relieved we won… that’s all,” he mumbled, blushing.

His cousin nudged him on the ribs a couple times, grinning. “It helped there was a certain special player involved in the victory,” she said in a teasing voice.

The girls turned towards him and hummed in unison. Rafa lowered his red face, too embarrassed to look them in the eyes. Why did I have to scream like that…? Now everyone knows that we’re… friends…

After Rafa had taken a shower in the men’s locker room and organized his things, the cross-dressing cheer boy put on a simple skirt and a top. At first, he opposed the idea of cross-dressing outside cheerleading, but the girls had insisted, saying it would look weird if any of the fans recognized him dressed as a boy. Now that he had resigned to dressing as a girl most of his time, it wasn’t that bad.

“What are you doing?” his cousin asked the moment she saw him leaving the men’s locker room.

“Getting ready to go home…?” he said, the confusion plain in his face.

“Shouldn’t you be celebrating with your boyfriend?” she said with a serious face. “I mean it. From what I’ve heard, his family’s not around. Today of all the days. His parents came to all his games after he was promoted, but today they couldn’t make it. Something about a sprained back. His teammates wanted to take him out to drink, but it’s too late and they’ll do it tomorrow.”

How did she know all this? “Where did you—?”

“From the girls. The leader is dating one of the players too and he told her.”

“What do you mean, dating one of the players too?” Rafa asked defiantly.

She rolled her eyes. “Whatever, little cousin. Just go talk to him. See you later. ” She was about to leave when she tugged Rafa’s bag. “You left it open,” she said, smiling in a weird way. “Have fun.”

“Thanks…?”

Rafa watched as his cousin left the gym. After he was alone, he couldn’t help but grin. I bet Jonas is on cloud nine right now. To score the winning goal on his debut match. He was so shocked he even forgot what he had planned to do in case it happened.

Before he realized it, Rafa broke into a short run. Where would he be now?

Biting his lips, Rafa pulled the phone from his bag and dialed the number. But all he got was a busy line. That’s expected, I guess. I bet every one of his friends and family are calling him right now to congratulate him.

With the wish of seeing his friend, Rafa ended up heading to the locker room they met before he realized. I doubt he’ll be here. But since he knows how many steps from here to the dorm, I think he likes the place…

And to his own surprise, he was right. The moment he opened the door, he beamed when he saw the familiar face. His heart thumped faster, but before Rafa could say anything, Jonas turned to him. He raced to the cross-dressing cheer boy with a huge grin and opened arms.

Jonas hugged, lifted and spun Rafa around.

“Did you see that? My goal? I can’t believe I actually scored the winning goal in my first game!”

Rafa laughed, getting swept by the player’s happiness. “Yeah, of course I saw it. There’s no way I’d miss your first professional goal. Congratulations,” he said after Jonas put him down. Smiling and a little red, the cheer boy was the one who hugged the athlete this time.

“Ah, man. I still can’t believe this is all happening…” He moved from one side to the other. Jonas was too pumped up to stay still. “When the ball rolling down the net, I… I was still trying to process everything when everybody rushed to me. I think I even cried a little,” he admitted, blushing a little.

“Yeah, I saw that too,” Rafa said with a small smile on his lips.

“And it’s all thanks to you!” Jonas hugged Rafa again.

“Me?” Rafa blinked a couple times. “I don’t remember doing anything.”

“You didn’t, I mean, you did. It’s crazy, but… I could swear I heard your voice. When I was thinking what to do… I… I’m sure I heard your voice… Then I just decided to shoot! And thank God I did! My first goal.”

Rafa blushed, feeling his heart thumping faster and louder.

“I… did scream at the time,” he mumbled, looking at the ground and playing with his hair. “I’d never thought you’d hear…”

“I knew it! I knew it!”

Without another word, Jonas shortened the distance between them. He placed both hands on Rafa’s cheek and kissed the cross-dressing cheer boy.

Rafa was surprised and had no idea how to react. But his confusion only lasted a heartbeat. The next second, he dropped his bag on the floor, closed his eyes, and wrapped his arms around the tall football player’s neck, kissing Jonas back.

Damn it… why am I doing this…? Me kissing a guy… And yet, despite his thoughts, he didn’t stop. He didn’t want to. He wanted the sensation of kissing Jonas to last forever.

They both had taken a shower, but with just by making out, both men were already sweating inside the stuffy locker room.

When Rafa smelled the scent coming from Jonas, he felt a stir between his legs. He was getting hard by the smell of a man’s sweat.

Fuck! I always hated when people said I should be gay because I’m girly, or when drunk guys wanted to hook up with me even though they knew I was a guy. And yet, with Jonas, I can’t help but feel like this…

“I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time,” Jonas said when they stopped kissing, looking into Rafa’s eyes.

“Do what? Kiss a guy?” the cross-dressing cheer boy asked as he recovered some of his breath. Why am I making jokes? This isn’t the time to break the mood, you idiot!

Jonas chuckled, putting his huge palms on Rafa’s cheek again. “Well, ever since I met you, I wanted to kiss you. And since you’re a guy, technically, yes, I did want to kiss a guy,” he said, smiling. “How about you?”

“What about me?” Rafa played dumb, averting his eyes. Let’s not talk about this. Let’s kiss, damn it! I want to kiss you, not think about kissing a guy!

“Did you want to kiss me?” he asked, emphasizing the words.

Rafa looked him in the eyes, trying to keep his expression blank. Then his gaze moved down to Jonas’ lips. His cousin’s teasing words filled his mind and to shut up the voice, Rafa kissed the football player.

The reaction was immediate. The kiss only made Rafa’s dick harder.

Jonas noticed and pulled their lips apart. With a huge and satisfied grin, he lowered his hand, lifted Rafa’s skirt, and pulled the dick out. He started stroking it and the cross-dressing cheer boy bit his lips.

Fuck! How can another man touching my dick feel so good?

The hand was warm. The pleasure of Jonas musk and hand was too much. He tried to endure it to make the feeling last longer, but, too soon for the cross-dressing cheer boy, he came. With his panties wet and his face red, Rafa looked at Jonas and noticed the bulge in the football player’s pants.

“Did you really get hard from making another guy cum?”

He looked down at his own crotch and smiled. “Well, if it were any other guy, I’d never feel this. Actually, I’d never do what I just did.”

With a smile and never taking his eyes off Jonas, Rafa undid the laces and pulled the football player’s pants down. Without thinking, he closed his fingers around the dick. It’s so thick! And warm! Why is his dick so huge? There’s no way it’s gonna fit into my ass!

Aroused by another man’s dick, Rafa’s hand moved up and down on its own. Shit… I can’t believe jacking off another man is making me hard again…

Despite his thoughts, his hand never stopped moving. Jonas’ eyes lost a bit of focus, but the happy grin never left his face.

And neither did Rafa’s. I can’t believe I’m attracted to a guy, this guy… This guy is making me horny! The cross-dressing cheer boy moved his hand faster, his panties getting more and more wet with his pre-cum.

When Jonas came, it smeared all over Rafa’s hand. He pulled and stared at it. His mind had no idea what to do with the semen.

As the liquid dripped from his hand to the floor, he panicked. People are gonna find out about this! I need to… I need to… get rid of the evidence, the idea crossed his head. Without a second thought, he brought his hand to his mouth, drinking the semen until his palm was clean.

“Holy shit… I can’t believe you…” Jonas said with a grin. He covered his mouth with a hand, his dick throbbing and hardening again. “You’re the best! I can’t take it anymore. I want you!”

Rafa widened his eye. “Wait! We can’t,” he said suddenly, raising both hands to stop the football player twice his size.

“Why not?” Jonas asked with a wild and horny expression.

Because I’m not gay, despite wanting to kiss you… Because that would be gay sex, and that’s crossing a line I’ve been avoiding for a long time…

He thought many more excuses in his head, but under that wild and horny expression, he didn’t want to voice them.

“Because we don’t have lube,” he mumbled, his cheeks bright red.

Jonas bent down and picked up something from the floor. “Then what’s this?”

Rafa stared at it with a blank face when he realized it was a bottle of lube. “Where did you get that?”

“It fell from your bag,” he said, looking at the floor.

“My bag?” Rafa thought for a moment. Then he remembered. When my cousin tugged my bag! “She must’ve put that before I came here.”

“I don’t know who she is, but we should be thanking her,” Jonas said, his eyes even wilder.

Rafa looked him in the eyes. Then he lowered his gaze, eyeing the hard and thick dick throbbing. That’s going inside me…? Inside my ass…?

The idea alone should have scared Rafa. He always rejected anything gay. He even hated when people, mainly guys, brushed against his butt on the buses.

His head was blank. But his body knew what he wanted.

His dick answered for him, hardening.

That dick is gonna trash me from the inside… that dick inside me… That dick… I want that dick inside me…

Before Rafa could think of stopping, he opened the lid of the lube for the football player.

“I’d rather not thank my cousin… her ego is big enough as it is,” he said in a strangely calm voice before turning around.

With his breathing hard and pressing his lips to stop his smile, Rafa leaned against the locker and raised his butt.

Jonas smeared his fingers with the lube, raised the skirt and pulled down Rafa’ panties. A second later, two of his fingers went inside the cross-dressing cheer boy’s ass, massaging everywhere they could reach.

That alone was enough to make a moan escape the cross-dressing cheer boy’s lips. Fuck! And that’s only his fingers, and yet I’m… how will it feel when it’s his dick?

His mind became hazed. As the fingers moved, Rafa felt his penis throbbing. Damn… it feels so good… I’m already… But before the cross-dressing cheerleader could have another orgasm, Jonas pulled his fingers from his ass.

Damn… why did he pull them out…? Everything seemed still for a second. Rafa even stopped breathing. And then Jonas put his dick inside the cross-dressing cheer boy’s ass.

Holy shit! Rafa widened his eye. I never thought something so thick could fit in there!

It hurt. The dick inside his ass hurt. But there was some pleasure in that pain. “Be gentle,” he managed to say in a feeble and horny voice.

But Jonas didn’t seem to hear him. He wasn’t gentle at all. The football player was too pumped up with everything to slow down.

He grabbed Rafa’s hip and thrust his hips back and forth, his dick going in and out of Rafa.

The cross-dressing cheerleader’s mind went black. Fuck! If I knew a dick felt inside my ass was so good, I’d have done this sooner! His legs were losing strength, but he forced himself to keep standing. He tried to bite down his lips, but it was impossible to focus on anything other than the thick member in and out of him.

Before Rafa knew what he was doing, the cheer boy moved his hips too, almost as if it had a will on its own. The added movement only increased the pleasure; the pain was completely forgotten.

I’m gonna be sore tomorrow, Rafa knew, and yet moved his hips faster. He didn’t care about something like a silly pain when he could feel more pleasure from that thick dick.

The cross-dressing cheer boy was almost at his limit. He tried to think of anything else and prolong the moment. But when Jonas grabbed his dick and started stroking it, he let out a moan of pleasure.

“It feels like my dick’s going through you,” the football player screamed. He seemed to get more excited with the idea, his thrusts becoming harder and harder. “This is awesome!”

Rafa wanted to tell him to shut up and focus on the movement, but his voice was lost in his moans. Fuck! From both ends… this is too good…

The pain wasn’t just forgotten now; it was completely gone. He could only feel pleasure from the dick ravishing him from the inside and the hand stroking his penis.

Then, too soon for him again, he came.

At the same time, Rafa felt Jonas ejaculating inside him, the semen pouring in his butt.

Jonas was panting and sweating even more than during the game. Rafa was the same.

The cross-dressing cheer boy couldn’t form a thought. His mind, and body, was too filled with Jonas’ dick to work properly.

But when the football player recovered enough strength and was about to pull the shrinking penis out of his ass, Rafa grabbed the hand still holding his own manhood.

“Wait… leave in a little more,” he said in a low voice, his face a wild shade of red. Even though he just had sex with the man, what he was about to say embarrassed him. “I like the pressure from your dick in my ass…”

Jonas said nor did nothing. Then, a second later, instead of the pressure inside his butt diminishing, Rafa felt it growing again.

“Why are you getting hard again?” Rafa asked in a desperate voice that didn’t hide his happiness.

“Can’t help it! You’re just too perfect!” Jonas shouted before he started thrusting his hips again.

This time, Jonas didn’t restrain himself. He put one arm under Rafa’s leg and lifted him. Then he pressed the cross-dressing cheer boy against the locker and moved to his heart content.

Rafa’s eyes went out of focus with each thrust. His heated and sweaty body against the cold metal of the locker felt pleasant. Then he lost track of time…

When they were finally done, after four times, they both fell on the floor, completely exhausted.

Rafa barely managed to breathe. His legs had no strength, his ass was so full of semen that it was overflowing and his body was covered in sweat. And yet, he couldn’t make the silly smile on his face go away.

Jonas was panting and sweating more than the cross-dressing cheer boy. But the football player somehow still found the strength to pull Rafa and hug him tightly. He kissed the man whose ass he had just ravished passionately. “Please, cheer for me again!”

Rafa widened his eyes, surprised that Jonas still had strength left to scream. But a second later, he smiled and curled himself over the football player’s sweaty chest. “Of course. You don’t even have to ask.”

As he felt the heat from the massive body, he started feeling something else. A pressure against his hips, coming from the lower parts of Jonas. And that pressure only grew.

That put a wild smile on Rafa. I’m such a greedy cheer boy, he thought, sitting up on the football player’s body.

With his hand, Rafa put the dick inside his ass. That was enough to make him squirm with pleasure. Taking a deep breath, the cheer boy put his hand against Jonas’ chest and began moving his body up and down.

Jonas’s face told the football player didn’t believe what was happening. He smiled and looked surprised at the same time.

“What?” Rafa asked. He was too focused on moving his body but still found enough concentration to talk.

“I’ve never done this with a girl,” he said, the lust in his eyes growing.

Rafa managed to smile. “Well…I’m no girl.”

“You sure aren’t,” Jonas said before raising his hip to match Rafa’s movement.

When they both came together, the cheer boy kept the dick inside him as he lied on top of Jonas. His semen was between them, mixed with their sweat. But neither of them cared.

“I’ll dedicate my next goal to you,” Jonas said, hugging the cheer boy.

A gentle and happy smile cross Rafa’s lips. “I’ll be waiting,” he said before wrapping his arms around the football player.

.


Dance, sissy boy

“Okay… ready… action!” the director’s voice echoed inside the studio.

There was a moment of silence in the darkness. The tension among the dancers, backup singers, and the start of the video clip was palpable.

Lucca himself was nervous. But it was the good kind of nervous. Even though he was dressed like a girl, wearing a tight and skimpy fake leather outfit, he couldn’t wait to start dancing, to show all his skill.

A spotlight shone at the center of the stage, illuminating the star of the video clip. She began singing in a loud and beautiful voice.

At the same time, the music started, and everyone began. So did Lucca.

The cross-dressing dancer moved as the routine set by the choreographer. Shaking his hips, moving his arms and raising his legs. All perfectly matching the music.

Yes, Lucca thought in triumph. Finally, I’m getting used to dancing wearing this. I never imagined these high-heel boots would be so damn hard! And this painful!

Even with all that, he couldn’t stop smiling as he danced. Moving his body with the rhythm like that was his life.

But his joy soon vanished.

They had barely reached the first third of the video clip when the director screamed again. “Cut!” Her voice echoed above all the other sounds.

The music stopped and most of the backup singers and dancers, including Lucca, groaned not so discreetly.

“What now?” the main star asked, not hiding her frustration.

It was the fourth time that day alone they had to stop shooting the video clip. And all those times, it was due to the main star’s mistake.

“Sweetie, you’re getting that part wrong… again,” the director said, trying to be as gentle as she could. The woman moved to the center of the stage. “You need to do like this.”

She showed the dance routine. Even though she was only the director, she had grasped the choreography better than the star of the video clip.

C’mon… will you just get it already? I can’t take this outfit anymore, Lucca wanted to say, but kept quiet. Even if he was the main female dancer, he would certainly lose his job if he said what was in his mind. And I need this money.

“Like this?” the main start asked, imitating the moves the director had just shown.

Lucca covered his face with a hand. It’s not even close… Her voice is so beautiful, so why try to make her a dancer as well? She doesn’t have to be an idol.

“No, no,” the director said, shaking her head. “Move your feet and your body together. Like this.”

The star tried to do it. But once again she failed, this time with a fall. “Damn it! Damn it!” She smashed her fist on the floor a couple times.

“Take five, everyone,” the director said to the dancers and backup singers. Then she led the main star to take care of the red hand.

“That must be frustrating,” the main male dancer said to start a conversation with Lucca. He was one of the other few guys in the video clip. “But I get her. The choreography is so hard. Even for us. Imagine for someone who’s not a dance.”

“Yeah. It’s the producer’s fault for hiring such a hardcore choreographer,” the cross-dressing dancer replied, desperately looking for a place to sit. These heels are killing me!

The guy noticed. “Hey, are your feet hurting?”

“Like hell,” Lucca said, wincing as he shook his feet a little.

“Come here,” he said, dragging Lucca to a corner of the studio.

To the main female dancer’s utter delight, there was a white plastic chair hidden behind one of the settings. He raced as fast as he could to sit on it. Even if it was just for a few minutes, he breathed out in relief when he no longer had to stand on top of those high-heels boots.

Lucca enjoyed the sudden relief. To add to his pleasure, he untied the laces of the boots and took them off. He closed his eyes and after a few seconds, he felt something touching his feet.

“What are you doing?” the cross-dressing dancer asked when he saw the main male dancer touching his feet.

“It’s just a little massage,” he said, applying force on the left foot in the right places. “I’ve done this a lot with my partners.”

Lucca winced as the pain grew. But it wasn’t a bad pain. It’s like dipping my feet in hot water. It hurts at first, but then… yes… just like this, he thought, as the pain vanished and became only pleasure.

“For a thief, you’re actually a nice guy,” Lucca said after a few seconds, leaning back on the plastic chair, completely immersed in the massage.

“A thief? Why are you calling me that? I don’t remember ever stealing something,” the guy said, smiling despite his puzzled expression. “I’m Ricardo, by the way. You can call me Ric.”

“Well, Ric, you did steal something. From me, no less. When you… ah…” Lucca moaned when Ric pressed the right point. What was that voice just now…? Moaning because of a guy touching me… “When… you got the offer… as the main male dancer… did the director said anything?” he asked, holding his moans and pretending nothing weird was happening.

“Not really. Wait, I remember she said that, with me, they finally had the sensual levels they were looking for,” he said, not hiding how pride he was for those words.

Lucca snorted. “That was the excuse she used?” he mumbled, more to himself than to the other guy. “I can’t believe I lost a job just because of sensual…”

“What’s wrong with me being so sensual?”

“Nothing at all. But I hate to inform you that you only got this gig ‘cause I lacked any of that sensuality the director was looking. That’s why she replaced you for me. So, you stole my place. Hence, you’re a thief. And apparently, a sensual thief,” Lucca said, mocking the word.

“Well, I hate to inform you, but there’s no way you could be the main male dancer.” He applied a little more force than he needed on Lucca’s feet.

“Ouch! Don’t do that. Besides a thief, you’re also a sadist?”

Lucca tried to pull his foot back. Ric didn’t let him though, massaging him in the normal way. The cross-dressing dancer hesitated, but when it seemed Ric wouldn’t hurt him again, he relaxed.

“You still haven’t answered me. How could a cute and petite girl like you be the male and sensual dancer? I know women can do anything they want, but I’m afraid you couldn’t pull the same effect on me wearing this.”

Ric smiled again. But there was something different this time. It was a sly smile, one that was enjoying the conversation too much.

Lucca showed a smile of his own. A wicked one. One of someone about to reveal something the other side might not want to hear. But then he stopped.

“Since I run the risk of you stop the massage if I tell you the truth, I’m inclining towards keeping my mouth shut and let you wonder by yourself.”

“Oh yeah? If you don’t tell me, I’ll stop anyway,” he said, the pressure from his fingers decreasing.

Lucca pressed his lips. “Fine, you won. Can’t believe I’m being threatened with a massage.”

“Yes!” Ric celebrated in an exaggerated way.

Lucca chuckled. “I’d like to see you cheer like that again after you find out the truth.”

“Alright. It’s a promise.”

Lucca blushed slightly and averted his eyes. Even though I’m the one teasing him, this is embarrassing… He leaned forward and beckoned the main male dancer to do the same.

“The reason I had your job first is because, despite my girly appearance and the way I’m dressed, I’m a full-fledged male,” he whispered into Ric’s ear.

Lucca leaned back in the chair to watch the reaction.

First, the dancer widened his eyes and his hands froze for a moment. Then he recovered himself and started massaging the feet again. Despite forcing himself to focus on the massage, he glanced Lucca’s body, observing every inch of the main female dancer.

“Pads and tape,” the cross-dressing dancer said, pointing to his chest and crotch respectively.

Ric had a blank expression for a second. Then he laughed.

“You had me fooled for a second. There’s no way a cute girl like you could have a penis,” he said, shaking his head while still smiling.

“Well, I’d show it to you, but I don’t think we’re in an appropriated place,” Lucca said with a sly smile. Let’s see how he’ll react then, he thought.

To his surprise, Ric’s smile only grew.

“Alright. It’s a promise. You have to show me your supposed penis later.”

Lucca wanted to retort that he never promised to show his member but kept quiet. The guy’s reaction was amusing to him. How many guys reacted like this after finding out the ‘girl’ they had their eyes on also had something attached between ‘her’ legs?

“For the sake of the conversation, let’s say I do believe that you’re a guy and have a penis down there,” Ric said, his eyes going to what was between Lucca’s legs. “Even so, don’t you agree that I’m more suitable for the role of the main male dancer in this video clip? I mean, between the two of us, people won’t doubt that I’m a guy.”

Lucca clicked his tongue to hide his smile. “Can’t argue with that,” he mumbled grudgingly.

Ric laughed again. “Besides, even if I stole the main male dancer gig from you, why did you take the female? I mean, I’m glad that we got the meet each other, but you didn’t have to dress like this and accuse me of stealing.”

“Well… let’s just say that I look good in this. And that I also had a feeling I’d meet someone interesting,” Lucca said, smiling at the guy. Ric blushed slightly. “Actually, I had to take it. Not only the director said I had both the skills and look for the job, though that didn’t make me happy, I need the money.”

“I agree with the director,” Ric said quickly, blushing even more.

Lucca chuckled. “I don’t mind this flirting and the massage, but I don’t want you to be disappointed when you confirm that I’m a guy.”

“Leave whether I’ll be disappointed to me.”

“Don’t forget those words. I’ll hold you to them,” Lucca said, shrugging.

“Okay. Now tell me why you need money.”

Lucca stared at the guy he had just met and was massaging his foot. “I want to open a dance studio,” the words got out of him before he knew. I never revealed this to anyone, the cross-dressing dancer thought, blushing.

Ric’s eye shone. “That’s amazing. Are you a professional dance teacher?”

“Yeah,” Lucca admitted, his smile growing and his heart beating faster. “I’ve been dancing ever since I can remember. I was teaching at a friend’s studio, but ever since she moved, I’ve been thinking about opening my own for some time now. I wanna teach forró, samba, tango, jazz, waltz… I wanna use my friend’s old place. It’s still for rent and all ready. All it needs it’s a teacher, aka, me, and money.”

For someone who never revealed his dream, I’m sure talking a lot today, Lucca thought, but didn’t dislike it. It’s kinda fun, I guess…

“That’s so cool. I wished I had a dream like that. Scratch that. Yours isn’t just a dream. It’s a real, tangible plan,” Ric said, the strength in his fingers diminishing. “Not only you’re cute, but you’re determined and go after your goal. You’re the whole package.”

You don’t seem to believe that I have a package down there, Lucca thought, blushing and trying to stop his smile. Things will get awkward when he finds out…

“Now it’s your turn. Why did you decide to steal my gig?” Lucca asked after a few seconds before the strange silence could settle.

“Ah, me? Well, I’ve been dancing as a hobby for a few years. I was looking for something to pay the bills until I got a job and then I saw the audition for this video clip on the net.”

Lucca showed a shocked expression. “No way… so it’s thanks to an amateur that I’ve been forced to suffer with this?” Lucca said, smiling as he pointed to the high-heel boots.

Ric laughed. “Hope his massage is enough to make you forgive me.”

“So far… you’re forgiven.”

A strange and not awkward silence settled this time. But before it could go on any longer, the director called them again.

“It’s been five minutes already?” Lucca asked with a yellow smile.

With great effort and a lot of regret, he pulled his foot back and put on the high-heel boots.

“You’ve been flirting for twenty,” one of the back dancers said as she went back to her place.

Both men blushed and smiled awkwardly at each other.

Ric offered his hand and Lucca took it to stand up. Then they went to their respective spots.

He’s hot, but he didn’t believe me when I said I was a guy… he’s gonna be disappointed, the cross-dressing dancer thought as the director screamed and he began his routine. I don’t want that happening… not again…

For the first time that day, the video clip managed to past that particular point. The star seemed to finally get the hang of it.

Finally. With any luck, we can finish this today and I won’t have to dance in these damn boots anymore, Lucca thought, dancing closer and closer to Ric. Oh yeah… It took so long to get here that I’d forgotten about this part…

In their dance routine, the main dancers barely interacted with each other. But there was a part where they share a dance. And it wasn’t any dance.

The main female and male dancers would interact too close to each other.

Lucca would touch Ric’s sweated chest with his hands while his leg was wrapped around his partner.

Ric, on the other hand, would caress Lucca, as if he, or rather, ‘she’, was the woman he always wanted. But the cross-dressing dancer wasn’t.

Lucca was just in the way of the star and Ric’s love.

That is, until she realized she didn’t need him.

If I’m not mistaken, this part is something based on Tango, according to the choreographer… Damn… how am I supposed to do this with him now…? But I’m a professional! I’ll do it anyway!

When Lucca felt the warm and sweaty body, he reacted right away. His dick started to grow, but with the tape he used to hide it, it hurt.

Ah, damn it! Power through! Don’t let the pain show on your face, Lucca, he said to himself, ignoring the pain, his hardening dick, and his pounding chest. Why is this guy so hot? Damn it!

Somehow, the cross-dressing dancer managed to do his job perfectly and, to his relief, without his boner getting discovered. But to his disbelief, the director wanted to shoot a few more times, just to make sure.

Every time Lucca pressed his hands against those six-packs and wrapped his legs around that body, he felt hornier. Damn it… I need a dick in my ass! I need his dick!

The cross-dressing dancer was at his limit. He wanted to rush to the bathroom and masturbate with his butt.

Finally, after what felt an eternity, the director was satisfied, and the shooting was over.

Lucca wanted to rush to the bathroom right away. But, as a professional, he stayed. After he had made a few connections, after all the thanks and goodbyes were said and done, he grabbed his bag and rushed to the bathroom.

Fuck! It hurts a lot more than I remember. Thank goodness I shaved everything for today, Lucca thought after he pulled down his short fake leather shorts and took off the tapes.

When his dick as free, it quickly rose and pointed up. But before he could stroke it, a hand touched his shoulders.

“So you really have a dick,” a familiar voice said in his ear.

Lucca widened his eyes and turned around. The cross-dressing dancer looked between his own penis and Ric’s face. His cheeks became red and he averted his eyes.

“I told you… you just didn’t believe me,” he said, feeling the dejection spread through him. It was so strong even his boner started to go away.

“I thought it was a joke or something,” Ric said, never taking his eyes from the erect penis.

“What kind of joke is that? ‘Hey, I have a penis.’ Let’s laugh,” Lucca said in a low voice.

“A not funny one, I’ll admit.” Not once Ric had looked in Lucca’s eyes. His gaze was fixed on the penis pointing in his direction.

“Why are you still looking? It’s not like you haven’t seen one,” the cross-dressing dancer mumbled to break the silence.

“To be honest, I never thought I’d ever consider touching another dick besides my own.”

“Wha…!”

Before Lucca could say or do anything, Ric turned the cross-dressing dancer around and grabbed the exposed penis.

The girly boy felt a jolt from that warm hand, and it spread throughout his body. At once the blood flowed down and his member was growing again.

Ric closed his fingers around it, still not looking at Lucca’s face. He pulled just enough to free the head from the extra skin. Then he ran a thumb on the tip.

Lucca winced. He’s barely touching me, and yet I’m… Before he could get used to, Ric stroke up and down.

The professional dancer bit his lips to hold a moan. Damn it… I really like when another guy plays with my dick, but this feels so different…

Ric stroke faster, but when Lucca’s dick was throbbing and about to cum, he slowed down, almost stopping completely. He moved faster and once again slowed down. He did this again and again, until his hand was smeared with pre-cum.

But the cross-dressing dancer hadn’t ejaculated once.

“Stop teasing me,” Lucca said in a feeble voice, his dick throbbing so much it hurt.

“I can’t help it… it’s more fun than I ever thought,” Ric said, his smile too teasing.

Lucca bit his lips, his cheeks red again. Damn it… I need to cum!

“If you’re gonna tease me, at least tease my ass too,” he said, pulling a tube of lube from his bag and opening the cap.

Ric turned his free hand up and Lucca poured the little of what was left of the lube. With two fingers, the amateur dancer slipped his hand inside Lucca’s panties and put the fingers in the tight hole.

It was too much for the cross-dressing dancer. Just as he planned. With the stimulus from both the front and back, he ejaculated, even if Ric was still trying to tease him.

“You tricked me,” he said in a surprised voice. Despite his words, however, he didn’t seem upset at all.

“Payback for the not letting me cum,” Lucca replied, showing a weak smile as he flushed his semen away.

“Oh, yeah? Okay, you won. This round,” Ric added in a low voice. At the same time, he spread the fingers still inside Lucca’s butt apart. Then he moved them, reaching every corner of that tight ass.

The cross-dressing dancer widened and a moan escaped his lips.

“If this didn’t feel so good, I’d smack you,” Lucca said, already panting as his ass became more and more ready to receive the dick.

“Then to avoid that, how about if I increase a bit?”

Before Lucca could answer, Ric pulled his fingers. Then he put his dick in without a second thought.

Despite teasing too much so far, Ricardo moved slowly.

And even after he was sure Lucca wasn’t in any pain from his thick dick, he didn’t move any faster.

Though the dick already felt good, Lucca wanted more.

He wanted Ric to trash his ass with that dick.

He wanted Ric to reach deep inside him.

He wanted everything that man could give him.

“Hey,” Lucca whispered after a while. “You don’t need to tease me like this anymore. Go as fast and hard as you want.” Please. Don’t make me beg. He kept that part to himself.

“But–”

“I’m a big boy,” Lucca interrupted Ric, barely keeping how much he craved the dick out of his voice. “This isn’t my first time.”

To the cross-dressing dancer’s delight, those were the magic words.

After that, Ric didn’t hold back anymore. He lost all his restraint.

Despite not seeing his face, Lucca could tell the man fucking him was smiling.

Before he knew, he had a smile on his own. But it only lasted a second.

Yes… yes, Lucca thought before his mind started to haze with the pleasure.

Ric thrust his hips again and again, the dick going deep, their balls hitting against each other.

Lucca didn’t know if it was because all the teasing, but sex never felt so good.

No man has ever made me feel like this.

Too soon for him, he came.

His second load fell on the toilet again, but part smeared his panties and shorts and. However, he didn’t dislike that at all.

Lucca was panting, and his legs were shaking a bit. But to his surprise, and delight, Ric wasn’t done.

The dick inside his ass was still hard and pressing against the inside of Lucca.

As Ric noticed that Lucca had already cum, he moved faster.

So fast Lucca was starting to lose strength in his legs. Even so, he loved it.

“Don’t… stop…” he managed to say, the drool dripping from the corner of his mouth.

Before his knees cave in, Ric held him by the hips and pressed the cross-dressing dancer against the wall, pounding so hard Lucca was losing his mind each time the dick went in and out of him.

Fuck! This is the best sex I’ve ever had!

Ric hadn’t cum once, but Lucca was already reaching his third time in just a few minutes.

He couldn’t even hold back his moans anymore, letting his voice out as his body wanted.

I bet everyone’s hearing this, he thought, though didn’t care at all.

In fact, the idea of the director, the star and the other dances hearing this made him even hornier. I bet they’re all jealous ‘cause me, a guy, snatched the hottest guy here today.

“Faster… harder…” Lucca said between moans.

Ric heard. “Yes, sir.”

Lucca wished he had the strength to move his hips too.

Then, sooner than he wished, Ric shouted, “I’m about to cum!”

“Do it inside my ass!” Lucca screamed, his mind going blank.

Once again, Ric heard and obeyed.

The semen poured on the cross-dressing boy’s butt.

At the same time, he came, making his panties even more drenched and also smearing the wall.

Panting, Ric let go of Lucca.

The cross-dressing dancer fell on the toilet.

He too panted hard. But when he looked back to the man he just had sex with, he couldn’t stop smiling.

With Ric’s help, he stood.

It took some time, but Lucca recovered a little and picked up his wallet from his bag. Thank goodness my cum didn’t fall on it.

“Hey,” he said in a still exhausted voice. And also still smiling. “This is my number. Call me whenever you wanna do this again.”

After he handed his card, Lucca picked up his bag. He was looking through his cleaned, and male, clothes when his phone rang.

He pulled from the side pocket and read the text.

Are you free right now?

Lucca turned around and saw Ric with a phone in hands.

When he lowered his gaze a little, he saw that the man’s dick was already hardening again.

With a smile, Lucca didn’t even think twice as he threw the phone on the bag and bend his knees to put that dick in his mouth.


Work out with a sissy boy

“Okay, ladies, breathe in slowly and hold for a few seconds,” Gabi said in a calm voice.

In the grey tight yoga pants and black sports bra, stuffed to pretend he had some chest, the cross-dressing yoga instructor breathed as he said, observing if his class as doing properly. This fake camel toe panties are really crushing my dick, Gabi couldn’t help but think.

But no matter how much he wanted to take it out, he couldn’t. Otherwise, the women would find out that the instructor of the women-only yoga class was a man. I don’t wanna even imagine the scandal it would be.

“Breathe in through the nose,” Gabi kindly reminded when he noticed some of his newest students inhaling through their mouths. After everyone had inhaled, he was satisfied. “Now exhaled, sending all the bad energy and thoughts away… great. One more time, ladies.”

Everyone did as he said, the entire class breathing in and out as one. The cross-dressing instructor nodded in approval when everyone finished. “Today was great, ladies. Everyone is improving too much. See you all next Thursday. Namaste.”

Gabi brought his hands together and bowed to his class. The women did the same, greeting him in unison.

Then, like it always happened, a flipped seemed to switch and everyone began talking the moment the yoga class ended. It a second, the silence that permeated the room for almost an hour was broken.

It’s always like this, Gabi thought, smiling. Now that he was used to, he liked how everyone let loose. But the first time, he froze. The cross-dressing instructor was afraid to ruin his disguise when they came to talk to him.

“Gabi, that was great,” one of the new students said, coming to him with her friend. “You’re such a good teacher.”

“Yeah, you are. But the best thing is this class. I can’t believe I had no idea there was a girls only yoga class so close to my apartment.”

“I tell you, I lost count of how many times I had to abandon a yoga class ‘cause some pervert was there just to check the women out.”

“And since they technically didn’t break any rules, the teacher couldn’t do anything.”

“Thank goodness there’s no chance of that happening here.”

“Yeah. The only man allowed here during the class is the owner. And even he can’t stay long.”

“Yeah. No worries about any guys in here.” Gabi smiled and laughed nervously.

If they find out the instructor of the women-only yoga class is a cross-dressing guy, they’ll be more than just pissed! They’ll feel betrayed! Not to mention it’ll affect the gym’s reputation and we cannot afford that. They can never find out about me.

The instructor only relaxed after all his students left. But it was only for a brief moment. No longer the last girl had closed the door, and he had sat on the floor to rest a bit, Gabi’s brother, and the part owner of the gym, barged in.

“I need to talk to you,” he said in a rushed voice. Despite panting a little, there was something excited in his eyes.

“Okay, okay. Just breathe. I’m not going anywhere, so there’s no reason to rush.”

“Actually, there is.” The man sat on the cushion and smiled at his little brother.

“Why do you look like that?” Gabi asked suspiciously. The last time his brother had smiled like that, he ended up cross-dressing and teaching this class.

“Because we just received the chance we needed,” he said, letting his words hang in the air for a while.

“Are you sure?” Gabi let himself have some hope. “This needs to work. We’re really struggling here. Thanks to this class, we got a little break, but it won’t last long. We already open more classes, but few women have signed up…”

“Yeah… I thought we’d have more students by now…” The brother scratched his head. Then he looked at the cross-dressing boy while biting his lips. “That’s why I really need you to listen before saying anything…”

Gabi stared in his brother’s eyes for a moment. In the next second, he knew there was a catch and sighed. “If you’re saying that, it means I’m gonna get the short end of the stick… again…”

The female only yoga class was a way to bring some business without investing in new machines or massive advertising with money they didn’t have. To their bad luck, the day before the first class, the instructor they had hired, Gabi’s friend from university, had an accident and broke her leg.

To avoid postponing the class or giving the money back, which they couldn’t, since they already had used it to pay some late bills, Gabi cross-dress and assume the class. It was supposed to only be temporary until they could find a replacement. But to his disbelief, and some relief, the class was a huge success.

More and more women from various age kept coming. So much they had to open a second class. And so Gabriel became Gabi, the ‘cute and small instructor who knew how to teach’, according to the rumors his students spread, and became widely popular. After everything, there was no way he could back down.

Thanks to that, Gabi had to spend the entire day cross-dressing while at the gym. From the moment they opened until they closed, he had to wear the fake camel toe panties to hide his dick, a stuffed sports bra to pretend he had a small chest and wear the tight yoga pants or tight short shorts.

If anyone finds out, we’ll be screwed. But we are hanging by a thread here… He may come up with crazy ideas sometimes, but all he wants is for our gym to be a success… The cross-dressing instructor closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Tell me.”

“I just received a call from an old friend from business college,” he said, barely managing to contain his excitement. “His uncle is looking for a personal trainer for his son and your name came up!”

Gabi blinked a couple times. Wait a sec… there’s something fishy… I know there is… There’s no way you’d be so excited if there wasn’t anything for the gym, he thought, but kept that part to himself.

“That’s great… for me. But how can this help the gym?”

“What are you talking about? Can’t you see? This guy is loaded. If he spreads the word about a great personal trainer, people will come to the gym for you!”

Gabi didn’t share his brother’s smile. He stared at the man responsible for his cross-dressing with a blank face.

“You’re hiding something.” It wasn’t a question.

“What do you mean? I told you. It’s good publicity,” he said in a strangely normal voice. Despite looking at Gabi’s direction, he didn’t meet his little brother’s eyes.

The cross-dressing instructor shortened the distance between him and the co-owner of the gym. “What are you not telling me?” he asked slowly.

Gabi was so close the co-owner couldn’t avoid his eyes anymore.

“Nothing at all…”

“You know you always blink too much when you lie to me?”

The co-owner forced his eyelids open. In few seconds, his eyes were watering, but he still refused to blink. Gabi maintained his stare.

The older brother tried to keep as long as he could, but he soon caved. He blinked several times, rubbing his eyes.

“Fine, fine! I’ll tell you the whole deal. Just stop looking at me.”

“You’re an idiot if you think you can hide anything from me,” Gabi said, leaning back on his cushion with a satisfied smile. “You never could when we were little.”

The co-owner let out a sigh of frustration and mumbled something unintelligible.

“The rich guy’s son is one of those fat nerds that never leaves his room. But even so, he’s the future heir of the company. My friend’s uncle wants him to lose a lot of weight, so he can introduce the fatso in parties and such.”

“Sounds like a great opportunity. Can’t wait to work with him,” Gabi said, not skimping on the sarcasm.

“Yeah, you can imagine. The problem starts when the son doesn’t want to cooperate with his personal trainers at all. He even fired the last guy without even coming out of his room.”

“Oh, great… my job is so fun when the client doesn’t cooperate at all… How come my name showed up anyway? I’m glad it did, but I know I’m not famous enough to have my name thrown around like that.”

Once again, his brother averted his eyes, his smile more strained than ever.

“Actually… your name came up for a very specific reason… thanks to my friend…”

“Why and how my name came up?”

“Because the fatso is into… into… Otokonoko…” the co-owner trailed off, his voice so low Gabi wasn’t sure if he had heard right.

“Into what?”

His brother sighed and faced the cross-dresser. “He’s into Otokonoko…”

Gabi had never heard that word, but somehow he knew it meant trouble for him.

“What’s that?”

“It’s… well… it’s easier if you just look it up for yourself…”

With his suspicious and caution on the max, Gabi pulled his phone and searched the word. It took a few seconds, and when he saw the results, his jaw dropped. There were tons of pics of cute Japanese cartoon girls, but looking closer, he could see a bulge in their panties.

“Cross-dressing boys? You want me to work with someone who’s into cross-dressing boys?” he shouted, glad the room had some isolation from the rest of the academy.

“Not cross-dressing boys, Otokonoko. My friend was very specific for some reason. And yes, I do! That’s why your name was suggested. You’re more than perfect for this. You’ll go to the fatso’s house and train him there. And since we know he’s into Otokonoko, you’re definitely the best guy, I mean, the best Otokonoko for the job!”

Now that everything was out in the open, his brother couldn’t keep his excitement in check anymore. His eyes were full of expectation.

That only made Gabi more and more perplexed.

“You think that makes me happy? To get a job just because I have a girly face and body?”

Not to mention I’d have to cross-dress outside the gym!

“I know it’s a lot! But not only you’re perfect for the job, think about the gym!” The co-owner was on the verge of begging.

“How would I dressing as a girl and working with this rich guy’s son help the gym?” Despite his rage, Gabi managed to keep his voice down.

The co-owner seemed visibly relieved that his little brother was calm enough to listen to another one of his crazy schemes.

“Hear me out. I already worked everything with the rich guy. He said that if you could make his son keep up with a workout routine and lose some weight by the end of the month, he’d pay 20 times your normal hourly fee,” he said, his eyes sparkling. “But there’s more. He also said that if he’s pleased with his son’s progress, he’d make a partnership with our gym.”

Gabi pressed his lips. 20 times his hourly fee was terrific enough. But the partnership sounded even better. “What kind of partnership?”

“This guy’s company is huge here in the state. It’s one of the biggest. And he’s willing to pay us so that all his employees can work out here for free. Can you imagine that kind of money?”

“That does sound too good…” Gabi didn’t want to admit, but that partnership was too tempting to refuse. Depending on the numbers, it could save our gym in one go… “How many employees are we talking about?”

The co-owner bit his lips, as if holding back something too good.

“Over five thousand men and women in the city alone!”

“Holy shit!”

“Exactly!” His brother smiled from ear to ear, nodding at the same time.

Even if the fee for this kind of partnership is around 60 percent the normal price, over 5000 people… That would save our necks…

“So? Will you take the job?” his brother asked, failing to hide the begging in his voice. “Please, Gabriel. You know how much we really need this.”

Gabi looked at him and pressed his lips. Then he looked around the room build to create a peaceful ambient.

Even if I hate cross-dressing, I don’t wanna lose this place… we worked so hard to build it from scratch… Making his decision, he faced his older brother again. That face was full of excitement, but Gabi could tell there was a lot of anxiety behind that façade.

“Tell me the address,” the cross-dressing instructor said, letting out a resigned sigh.

“Yes! Thank you, Gabriel, I mean, Gabi You’re the best little brother ever!”

“Yeah, I know…” he said, dropping his shoulders.

He picked up his phone again, looking at the pics of Otokonoko again. Are there really people into girly boys wearing panties? And there’s a lot of boys in this blue swimsuits with this sort of skirt…

At least I’m gonna get paid a lot for this. He let out another sigh. Guess I’m bound to work cross-dressing…

***

The next day, the cross-dressing personal trainer went to the address his brother gave him. Holy shit… is this for real…? You’ve gotta be kidding me!

Gabi stood before the one of the largest mansion he had ever seen. The front wall took almost an entire block. How come I’ve never noticed this huge mansion in my own city? It’s even bigger than the ones I see in movies!

He lost track of time admiring the size of the mansion. Fuck… it’s not time for to be admiring… Gabi shook his head and walked to the front gate. Where’s the doorbell…? Wait, is there such thing in this monstrosity of a house? Maybe I should call my brother and ask for the rich guy’s number…

But before he could decide what to do, a voice echoed near the junction of the metal gate and the cement wall. “Good afternoon,” a female voice spoke.

“Ah, hi, I mean, good afternoon,” Gabi said, not sure where he should look. Where’s the intercom? Is there a camera? “My name is Gabriel, and I’m here for the appointment with Antonio… I’m the personal trainer.”

Did I need to say that? He wondered after a moment of silence. As the seconds passed and felt longer than ever, a little door on the metal gate opened.

“Welcome, Gabriel. Please, come in. Someone will meet you at the front door,” the female voice said and then hung up the interphone.

With his stomach tightening, Gabi took a deep breath and went through the door. The front lawn was just as impressive as the outside. Fuck… when rich people wanna spend money, they sure know how. Careful to not step outside the gravel path and on the expensive looking grass, he walked to the front door.

Hope this outfit is okay… Brother did say this guy was into cross-dressers, I mean, Otokonoko, but I’m not even wearing the pads and the silicone cup… people gave me some weird looks on the way here.

As his brother insisted, Gabi had his long blond hair in a ponytail and wore a white sports bra. But the trouble was the shorts; his bulge was too visible. How can draw attention to the fact that I have a dick be the selling point? At least the panties are cute and comfortable… wait, why am I thinking this? It doesn’t matter at all!

He finally saw the front door. Before he rang the bell, a maid opened the double door.

“Welcome, Gabriel. Please, come in,” the same female voice spoke politely. “Mr. Tony’s room is upstairs, down the hall on the right. It’s the last door. You’ll know immediately.”

“Okay… Thanks,” Gabi said, unsure how to act.

It’s the first time I see a real maid! I thought those only existed in movies, he thought, glancing back at the woman as he walked past her. She’s really cute… too bad I have no chance now that she’s seen me in this…

Gabi let out a heavy sigh. I when I was in college, I never expected that my professional life would include cross-dressing almost full time. And to even think it’d affect my personal life… How did things end this way?

He shook his head. That doesn’t matter right now… I need to focus on this Tony guy. If he doesn’t refuse me, he’ll be the gym’s salvation!

After he climbed all the stairs, the personal trainer found himself staring at a long corridor. This distance can be considered jogging at this point, he thought. Which door is it? The cute maid said I’d know it immediately… Ah… so that’s what she meant…

Gabi halted. Indeed, as the woman said, it was easy to spot which door was it. The last room on the second corridor was covered with posters like keep out or enter at your own risk. Which one is it? The cross-dressing instructor wondered, letting out a low chuckle.

But what covered most of the wooden door were a few posters of Japanese cartoon girls. Wait… those aren’t girls… they’re cross-dressing boys, I mean, Otokonoko… right? Just like me… Even from that distance, he could see some bulges without trouble.

Even without meeting the client, I have a bad feeling about this… but work is work, and no matter how I’m dressed, I’m a professional after all, Gabi thought, reaffirming his decision. With a deep breath, he walked the last steps and knocked on the door a few times.

“Tony, it’s the personal trainer your father hired,” he said in a more delicate voice than he was used to.

His normal tone of voice was neutral, so much that people said it was hard to tell if he was a guy or a girl over the phone. But after he started teaching the yoga class, he trained himself to speak in a more soft and delicate manner. With some surprise, and dejection, he found out that tone had become the new normal for him.

I really need to pay more attention to this… it’s gonna be hard in my personal life if I keep talking like this… actually, it already is, Gabi thought. As he waited for an answer from the other side of the door, the cross-dressing personal trainer did his best t not to recall the time when his own mother thought he was a girl over the phone.

“Another one?” A nasal voice spoke, not bothering to hide his discontent. Gabi heard a tongue clicking, something heavy being dragged and then steps coming towards the door. “What’s dad thinking? I thought he had given up.”

After a couple locks unlocking, the door opened. The person who opened the door was an incredible overweight young man with shaggy hair. If he didn’t start taking care of himself soon, he would be wider than taller. He wore baggy sweatpants with an XXL grey shirt, and still seemed tight in a feel places, especially around his belly.

“So you’re the lasted one?” Tony said in an annoyed voice. He exited the room and closed the door before the personal trainer could get a glimpse of inside.

This might be the toughest job I in my life, Gabi thought, trying to maintain his smile as he offered his hand. “Yes. My name is Gabriel, but you can call me Gabi. It’s a pleasure to work with you,” he said in his most professional tone, still with his hand stretched out.

“Gabriel…?”

At once Tony’s irritation became suspicion. He narrowed his eyes and looked his new personal trainer from head to toe. Then, after a moment of silence, his gaze stopped between Gabi’s legs.

Is that how women feel when guys check them out so bluntly? He wondered, fidgeting. “Eh… in case you’re wondering, yes, I’m a guy… despite how I look,” he said, trying to keep the dejection out of his voice.

Tony’s suspicion became joy the moment he confirmed his newest personal trainer was a girly looking cross-dressing boy, or, better yet, an Otokonoko.

“Yes! Finally, dad got it right!” he shouted in joy. Then Tony enthusiastically shook Gabi’s hand with both his. “I don’t mind losing weight, but I it’s hard to get any motivation without a cute Otokonoko around!”

“That’s… why I’m here,” Gabi said, showing an awkward smile. I wish it had more to do with my skill though…

“Great! Come, let’s get started! The gym’s this way!”

Still holding Gabi’s hand, the fat boy dragged his cross-dressing personal trainer to the other side of the house. Even though they barely had walked, Tony was already panting and sweating.

Gabi had to fight the instinct to pull himself free of that sweaty hand. I bet that if he gets upset, he might fire me, he thought, trying not to squirm.

“I’m glad you seem so into this. From what I heard, you barely tried with the others personal trainers…”

“That was… dad’s fault,” Tony said, breathing through his mouth. “I never… asked for this… but he insisted. Then a couple… of guys appeared. What a great… way to start. Bringing those humans shaped muscles… it only made… me feel even fatter… The last one… I didn’t even… open the door…”

Anyone can make you feel fatter. Gabi managed to keep that to himself. If I don’t control my mouth, I’m so fired…

“But wasn’t the third personal trainer a woman? Didn’t you feel motivated then?”

“How could I?” Tony replied, shaking his head, the fat on his chin wriggling. “I could only feel ashamed the entire time… I couldn’t even look myself in the mirror for a while…”

Gabi stared at the man holding his hand. He might have… a strange taste, but he doesn’t seem like a bad guy.

“You might not believe, but I know the feeling… when I started college, 90% of the class were ripped guys who practically lived in the gyms.” Gabi saw himself opening up, surprising even himself.

Wow… I had forgotten about that feeling of inadequacy… so that’s how Tony felt with the previous trainers… I can’t make him feel like this with me…

Tony stopped to look at Gabi. Then he smiled as he blushed.

“Don’t worry! You’re perfect! You’re not a girl and you’re not ripped like those guys. That’s why I said dad an Otokonoko personal trainer was the only choice. The best choice, in fact,” he said, suddenly excited, his eyes shining. “But I never thought that I’d meet one! This is the best day ever! I feel like I could work out all day!”

The personal trainer blushed and looked away. “So, how far is this gym?” Gabi asked to change the subject.

“Just around the corner.”

Sure… Why would a rich guy pay to go to a gym when he could have his own? At least I hope it’s well equipped for the job.

“Here we are!” Tony announced when he opened one of the double doors.

“Holy shit!” Gabi let it scape when he saw the interior.

The gym was set up in a large room on the corner of the second floor. It had most machines a formal gym needed, but the most eye-catching feature was the circular track near the walls. If he wants to go for a jog, he doesn’t even need to leave the house, the personal trainer thought with a sheepish smile.

Holy shit! These machines are better than ours! Gabi observed the closest one. Then he eyed the treadmill, feeling the envy eating him from the inside. Ah… I wanted one… but it was too expensive for our budget…

“Do you approve my gym?” Tony suddenly appeared next to Gabi.

“What? Ah, yes…”

“What’s wrong?”

“No, nothing. It’s just that… I wanted to buy one of these for the gym, but it was too much for our budget…” Gabi’s voice dropped as he ran a hand over the machine’s panel.

“Our budget? The gym?” Tony tilted his head.

“Me and my brother’s. We opened it last year. After I graduated college, my brother came up with the idea of opening a gym. Apparently, it was the perfect idea for a PE graduated, and business major one.”

“That sounds fascinating,” Tony said, barely listening, ogling his personal trainer.

Gabi felt a shiver running down his spine. Hope he stops looking at me like that…

“Not that much. But leaving that aside, let’s get starting. First, you need to change into your gym clothes,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said, clapping his hands energetically.

“Gym clothes…? What’s that?” Tony didn’t hide his confusion.

“Eh… clothes that you don’t mind sweating in… you… do have one, right?” Tony shook his head, and Gabi sighed. “What did you wear with the other trainers?”

“This, I think,” Tony answered, gesturing to the clothes he was wearing. “I don’t remember.”

“Then it’s good enough for me too.” Gabi led the fat boy to the middle of the room, where there was an ample free space “Let’s start with some light warm-ups and stretching.”

They had barely begun when Gabi realized the job would be much harder than he had expected. In less than a minute, Tony was already sweating and panting. At least he didn’t give up right away…

“Okay, now that we’re ready, show me how many push-ups you can do in a row,” Gabi ordered, gesturing the fat boy to get on the floor.

“Almost zero,” Tony replied right away, without a hint of hesitation as he shook his head.

Gabi sighed, but didn’t give up. “C’mon. Just try… please,” he begged in a more girlish voice. I hate myself for doing this, he thought a second later.

But Tony wasn’t listening to the personal trainer anymore. The boy’s eyes were fixed on Gabi’s chest.

The cross-dressing personal trainer looked down. Due to the low temperature in the gym, his nipples were hard and, in that sports bra, clearly visible. He covered his chest at once, his face a wild shade of red. Fuck! Who the hell put the AC so cold?

Tony’s breathing became irregular, and his cheeks red. With a strange expression, as if he had just found some lewd incentive, he looked Gabi’s in the eyes and nodded. The next second, he dropped down the floor and started doing the push-ups.

Despite the extra boost given by Gabi’s erect nipples, the boy barely past three push-ups.

Well… better than nothing… at least I know his limits now… Gabi gave his all to avoid sighing. He had personal experience with clients feeling ashamed because of something as simple as a sigh.

While the boy was panting and lying with his face on the floor, the personal trailer checked his chest discreetly. The nipples were still hard, but he stopped himself before he pressed them.

I was firmly against it before, but maybe I can use his… interest in cross-dressing boys, I mean, Otokonoko for some motivational…

“Okay, Tony. Good job,” Gabi said, flashing a smile as the boy looked up at him. “Now show me how many sit-ups you can do.”

With a loud grunt, the fat boy turned around to face the ceiling. After taking many deep breaths, he scowled and held his head with both hands. With a great effort, he started doing the sit-ups.

He had barely made it to the fifth sit-up when he reached his limit. He landed heavily on the ground, panting even more.

“I can’t…”

“Yes, you can. C’mon.”

Gabi walked around the fat boy, stopped before him and sat. Holding down Tony’s legs, the cross-dressing boy leaned forward, just enough so that if his client did a sit-up, he could see Gabi’s hard nipples.

The boy noticed that right away. His eyes became wild and he grunted when he placed his hands near his ears. Then he raised his upper body enough so he could see past his big belly. When he saw the hard nipples, he flashed a satisfied smile and lie down on the floor with a heavy thump.

The nipple trick was enough to make the boy do ten more sit-ups, but Gabi wasn’t satisfied with just that. He could feel his client still had some energy left.

“C’mon, Tony,” he said in a voice that was both incentive and demanding. “I know you can do more than just this.”

“Just… this…? I broke… my record… of sit-ups…!” the fat boy managed to say between gaps.

As Gabi bit his lips, an idea crossed his mind. Shit… can’t believe I’m even considering this, he thought, blushing.

“I-if you can do ten more sit-ups, I’ll… show you my nipples,” he said in a low voice. Just saying was embarrassing enough… hope he can’t make it…

Tony stopped panting and opened his eyes wide. He stared at Gabi and then, without a word, took a deep breath and began the sit-ups. He much faster than before, but still going all the way up. In the last sit-up, he was way past his limit, with his face strained and red, a few veins visible on his forehead.

By then, even Gabi saw himself cheering for the fat bot.

“C’mon, Tony, you can do it! I know you can.”

Those words were what the boy needed. He gathered the last bit of this strength and forced himself to do one last sit-up.

After he reached the top, he smiled and fell backward, landing heavily on his back again.

“That was great, Tony. I knew you could do it if you set your heart in it,” Gabi said, smiling from the bottom of his heart to the boy.

Despite how exhausted he was, Tony smiled too.

Gabi loved seeing that kind of expression. It’s so satisfying to see a client giving their best and overcoming their limits.

But on the next second, Tony stopped smiling, sat up and stared at Gabi with an eager face.

The cross-dressing personal trainer’s smile faltered. “I suppose you want your reward now, don’t you…?”

The boy nodded wordlessly, not blinking his eyes.

Gabi blushed and averted his gaze. With his hands trembling, he pulled his sports bra up just enough to reveal his hard nipples. Why this feels so embarrassing? This should be just like in a locker room! I’m a guy! We’re both guys!

Despite blushing madly, Tony didn’t avert his eyes. His breathing became heavier as the fat boy brought his head closer to Gabi’s chest. He didn’t even seem to blink, as if afraid that the sight of an Otokonoko’s erect nipples would be lost forever if he did.

The boy was so close now that Gabi could feel the breathing on his hard nipples. It tickles, the cross-dressing personal trainer thought, blushing a bit more. I didn’t expect this to be so embarrassing…

“I can’t believe I’m seeing oppai. A real Otokonoko’s oppai!” Tony exclaimed suddenly. It was as if he wasn’t exhausted a few seconds ago. “It’s like a dream coming true!”

Taken aback by the sudden shout, Gabi lowered the sports bra as reflex. “That’s enough of my nipples!”

There were a few seconds of embarrassing silence. For Gabi. Tony was still too focused on the nipples, staring at them through the fabric. Damn, he thought as pressed to flatten them.

Tony’s disappointment was too plain on his face.

“What’s… oppai?” Gabi had an idea what the word meant, but he still asked to break the silence.

“Boobs,” Tony answered right away, looking lively once again.

Gabi pressed his lips, but he couldn’t hold his sigh. I knew it…

“You do know I don’t have breasts, right? Because I’m a guy…”

I was hired specifically because of this. How can you be excited about another guy’s nipples?

“Even if you are a guy, you get embarrassed when showing your Otokonoko’s nipples to me,” Tony said in a matter of fact voice, grinning.

“I got embarrassed ‘cause you keep ogling me!” Gabi replied, covering his chest with both hands.

“Don’t worry. Getting embarrassed because someone saw your boobs is the mark of a great Otokonoko. You’re the perfect Otokonoko!”

Gabi pressed his lips. Damn it! Otokonoko’s nipples? This conversation is so stupid I don’t even know how to reply!

But before that stupid conversation could continue, Gabi’s cell phone rang. It’s already been half an hour? We haven’t done anything! Damn… I doubt his dad will be happy with this… at least he didn’t refuse me like the others.

“Guess that’s it for today,” Gabi said, putting the phone back in his bag. He stood up, glad that conversation was over.

“What? Already? It can’t be!” Tony was too dejected after hearing his time with an Otokonoko was over.

“I’m glad you want more, but your father only set up a short appointment today. He said it was better this way since I had to get you to agree working out with me.”

Tony tried to say something as he tried to get up. But just standing up was a hard task on its own for the boy. His legs had no strength left and he landed on his butt.

At the sight pathetic sight, Gabi couldn’t help but offered his hand. The boy looked at that slim hand with a mixture of happiness and doubtfulness.

“I’m stronger than I look,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said with a wry smile.

No one believes in me though, he thought, but kept that to himself. With some effort, Gabi managed to help the fat boy up.

“Thanks,” Tony said in a tired voice. After he recovered some of his breath, he blushed and stared at the hand that held Gabi’s. “When are you coming again?”

“You want me to come again?” The boy nodded vigorously. That’s a relief, the personal trainer thought. “Well, your father asked me to come here three times a week, if everything went well today. I’ll be here again on Friday.”

“That long? Can’t you come tomorrow too? Or better yet, can’t you come every day?”

“Well…” Gabi thought for a moment. Depending on the time, I don’t think there’s any problem… “I’d have to rearrange my schedule, and we might have to change the appointment to the morning, but if your father agrees, I don’t see why not.”

“Yes! Great! Dad will agree! He’ll be happy to pay you!” Tony shouted excitedly. “I’ll talk to him the moment he gets home!”

Gabi couldn’t help but chuckle at such enthusiasm. Seeing him like this, no one would think he refused the others personal trainers.

“Okay then. If he agrees, text me and I’ll be here tomorrow at the same time. We can even make a one-hour session,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said, smiling.

“Yes! A one-hour date with a real Otokonoko!” Despite how exhausted he was, Tony beamed and jumped with his fist in the air.

It’s not a date, Gabi wanted to say but kept quiet. Let him be happy… I’ll make him work twice tomorrow just for this…

“Hey… Gabi-chan, can… can I ask a favor…?” Tony asked. He had stopped celebrating and was now fidgeting.

“What…?” Gabi said, his suspicion rising again.

“It’s nothing much… it’s just… could you wear something special for tomorrow’s date?”

“Eh… that’s a little…”

“Don’t worry! It’s not anything inappropriate! In fact, it’s something made for exercising!” Tony added quickly.

Gabi pressed his lips and averted his gaze. “I don’t know…”

“Before you say no, could you at least see it?”

“Guess… only seeing won’t hurt…” Gabi didn’t know how to react, but his words made the fat boy smile.

“Yes! Then come with me!”

Despite how exhausted the boy was, Tony led Gabi back to his room much faster than before. When he opened the door, the cross-dressing personal trainer dropped his jaw. The poorly lit room had two walls covered with bookcases filled with books and little dolls of cute Japanese cartoon girls.

Wait, those aren’t girl… They’re Otokonoko… Look, I can see their bulges, he thought, looking at one doll wearing a blue swimsuit. The one next to it was the same. Despite the long and braided pink hair, the lance-wielding doll had a visible bulge under the black skirt.

Tony wasn’t paying attention to Gabi. He was too busy looking inside one of his drawers. After a while, he pulled some blue clothes and turned to the cross-dressing personal trainer.

“Here,” he said, closing his eyes and bowing his head as he offered the clothes. “Please wear this for our date tomorrow!”

Hesitating, Gabi picked up the clothes and turned it around. It’s like a big blue speedo… But I can tell there’s something to do with those Otokonokos… Is this some kind of fetish?

“Eh… Tony, what’s this exactly?”

“Bloomers, the Japanese traditional PE uniform!” he said, too excited for some reason.

“The Japanese traditional PE uniform… Really?” Gabi asked in disbelief.

“Yes, it is! I’d never lie to an Otokonoko!”

Gabi looked between the clothes and the boy. It really looks like a big speedo… and I can’t see anything wrong with it… And it seems brand new… I can tell he’s never worn it ‘cause there’s no way it’d ever fit him. And it looks clean and without any suspicious stain… He held his impulse to smell it though. Wonder how he would react if I smelled it…

“What’s the catch?” Gabi asked, trying to find a solid reason to refuse.

Since it doesn’t feel weird, I can’t see a reason to not wear these so-called bloomers… It’s not professional though…

“There’s none! This really is the traditional Japanese PE female uniform.”

I knew it had something to do with Otokonoko, Gabi thought, sighing. But since I’m already cross-dressing, a bit more or a bit less won’t make much difference at this level… I guess… I hope…

“Then I guess I don’t mind wearing… this for tomorrow…”

“Yes!” Once again Tony celebrated as if he had won something important. Then he pressed his lips and seemed strangely excited as he pointed to the door inside his bedroom. “But just to make sure it’s the right size, why don’t you try it now?”

Without shaking the feeling of defeat and that he was doing something wrong, Gabi went to the bathroom. He’s so rich he has his own bathroom… guess he doesn’t need to worry about getting caught when he’s masturbating to those Otokonoko, the cross-dressing personal trainer thought.

After he took off his shorts and put on the so-called traditional uniform, he checked himself in the mirror. This feels so wrong… Though it didn’t appear to have anything wrong, Gabi couldn’t shake the feeling he was doing something pervert. I dress like a girl all the time, but it’s for work… this feels like… a fetish…

Exhaling to get rid of the feeling he was doing something incredibly perverted, Gabi left the bathroom. But when Tony’s face lit as he saw the cross-dressing personal trainer, it only made the feeling grow.

“Oh! It looks perfect on you!” Tony shouted, walking around Gabi to see him from every angle. “I can’t believe there’s a real-life Otokonoko wearing bloomers in my bedroom! This feels like a dream coming true!”

Could you not exaggerate so much? You’re making me embarrassed… Please… “C’mon, Tony… it’s not a big deal…”

“You’re perfect waifu material!”

“Waifu… wait, do you mean wife?” Gabi flushed. “Sorry, but a guy can’t be a… waifu…”

“Of course, a guy can’t! That’s obvious!” Tony said, shaking his head, still ogling Gabi with lustful eyes. “But an Otokonoko can be a waifu without a problem. Just like Astolfo-chan!”

“A-Astolfo-chan…?”

“One of the best Otokonoko waifu. No. Among Otokonoko or girl, he’s one of the best waifu. He’s so cute it’s hard not to love him!”

“Sure… if you say so…” I have no idea what he’s talking about…

Tony was too excited to notice Gabi’s lack of interest. “Let me show you!”

The fat boy went to the bookcase with the Japanese cartoon Otokonoko dolls. He picked the one with long pink hair and a spear that Gabi was looking earlier, which Tony had four of the same. He brought it back with great care and handed to Gabi.

“Here’s Astolfo-chan. Careful with him,” Tony said, his fingers twitching to get it back when he let Gabi hold it.

Him, huh? The doll is cute, the personal trainer had to admit. But he’s a boy, Gabi thought, looking under the black skirt once again. Indeed, there was no mistaking the bulge in the middle of his legs. It’s hard to believe such a cute girl has a penis… Is this kind of thing popular?

“Hey, why do you have four of the same doll?” Gabi asked when he handed ‘Astolfo-chan’ back.

“They’re not dolls, they’re figurines,” the fat boy said, putting it back on the shelf with great care, lining it neatly with the others. “And I need four. One to display, one to preserve, one to borrow and one of the other users.”

Gabi stared at him. I’m afraid to ask what ‘other uses’ he’s talking… hope I didn’t hold the ‘other uses’ one… The cross-dressing personal trainer held his impulse to clean his hands as he looked the shelves and the walls covered with cross-dressers.

“You really like Otokonoko, huh?”

“Yes! They’re the perfect waifus. They have the best part of boys and girls,” Tony answered with a smile.

“Hm… hey, can I ask something kinda of rude?” Gabi’s curiosity was at his limit. Hope he doesn’t get mad…

“Of course! Anything.”

“Are you… gay…?” The cross-dressing personal trainer wondered that ever since he heard the reason he was hired.

“Not at all,” Tony answered bluntly in a calm and nasal voice.

“Even though you like cross… Otokonoko…?” Girls with dicks, Gabi wanted to add, but kept his mouth shut.

“There’s nothing gay with liking Otokonoko. They’re waifu material just like any other girl,” he said as matter of fact.

“But they have dicks!” Gabi lost his control and immediately regretted. Damn… no matter what kind of client he is, I can’t just be rude like this.

Tony didn’t seem mad though.

“The dick only makes it better. Let’s just say it’s a Kinder egg girl, you know. A girl with a surprise between her legs,” Tony said nonchalant, as if it what he was saying was normal.

“So you like dicks?”

“Feminine dicks.” The fat boy seemed as if explaining something obvious.

“Okay…” I give up on that part. There’s no reasoning with him about that. “But you like only those Japanese cartoon Otokonoko, right? You’re not attracted to real life cross-dressers, are you?”

“I am!” Tony shouted, almost as if proud, his eyes shining with passion. “I’m really attracted to you right now!”

Gabi blushed and averted his eyes. How can he say something so embarrassing like it’s nothing…?

It wasn’t the first time someone said that to the personal trainer. In fact, it happened quite often. But there was one huge difference. Most guys that hit on him had no idea Gabi had the same thing as them attached between his legs. In fact, most who hit on him, either thought he was kidding or backed down after he revealed his not-so-secret secret.

The rare few who were neither, were creeps who wanted him to prove. There were even some who didn’t mind that and, as long as they didn’t have to touch Gabi’s manhood, wouldn’t mind fucking the personal trainer in the butt.

But Tony was different from the others. That fat and awkward boy already knew that Gabi was a boy. Not only he knew, he was thrilled with the idea of his personal trainer having a dick despite being so cute and girly.

He’s a very strange guy, for sure. But at least he’s not one of those creeps, Gabi thought. Then his heart pounded faster. Huh? No way. Guys have said to me before, so why is this happening? The fact that he was aware of it only made him blush even more.

But when the cross-dressing personal trainer noticed the gaze Tony gave him, full of lust and wonder, it was too much. Stop looking at me like I’m the cutest being in the world!

Despite his words, Gabi felt a reaction down there, just below his belly button. The blood flowed, and the Japanese traditional PE female uniform started to get tighter. He immediately wanted to cover, but if he did, Tony would notice.

Why is this happening? I’m not gay! I’m not into guys! I always rejected the guys who hit on me, so why am I getting a boner because of this fatso?

To make things worse, Tony finally noticed the tightening inside the bloomers. In the fraction of a second, the fat boy’s joy became surprise.

Gabi prepared himself to see the disgust on that round face. Even though he says he likes cross-dressers, I’m sure the illusion will break once he sees a real dick, he thought, covering the growing bulge between his legs.

But that expression never came.

Instead of disgust, the boy who loved Otokonoko showed much delight.

“Oh! You’re getting hard because I said you’re a perfect waifu material! Excellent! You’re awakening as a true Otokonoko!” Tony shouted, more excited than ever. As were his eyes.

“Shut up! I’m not!” Gabi screamed, more embarrassed than ever in his life. Damn it! Stupid fatso that loves cross-dressers!

“But you are. You’re awakening. Soon you’ll become a true Otokonoko and the world will be a better place,” the fat boy said in rejoice, nodding with a huge smile, the fat on his double chin bouncing up and down as he moved his head.

As he heard those stupid words, something snapped inside Gabi. Despite still being too embarrassed by the situation, he stopped covering his boner.

“Yeah, you’re right. I’m getting a boner. What will you do?” he asked defiantly, turning his crotch towards the fat boy. “One of the Otokonoko you like so much has his dick hard as a rock right now. Are you gonna still say it’s not gay?”

“A feminine dick isn’t gay at all.”

“Oh, is that so?” Gabi had lost his mind and pulled down the bloomers and the white panties he wore. “So my dick isn’t gay at all, right? Guess all those men who hit on me will be glad to hear that.”

Tony had a blank face as he stared at the manhood pointing up at him. Then he widened his eyes and smiled.

“A real trap’s feminine dick!” he shouted. “I do like it. I love it! Please, let me suck you dry!”

Before Gabi could say or do anything, Tony jumped on top him. The cross-dressing personal trainer fell on his butt.

Wild a strange light in his eyes, the fat boy bent down and put his mouth around the hard penis.

He sucked for a while. His tongue moved around the shaft as his hands played with the balls. Then Tony took the dick out of his mouth and licked just the tip. The tongue went between the skin and the head, cleaning everything.

Fuck! If I had known someone would suck my dick, I’d have cleaned it better, Gabi thought, biting his lips to stop his moan from leaking. Wait, why am I enjoying this? There’s a guy sucking my dick! It’s so fucking gay!

Despite all his rejection to the idea, the cross-dressing personal trainer couldn’t deny it felt good. I can’t believe my first time receiving an oral is with this fatso… and he’s so good I don’t want him to stop…

As Tony played and sucked, Gabi’s penis only grew. Soon it had grown to its full size.

“Ooh. Your dick so cute and small,” he said, stopping to admire the pinkish manhood.

“Don’t say it’s small!” Damn it! To hear that from someone who probably hasn’t seen his dick in years…

“I can’t help it. Even though this is the biggest it can get, I can put it in my mouth with no trouble. Look,” Tony said and then did it.

That made Gabi both mad and horny. Fuck! I’m gonna cum!

Though he had never had his dick sucked, Gabi had seen enough movies to know he should warn the fat boy that he was about to cum. But the reluctant cross-dresser was both mad and embarrassed.

Mad because Tony kept calling his penis small. And also at himself for enjoying. Embarrassed because he knew his voice would come out weird and high pitched, and he would rather avoid letting the fat boy hear that.

Before he could make up his mind, Gabi ejaculated inside the fat boy’s mouth.

Tony didn’t choke on the semen, to the cross-dressing personal trainer’s surprise. He drank it all, liking the head again and putting his tongue between the skin and the head just to make sure he hadn’t lost a single drop.

“Delicious. Too delicious,” he said, with a delighted face. “A trap’s juice is so good it should be recommended to all.”

Fat bastard, Gabi wanted to say, but kept quiet. He lied down on the floor and covered his face. I can’t believe it felt so good… I wonder if this fatso can make me feel even better if we… wait! Don’t even think that! I’m not gay! Even though I just let a guy suck my dick, I’m not gay!

“Gabi-chan,” Tony said, getting all red as he reached his hand and took something from the desk drawer. “Do you wanna feel even better?”

The personal trainer leaned on his elbow to see what it was. In the fat boy’s hand, there was a little plastic tube. When Tony stopped waving it, Gabi could read the label. Lotion for anal pleasure. His face went red at once.

“Why the hell do you have that? Do you masturbate with your ass? Do you have a dildo named Otokonoko to shove up your ass?” Gabi asked in a hushed voice. It’s like he can read my mind!

“Of course, I don’t use my ass. I have this because of my Astolfo-chan’ onnahole,” he answered.

“Your what? What the hell is an onnahole? You know what? It’s best if I don’t know,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said, shaking his head.

Tony chuckled. “You’re so pure, hehe… So, do you wanna test this?”

Gabi pressed his lips and averted his eyes. Part of him wanted to say no right away. To scream. To leave that room, that mansion.

But Gabi’s curiosity was too big. The part that wanted to know what would happen if for once he decided to go further with what he had always rejected had awakened thanks to the fat boy sucking his dick.

With his face an alarming shade of red, Gabi closed his eyes. “Please, be gentle,” he said in a barely audible whisper.

Tony’s face filled with happiness. “Thank you, Gabi-chan!” he shouted before hugging Gabi.

The next second, he opened the tube and smeared his hand with the lotion. The fat boy pulled the rest of the personal trainer’s bloomers and panties down. Then he put a chubby finger dripping with lotion inside Gabi’s butthole.

What the hell…? The cross-dressing personal trainer widened his eyes as the finger went in further. It feels so weird… something is coming in when normally stuff comes out…

Tony moved his finger, reaching every nook and cranny of Gabi’s asshole. “It’s so tight. A trap’s virgin ass,” the fat boy said. But, contrary to his words, he put another finger in.

Gabi bit his lips to stop his moan from leaking out. Why…? One finger was tight, but now the second went in so easily…

Despite trying to conceal his voice, there was another reaction. One that he couldn’t hide.

Gabi’s penis twitched whenever Tony moved, turned or spread his fingers. Then the dick started to become hard again. Damn it… this feels even better… Fuck! Stupid Otokonoko lover gay fatso!

After what seemed too long, Tony pulled the fingers from his ass.

Gabi breathed out, feeling a mix of relief and regret. But the next moment, he remembered what came next. But he had no more time to prepare himself.

With some effort, and an incredible horny face, Tony pulled down his pants and underwear.

Gabi’s mind went blank for a second as he stared at Tony’s manhood. Holy shit! Why is the fatso’s hard dick so huge? There’s no way that’s gonna fit in my ass!

“A-are you really gonna put that in my ass…?” Gabi asked in a feeble voice, gulping. He barely managed to take his eyes off the dick.

“Of course. We came all the way here. Why should we stop now?”

“Why are you suddenly so confident now?” Gabi snapped, trying to buy some time to prepare his heart.

“Because I’m gonna lose my virginity with a cute Otokonoko!”

Gabi blushed. Then he looked away as he spread his legs before the fat boy.

“Be gentle… It’s my first time… with my ass…”

Tony nodded vigorously. Then he moved his hips, getting his hard dick closer and closer to the cross-dressing personal trainer’s ass.

What the hell am I doing? How did things end up like this? Gabi wondered as the tip of the dick pressed against the opening of his asshole. But he kept quiet as Tony put it in.

Gabi bit his lips to stop his voice. Fuck! It hurts! I knew it wouldn’t fit!

The pain only grew as Tony put the rest of the dick. Then the manhood was all inside his ass.

The fat boy moved his hips slowly. He was already sweating and panting, but even so, he didn’t stop moving.

As Gabi grew accustomed to the foreign object inside his ass, the pain gradually faded. It’s not so bad now…

Then everything changed. As Tony moved faster, the pleasure started to grow. Along with it, so did Gabi’s dick.

The cross-dressing personal trainer tried to resist the waves of pleasure. I’m not gonna cum from my ass. I’m not, he thought stubbornly, even though most of him wanted that,

Tony thrust his hips faster, the dick going in and out of the ass, reaching so deep Gabi would never have believed possible.

Even so, he tried to resist the pleasure stubbornly.

But even the stubborn part of him didn’t anticipate Tony grabbing the otokonoko’s dick and stroking it.

“Wait, are you doing?” Gabi shouted as the pleasure hazed his mind.

“You looked like you wanted,” the fat boy said, stroking the dick faster.

“I didn’t!” Gabi lied.

But the next second, he stopped talking. From deep inside his throat, a moan came out. He shut his mouth, but it was too late.

That moan only made Tony thrust his hips harder. And with those moves, came another moan.

“Fuck! Why this feels so good!?”

Gabi realized it. No matter how much he tried to resist, the pleasure from the penis thrusting inside him was too great. Along with the hand stroking his dick, there was no way he could resist.

I’m not gonna cum! Even so, the cross-dressing personal trainer still didn’t want to. I have my pride as a man! Even though I’m having gay sex!

Gabi tried to focus on Tony. To think of the fat boy and his sweating and huge body rubbing against his. To his utter surprise, the thought only made him hornier. Fuck! Am I into fatsos?

Before he could think of anything else, Gabi felt he was at his limit.

At the same time, he also felt a liquid pouring inside his ass. He’s cumming inside me?!

To his abysmal surprise, that sent him over the limit. His semen smeared the space between his and Tony’s bodies.

Fuck… I hate that it felt so good… But I feel like I lost too much… Why did I agree to this…? What’s wrong with me…?

Despite the cold room, both men panted and sweated. Tony seemed as if he had run a marathon.

The fat boy pulled his penis out of the personal trainer and landed heavily on his back. Without any once of strength left in his body, he stared at the ceiling.

Gabi had no strength in his legs, but forced himself to stand using the chair as support.

Without looking at the fat boy lying on the floor, the cross-dressing personal trainer looked for his panties. When he found it, he hurriedly put them on and got the shorts from the bag.

Soon he was ready to leave. I need to forget this ever happened, he thought, completely aware of the semen leaking out of his asshole and smearing his panties. Try not to think about it… try really hard not to think about all the gay stuff you’ve done this afternoon… Forget this ever happened…

When he was at the door, Tony stood up. “Wait! Please!” he said, having trouble to breathe. He tried to stand up but gave up. “Will you… still come… tomorrow…?”

Gabi wanted to shout no, but something inside him held his tongue. He thought about everything. The gym, the money, and his client. But above all that, there was something else. A throbbing in two places.

One was in his heart. Whether he liked it or not. It was the first time someone actually knew he was a girly boy and felt attracted to that. Not one of the creeps who just wanted to fuck a cross-dressing man and pretend that wasn’t gay.

The other was on his ass, still leaking with the fat boy’s semen.

Gabi looked at him and then averted his eyes, his cheeks red. “I’m gonna make you work thrice for all you did to me,” he said in a low voice before closing the door as fast as he could to hide his smile.


A naughty job

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

Everyone laughed, danced, sang, kissed, drank.

They were having fun.

So much fun they lowered their guards.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lua didn’t have to look for long.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So easy… like shooting fish in a barrel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With a confused expression, the guy looked back.

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

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

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

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

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

Ka-ching!

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

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

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

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

He twirled a lock of his hair.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The blond target’s goofy smile only grew.

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

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

At once the disappointment crossed the target’s face.

Lua knew exactly what he was thinking.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The guy smiled, nodded and closed his eyes again.

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

The time to collect his fee had come.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But then…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Damn it… she’s good…

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

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

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

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

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

As he showed his phone, Lua froze.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, crap… what’s he planning?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The tall guy looked at Lua and dropped his shoulders.

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

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

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

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

The cop coughed to make them stop.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Where’s my money?

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

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

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

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

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

Fuming, the guy cursed the police officer.

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

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

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

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

What the hell just happened…?

But in the next moment, his fake boyfriend laughed.

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

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

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

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

“You mean, this money?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I did not steal. I’m not a thief.”

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

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

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

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

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

“About 100,” Lua answered, shrugging.

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

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

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

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

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

“You don’t want your money back?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re fucking crazy!”

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

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

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

His fake boyfriend narrowed his eyes but still smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re a fucking fag!”

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

“Bastard…”

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

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

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

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

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

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

Fuck! How did I end up like this?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck! What’s he thinking?

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

“Swallow it!” he shouted.

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

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

“Swallow my cum!” he shouted again.

With no other option, Lua winced and swallowed it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lua stared at those objects.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hm…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But his feeling of victory only lasted a moment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ah…”

A moan escaped his lips before he could stop it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Back and forth. Back and forth.

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

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

And it was replaced by pleasure.

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

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

But once again his body betrayed him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ah! Ah!”

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

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

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

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

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

Lua moved his hips on his own.

And then the cross-dressing boy came.

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

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

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

They both stopped moving, panting and sweating even more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck… you,” Lua said.

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

“Fuck… me…”

The fake boyfriend smiled and put on another condom.

.


Cross-dress for me!

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

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

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

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

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

Lisandro crossed his arms and snorted.

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

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

She placed her hands together and lowered her head.

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

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

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

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

It was a specially modified ballet leotard.

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

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

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

And she wants me to wear this…?

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

She was on the verge of tears.

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

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

I had to do that for almost a year…

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah… w-whatever…”

The boy blushed as the hug became tighter.

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

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

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

His sister cleaned the tears and smiled at him.

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

Fuck…!

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

Lisandro pressed his lips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She let go of him.

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

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

But when his sister phone rang, she stopped smiling.

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

“Go where?”

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

“I have class today!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lisandro couldn’t believe her lack of shame.

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

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

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

But that only lasted until the elevator stopped again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But—"

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

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

What was worst was that she was right this time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah.”

But before he could reply, they entered the backyard.

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

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

“Who?” both men asked at once.

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

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

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

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

All three men spoke at the same time.

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

The squad members exchanged looks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just kill me, the little brother thought, sighing.

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

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

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

Then the three men exchanged looks.

Suddenly there was a sort of empathy among them.

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

The only woman in the shed clapped her hands energetically.

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

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

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

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

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

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

His sister had put on the same outfit as him.

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

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

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

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

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

How the hell am I supposed to dance with this?

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

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

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

Then Lisa took a tentative first step.

He tripped and almost met the floor with his face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He stared back at her for a while.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We shouldn’t be here…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks, babe.”

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

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

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

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

The cross-dressing boy bit his lips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yay,” Lisa celebrated in a listless voice.

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

The cross-dressing boy ended up looking at JJ.

His dance partner was also looking at him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!” they denied at the same time.

That only made his sister’s annoyed expression grow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lisa kept looking at his reflection.

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

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

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

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

His eyes looked at his partner through the mirror.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

JJ messed his hair and sighed in frustration.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

JJ didn’t react.

At first.

The next second, he was kissing Lisa back.

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

He parted their lips and looked at JJ.

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

That expression made Lisa’s heart pound faster.

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

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

JJ smiled and chuckled.

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

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

Lisa let out a tired laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

His partner’s shorts were tight.

He stopped their kiss and looked at the bulge.

JJ looked down and showed an embarrassed smile.

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

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

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

Lisa had a growing bulge down there as well.

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

They grew quiet for a moment.

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

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

He hesitated for a moment but then went inside.

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

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

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

He wasn’t the only one nervous.

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

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

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

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

“This,” JJ said, touching the dick.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Pressing against his butt, was a now familiar sensation.

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

For some reason, the thought only made him harder.

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

What…?

The finger moved around, reaching deep inside him.

How can this feel so good?

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

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

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

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

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

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

JJ nodded and pulled down his skimpy outfit.

Oh my…

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

The dick was much bigger than his own.

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

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

Stupid nails…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It took a while, but Lisa figured out.

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

With wide eyes, JJ nodded without saying a word.

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

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

Lisa looked at that finger on his lips.

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

A finger that still had some of his semen left.

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

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

His head went blank.

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

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

Hope I can do this right…

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

But that didn’t matter to him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Let’s see if he likes this.

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

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

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

Ha! He likes it!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A horny smile crossed his face.

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

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

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

Then an idea crossed his mind.

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

Lisa massaged his own ass.

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

The thought made embarrassed, but even harder again.

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

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

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

As JJ watched, his dick got harder and harder.

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

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

JJ gulped.

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

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

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

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

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

The waiting made him anxious.

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

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

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

Lisa heard JJ taking deep breaths.

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

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

And then it happened.

JJ inserted his dick in the tight ass.

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

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

Again and again.

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

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

“Ah…! Ah…!”

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

He covered his mouth with a hand.

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

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

Damn it… did he hear me…?

But he didn’t need to fear that.

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

A second later, the dancer lost his mind.

As he thrust his hips, his eyes lost focus.

He turned into a beast.

A beast that wanted pleasure.

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

JJ thrust harder and harder.

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

But that only added to his pleasure.

Holy shit…

The cross-dressing boy was losing his mind too.

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

With each thrust, he stopped thinking about other things.

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

He could only think about the dick ravishing his ass.

Faster! Harder!

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

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

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

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

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

And the man fucking him obeyed.

Lisa felt the semen filling his ass.

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

Both men stopped moving at the same time.

They both panted and sweated too much.

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

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

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

There was a moment of silence.

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

JJ began to harden again.

Lisa’s smile turned into a greedy one.

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

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

He closed his eyes and waited.

Without a word, JJ touched him again.

And then Lisa felt the dick in his ass again.

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


Carnival is more than just fun

Like most Brazilians, Junior loved carnival.

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

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

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

It was for a simple reason.

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

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

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

But to Junior, it was different.

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

During those five days, Junior would become Ju.

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

Boys clothes seemed plain to him.

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

That it was weird. That it was wrong.

That boys shouldn’t wear skirts.

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

And so Junior kept his desires hidden.

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

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

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

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

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

Because it was allowed during those days.

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

It was simply because he liked dressing as one.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Apart from Marco, the others changed their expression.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With only that, Junior became Ju.

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

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

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

Then he opened his eyes hesitatingly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Is that me…?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

All Ju knew was that he was sweating and panting.

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

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

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

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

Ju began walking to the door but stopped halfway.

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

The doorbell rang for the third time.

Ju pressed his lips. What should I do…?

Then an idea crossed his mind.

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

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

“Was I being loud? Sorry for that—"

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

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

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

“H-hey,” he said after a while.

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

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

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

The uncomfortable silence stretched.

I can’t take this anymore.

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

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

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

Jean sighed and then smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

“C-cute? You think I look cute?”

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

“Yeah. Too cute. And it’d be a shame to keep something so cute confined in this apartment.” Jean offered his hand. “Come. Let’s enjoy today, Junior. Wait. That doesn’t sound right… ah, I know” When you’re dressed like this, I’ll call you Ju.”

The cross-dressing boy beamed as he took his friend’s hand, feeling the warmth from those fingers.

***

“It was the best day ever!” Ju said when they got back to his apartment. “I never thought I’d be dancing that much today!”

His body was glistening with sweat. Confetti covered most of his hair and shoulders. His feet were in pain.

And yet, what caught Jean’s attention the most was the cross-dressing boy’s huge smile.

“I’m glad you had fun,” he said, and couldn’t help but smile too.

“Thanks for everything, Jean,” Ju said, jumping to hug his friend as tight as he could.

“Don’t mention,” the friend said.

In the heat of the moment, Ju kissed him on the cheek. When he realized what he had done, the boy in the skirt blushed.

“Ops… guess I’m still in a girlish mood thanks to these clothes, hehe. My bad,” he said with an apologetic smile. The next moment, Ju loosened his arms and meant to pull away, but Jean didn’t let him.

“Don’t be sorry.”

They looked into each other’s eyes. It lasted a second, but it felt as if the time had stopped.

The taller boy’s gaze moved down a bit more. He stared at Ju’s red-colored lips with great intensity. With a thumb, he touched the bottom lip and opened lightly.

Before the cross-dressing boy could do anything, Jean leaned down.

No way… is he gonna kiss me? No way! We’re both boys! Just because I’m dressed as a girl, it doesn’t change that.

But Jean didn’t seem to think that as he touched the cross-dressing boy’s lips with his own.

Oh my god, oh my god! We’re kissing! I’m kissing a boy!

Ju widened his eyes, his mind having too much trouble to process what was happening.

But then, before he knew what he was doing, the girlish boy was kissing his friend back.

Ju had no idea how long their kiss lasted. All he knew it was the best and most thrilling kiss he ever had.

When they parted their lips, they looked into each other’s eyes again.

“I… I… that was… wow…” Ju tried to say something, anything. But his mind was too full of bliss to work properly.

“I know. Me too,” Jean said, and they both laughed at the same time.

When they stopped, the taller one kissed the cross-dressing boy again.

As their kiss rose in passion and became more and more intense, Jean led Ju to the bedroom.

When the cross-dressing boy realized that, he widened his eyes. For real? But even so, he didn’t stop the kiss. It was too good to stop.

Ju never thought about having sex with another guy. He never felt any attraction. Not even when he cross-dressed.

He only wanted to dress like a girl once in a while. Even though men have hit on him while cross-dressing, he never felt any attraction.

The most he went was to fantasize men attracted to his girlish side. But never went further than that. He wasn’t even curious about what would happen if he decided to cross that line.

But the one giving me the best kiss in my life isn’t any guy. It’s Jean. My best friend. My best friend who gave me the best day ever, Ju thought.

Even if he had never felt any attraction towards men, Ju felt his body reacting to the wonderful kiss.

He could feel his entire body craving more.

The excitement of kissing someone while cross-dressing overtook him.

Despite never having any feelings for any guy, the alluring homosexuality was irresistible to Ju now.

Jean pushed Ju gently on the bed. He stripped the cross-dressing boy of his top and then kissed the bare and sweaty shoulders.

That kiss sent a jolt of excitement through Ju’s body. Before he knew it, he was kissing his best friend on the neck. With his lips, he wanted to give the same pleasure to Jean.

Jean moved his lips down Ju’s shoulder to the belly.

His mouth sucked one of those exposed nipples.

The reaction was instantaneous. Ju’s laced panty got tighter. And wet.

Jean noticed that. In the next instant, he stripped the cross-dressing boy of his skirt and panty.

Ju blushed and averted his eyes as he brought his legs together, trying to hide his hardening manhood.

Jean stopped to look at the cross-dressing boy with a puzzled expression.

“Why are you hiding it?”

Ju blushed even more and closed his eyes.

“Because I don’t want you rejecting me for being a boy,” he said in a barely audible whisper.

There was a moment of silence.

Then, hesitating, Ju opened his eyes.

Before him, Jean was smiling.

Without a word, the taller boy put the cross-dressing boy’s dick in his mouth without a hint of hesitation.

Ju widened his eyes, getting even redder and harder. Then his surprised smile became wider.

But he had no time to say anything.

As Jean began sucking and licking his dick, the cross-dressing boy felt the moan coming.

“Ah…!” He pressed his lips and covered his mouth, but it was too late.

With a huge satisfied smile, Jean stopped the oral sex and pulled a little bottle from the pocket of his jeans.

“How about if we go further?” he asked, shaking the vile.

“What’s that?” Ju asked, though what he really wanted to ask was why did Jean stop.

“For our pleasure,” he said, opening the cap and pouring the liquid in one hand.

With the clean hand, Jean put the hard and throbbing dick back in his mouth.

With the other, he put a finger inside the cross-dressing boy’s butt.

The double stimulus was too much for Ju.

The cross-dressing boy bit down his lips and closed his eyes, trying to keep his moans to himself. It’s too embarrassing to moan in front of him, he managed to think, blushing.

Jean sucked the dick and massage the ass at the same time.

This feels so weird… and good! Why does a finger up my butt feels so good?

Soon, Ju’s moans escaped his lips.

“Ah…! Wait! That’s…!”

Jean had found the right spot.

Ju looked down at him.

With a smile, Jean slipped a second finger in, touching the cross-dressing boy’s pleasure spot.

Ju reached his limit and came.

The cross-dressing boy blushed as he tried to recover himself.

“Sorry I didn’t warn you,” he said in an embarrassed voice. He covered his face, though still looking at the boy who had just made him cum through the gap in his fingers.

Jean didn’t seem to mind. In fact, he had a smile while he drank all the seed in his mouth. He cleaned the trickle of semen on the corner of his lips and then looked at Ju.

That expression told the cross-dressing boy everything; his best friend wasn’t satisfied with that alone.

He stood up and unbuckled his belt. When he took off his pants and underwear, his hard dick rose.

It passed by Ju’s mind that he was about to cross a line. But it only lasted a second.

Because his curiosity was too much.

The curiosity of how much pleasure he could feel from that hard and thick dick trashing inside his tight butt.

With his face bright red, Ju began turning around.

But then Jean stopped him.

“I wanna make love while seeing your face,” the taller boy said, blushing as well. “You put so much effort into looking cuter than you already are… it’d be a shame if I didn’t look at you while we…”

Those words along with what shy expression made Ju’s heart thump louder than it ever had.

“You know how to make a boy embarrassed,” he said in a low voice.

Then, pressing his lips, the cross-dressing boy turned back and opened his legs, exposing himself more than he ever had.

Jean smiled and moved closer. He pressed the tip of his dick against Ju’s butthole.

“I’m putting in,” he said, taking a deep breath. Despite his words, it was obvious he was nervous too.

Ju closed his eyes and nodded once.

The next moment, he widened his eyes.

It hurts a little, the cross-dressing boy thought as the dick went further inside his ass.

But, while the pain remained there, something else appeared.

Another sensation. A good sensation; pleasure.

And as Jean moved his hips carefully, the cross-dressing boy’s pleasure only grew.

“Ah… ah…” Despite biting his lips, Ju couldn’t stop himself from moaning again.

As his pleasured voice escaped his mouth, Jean moved a bit faster.

It was as if those moans drove his mind far away. Until all that was left was the two men seeking to pleasure one another.

At some point, the pain was nothing comparing to the delight from the dick trashing inside his ass.

When that happened, Ju lost his mind. Faster… faster… harder… harder… Pound my ass as much you want!

He wanted to scream, to shout how much he was enjoying anal sex. But his mind was too hazed for that.

Even so, his body seemed to know.

Without thinking, Ju raised his hips a little.

That position allowed Jean’s dick go deeper inside him.

The jolt from that foreign thick and warm object inside ass felt as if it was hitting every cell inside Ju.

Jean could feel it and thrust his hips harder.

Ju's ass was exploding with pleasure. He couldn’t take it anymore. He was about to cum again.

Jean was the same. His face, and his throbbing dick, revealed everything.

And then it happened. At the same time, both men ejaculated.

One over his own body. The other, inside the tight ass.

Panting and sweating even more, they looked into each other’s eyes.

Then they smiled at the same time.

Jean pulled his penis out and lied down next to Ju.

“That was… that was…” Ju tried to say, but his mind hadn’t returned yet to form a simple sentence.

“Me too…”

They lied down there for a long time. Until Jean grabbed Ju’s wrist and pulled.

The cross-dressing boy had no strength left to oppose. The next moment, he saw himself lying on top of his best friend’s naked and sweaty chest.

“I don’t care if you’re a girl, a boy, a cross-dresser or whatever. I promise I’ll make you the happiest human being in this world,” Jean whispered, hugging Ju tighter.

The cross-dressing boy blushed. He pressed his lips to stop his smile, but it was too hard.

To hide his red cheeks, he buried his face in Jean’s chest.

“You already have,” he whispered, too embarrassed to look his friend in the eyes.

But even so, he knew his best friend was smiling too. A smile just as big as his own.


It’s your fault!

“Hm, okay. Yeah, yeah, sure. Nah, don’t worry, man. I got it. I’ll tell him. See you tomorrow, then,” Marco said, ending the call.

Ariel closed the trunk of the car and came to his friend. “Who was it?”

“Jean. He said something came up and he can’t go to the beach with us today,” Marcos said, putting his cellphone away. “He said he’ll get there tomorrow.”

“So it’ll be just the two of us in the beach house tonight?” the petite boy asked.

“Yeah…”

Ariel hummed, thinking of something.

“What…? Oh, shit! I bet Jean just wanted to get out of cleaning the house today. That bastard!”

Ariel laughed and waved his hand. “I don’t think he’d do that. Jean’s not like you.”

“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean?”

“But just in case,” the delicate boy went on, ignoring his friend’s question, “let’s make him cook all the meals tomorrow. It’ll be his punishment for sneaking out of cleaning the house.”

“Nice, Ariel. Sometimes I forget behind that cute smile of yours, there’s a sadist,” Marcos said, nodding in approval.

“Hey, what do you mean a sadist? I’m not,” Ariel complained, puffing his cheeks in a cute way

“Sure, sure. If you believe that,” Marco said with a sly smile. He got on the driver’s seat and turned on the car. The delicate boy raced to the other side and got on the passenger’s seat. “Let’s get going then. To the best carnival of our lives!”

With a huge smile, Ariel cheered and bumped into his friend’s fist. “Oh! Let’s go!”

After a two-hour uneventful car ride, they had to park on the side of the road.

There was a moment of awkward silence.

Ariel averted his eyes, looking at everywhere but at the driver’s direction.

“Just say it… We’re lost… and it’s my fault…” Marcos had a desolated expression as he rested his head on the steering wheel, pressing the honk unintentionally.

“It’s not your fault… the map says it’s this way…” Ariel tried to console his friend by showing the screen of his phone with the app.

“This isn’t a road… or are you saying we should’ve driven through that tree?” Marco said in an angry voice. “I don’t see how that could’ve gone wrong.”

Ariel let a weak chuckle. “Instead of trying to go through a tree, let’s go back to the gas station and ask for an alternative route.”

“Yeah, sure…”

Still feeling down, Marco drove a few kilometers back the way they came.

“That house? You two goin’ to that house?” one of the locals at the gas station asked, not making any effort to hide his surprise.

Marco raised his eyebrow.

“Yeah… We rented for the whole carnival… Why…? Is there something wrong with that house?” he asked, not sure if he wanted to hear the answer.

“Nah, it’s nothing… some people say it’s hunted but it’s not like there’s been any weird incident or anything.” The local guy said, waving his hand.

No fucking way… we’re screwed if this is true, Marco thought, turning to his friend.

“Did you know about that?”

It was the delicate boy who had found the house online and had arranged everything with the owner about renting.

“Not at all,” Arial said, shaking his head.

That’s why the house was free on such short notice… and also why it was so cheap to rent a whole house during carnival…

“It’s just a local rumor the youngsters like to say… But if you two are goin’, you’ll need to take the next exit, a few kilometers ahead. The normal one is blocked by that tree for three days now. And no one did anything ‘cause of the carnival…”

“The next exit…?” Marco pulled his phone to check, doing the math in his head. “That’s like… almost an extra twenty minutes…”

Ariel let out another weak chuckle. “Why don’t you let me drive for now on, Marco…?” The delicate boy took the keys before his friend answered.

After taking the longest route, which seemed to last twice it should since neither men talked, they reached the house right by the beach where they would spend the five days of carnival.

Despite all the difficulties, Ariel couldn’t help but smile as he looked at the house.

“Hey. It looks great. The pics didn’t lie,” Ariel said, trying to cheer up Marco. “It doesn’t seem haunted at all.”

“Yeah, sure. It looks terrific… for a haunted house,” Marco muttered the last part.

“Let’s check first before saying it’s haunted,” Ariel said, trying to suppress his smile.

“Tell me one thing. In the movies, the haunted houses look haunted? And the ones that do look like ghost use it as a hostel, the characters are just too stupid to go in.”

Ariel laughed. “Yeah, I can’t disagree with that. But this house it’s not haunted. That’s just rumors we heard from one guy at a random gas station. Or are you scared?”

“I wished that were the problem,” Marco said, sighing in frustration. “But what local chick is gonna come with us to a haunted house? That’s like a total mood killer for most.”

“You always find the bad in the situation, don’t you?” Ariel showed a gentle smile to his friend. “How about if, instead of local women, we try to pick up people like us. You know, from out of town.”

“Nice idea. Always the optimist, aren’t you? Alright, I’ll humor you,” Marco said, not skimping on his grumpy mood. “Say we do hook up with out of towners like us. How do you propose to bring them here? The car’s not an option with that road. It’ll take too long and kill the mood.”

Ariel once again let out a weak chuckle. “Let’s clean and organize our stuff before thinking how we’ll bring the girls to here.”

“Not so optimistic now, aren’t you? Struck a nerve, did I?”

Despite his words, Marco reluctantly helped unload the car. After about an hour, they had cleaned the rooms and organized everything.

“It looks good, don’t you think?” Ariel asked with a proud expression as he cleaned the sweat from his brow.

“Yeah, sure,” Marco said in a tired voice. “Too bad this great haunted house it’s not gonna see any action… It’s gonna be just for a few guys to spend the carnival without any chick… a total sausage party.”

“You’re too negative, Marco,” Ariel said, opening his arms. “This is a great house. It’s a total women magnet. Just because one of the locals said it’s haunted, you’re acting like it’s the end of the world. There are people who like this sort of stuff, you know? The thrilled of being scared and all. It might even help.”

“Yeah, I do know. Why do you think I love Halloween so much? The problem is finding girls like that. And also, we’ll also have to find a way to bring them here through that damned blocked road.”

“What’s wrong with the alternative route? I know it takes longer, but that’s not really a problem…”

“It is a problem. A huge problem. It takes too long. The girls we pick up might reconsider if they have enough time to think twice,” Marco said in his exaggerated way.

Ariel sighed and rolled his eyes. But Marco still saw his smile.

“Then how about the beach? It’s less than ten minutes, I think. And a walk on the beach’s kinda romantic too. That’s a bonus.”

“Oh, yeah. So romantic. And really stupid. Get the girls to exercise, making them smarter, but also giving them time to sober up and reconsider their decisions to sleep with us. That does sound like a bonus.”

Marco pouted as he picked up a beer.

Ariel watched his friend with a bemused expression.

“Are you really that afraid of picking up girls who aren’t drunk? I thought you had more self-confidence than that.”

“I… shut up. I know my limitations,” Marco said, his face getting red. He turned around and drank his beer, making Ariel chuckle.

“You seem like a kid skulking,” the delicate boy said. His friend turned around, but before he said anything, Ariel added. “You know what? You seem tired. How about if you take a nap? I promise I’ll figure out a way to bring the girls here. And without having them drunk. Or anything illegal, for that matter. Sounds good?”

Marco stared at Ariel with disbelief while sipping his beer at the same time.

“You know what? That’s sound like a great idea,” he said at last drinking the rest of the can. Then he went to the kitchen and came back with a six-pack. “I’ll be a kid skulking, drink the adult milk and take a nap. When I wake up, I wanna hear all your great plans for getting past this haunted house in the middle of nowhere situation.”

By the time Marco got to the bedroom, he had already finished the second beer. He placed the other cans on the nightstand by the bed and lied down while opening another.

Shit… Can’t believe this… it’s gonna ruin carnival… for me, this house is a huge setback, but for Ariel, it’s no problem at all. With his girly face, the girls just flock around him with their guards down. And Jean won’t care about this kind of thing when he gets here… he can get any chick he wants… fuck! I’m the only one screwed up here! Stupid haunted house with the stupid road blocked!

Marco finished the beer and opened another.

Hope Ariel can fix this… I know it’s not his fault… he went out of his way to set up this whole thing just because we asked… ah, shit… now I feel guilty for saying it was all his fault… I need to apologize later…

It was the last thing he thought before his mind drifting into a drunken slumber.

By the time he woke, Marco was too confused. He had no idea what time it was. What…? Where am I…? It took a while for him to remember. Ah, the beach house… the haunted beach house in the middle of nowhere…

With some effort, he managed to sit up on the bed. But he regretted. The bedroom spun before his eyes. He shut them and took a deep breath to make everything go back to where it belonged. Fuck… Why do I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck?

“Morning, sleepy head,” a sweet and seductive voice spoke.

“Hey… morning,” Marco answered out of habit without opening his eyes.

After he yawned, his mind began to work. Only then he opened his eye, blinked and turned towards the voice. Standing at the door, was a girl.

A really cute girl dressed in a tight baby doll white shirt and a denim shorts that covered almost nothing. She had no breast, but her slim figure made it up for that.

Even drunk, Marco couldn’t help but notice the girl’s string thong panties.

Holy shit…!

“Ah, hey. Hello… how are you?” he said, trying to be as seductive as he could. But then he realized how stupid he must have looked and gave up. “Eh… who are you?”

“Let’s just say that I’m someone really close to Ariel. And he told me that his best friend was feeling down because of this haunted house,” she said, flashing him a gentle smile.

That sight alone was enough to make the boy’s face blush and his heart pound faster.

With a goofy smile, Marco tried to look relaxed.

“Nah, I’m not that upset. Ariel’s a great friend, but he likes to exaggerate sometimes,” he said, running a hand over his hair to seem cool. I have no idea who this chick is, but Ariel is more than forgiven for finding her!

The girl’s face filled with relief.

Fuck! She’s too cute!

She walked towards him and sat by his side.

“That’s really great to hear. I didn’t even need to tell you the truth about this house.”

Despite the situation, that picked Marco’s interest. “What truth?”

The girl whose name he had no idea flashed a sly smile.

“Some people say it’s haunted, but the truth is that the teens in the area like to come here and have a little fun on their own. If you didn’t notice, this place is kinda isolated from the town. It’s really romantic having sex right on the beach under the starry sky. Can you imagine that?”

Marco gulped and managed to do a stiff nod. “Y-yeah… seems romantic…”

Fuck! Is that a sign? Is this for real or am I having a porn dream? Is this unbelievable hot chick hitting on me? Can I make a move on her?

“Yes, romantic… with the right person, this can be a great experience, don’t you think?” she asked, averting her eyes. Then, with her cheeks a shade of red, she glanced up at him with her mouth slightly open.

As Marco stared at those red opened lips that seemed to invite him, his mind worked at its full speed.

Holy shit! It’s definitely a sign, right? I can kiss her, right? Wait, I don’t even know her name! But so what? She’s giving me the sign to kiss her!

Right…?

Without knowing what to do, Marco only stood where he was, with his cheeks reddening by the second. He opened and closed his mouth, but no real sound came out.

What should I do? What should I do? What would Ariel do in a situation like this?

Wait, why am I thinking of him?

Damn it, Marco. Focus on the cute girl before you instead of your cute friend!

After a few seconds of silence, the girl placed one of her delicate hand on his thigh. She moved her fingers, making little circles on the clothes with her pink nails.

Holy… With his mind going blank, Marco mumbled something unintelligible, flashing the stupidest smile he could muster. I just blew my shot with this incredibly cute girl…

But instead of rejecting him, the girl chuckled and showed a tiny and alluring smile.

“You know, I think most men would’ve tried something by now,” she said, averting her eyes as her face got a bit redder.

But when she looked back at him through the corner of her eyes, Marcos felt his heart thumping and knew what to do.

Despite how nervous he was, the boy leaned down to kiss the girl before him.

It was a light and awkward kiss. A kiss of someone who barely understood what was happening. When their lips parted, the girl had a blank expression for a second.

“So you’re not good at kissing, huh? That’s a surprise… and kinda cute,” she said, flashing a gentle smile as she crossed her bare slender legs.

“No! I’m good at kissing,” he said defensively as he raised his voice. That only made her smile widen and his cheeks redden. “I’m good. For real it. It’s just that… you caught me off guard… I never thought I’d wake up with a girl in my bedroom…”

Who wouldn’t be nervous about this porn-like situation?

“Oh, is that so? Then I apologize for that,” she said, placing a hand on his cheek and leaning closer. While looking him in the eyes, their lips were almost touching, but she didn’t close the gap. “Is there a way I can make you less nervous? I’d like to see how good you’re at kissing,”

Marco gulped, closed his eyes and kissed her again. This time was better, but nothing to be proud.

“A little better,” she said with a condescending smile. “Nothing spectacular, but you deserve a reward.”

“What… kind of reward…?” Marco asked, failing to hide his excitement and nervousness.

“Anything you want,” she said in a low and extremely seductive voice, flashing a sly smile at the same time

Marco widened his eyes. He opened and closed his mouth several times again, but no sound came from it. Damn it! What’s wrong with me? I can’t think of anything!

“You don’t want any reward?” she asked after a while. The joy on her face from seeing the nervous boy was too obvious.

“I… I…” He gulped, his face bright red.

“If you can’t decide, then I’ll pick a reward myself,” she said,

The next moment, she placed a hand on his thigh and slid up.

Marco felt a jolt coming from her fingers. And it went directly to his hardening dick.

When the girl’s hand was almost between his legs, she raised to his chest and pushed him on the bed.

Before he could react, she lifted his shirt and pulled down his pants and underwear. Marco’s member rose the moment it was free.

The girl looked between the dick and the owner with a strange and red expression.

As if she couldn’t wait to suck the dick, but it was her first time doing so.

The idea only made the boy hornier.

Marco gulped and forced himself not to blink. He was afraid the situation might be only a dream and would vanish when he opened his eyes again.

The girl ran a slender finger on the dick, from the balls to the tip.

Marco felt her nail. He quivered and contracted his lower parts. But even so, he got even harder.

“It looks so nervous. Just like you,” she said, grabbing the dick with her whole hand. Then moved her face closer until her lips were mere inches from the manhood.

The girl blew gently.

Marco’s eyes almost lost focus, but he managed to keep watching the situation.

Without taking her eyes off the boy and with her face an alarming shade of red now, the girl licked the dick.

From balls to tip, she licked it.

The combination of the warmth of her hand and the wet tongue were too much for the boy.

Holy shit… The jolt of electricity from that lick was something he had never experienced. I always imagined a blowjob would be good, but this… it’s incredible… and she hasn’t even used her mouth yet!

The girl licked every inch she could, as if the taste was amazing.

Still looking him in the eyes, she pulled the little foreskin with her teeth and bit it.

Marco pressed his lips.

It hurt, but not too much.

Just the right amount on the edge between Marco’s pleasure and pain.

What’s wrong with me… liking something like this…

The boy was already reaching his limit. The pre-cum flowed from the tip of his member.

He held his breath to make the situation last longer.

The girl, of course, noticed everything. With a sly smile, she pressed her lips against the tip and sucked the precum, moving her hand up and down at the same time.

Without putting the dick into her mouth, she made Marco cum. And she drank it all with a thirsty expression.

“Holy shit!” he said, trying to recover his breath, his heart beating widely. “That was… amazing…!”

“I’m glad my first time was with you. I was afraid I wouldn’t know how to handle another dick besides mine,” she said with a cute smile.

“But you were wonderful. I’m just too lucky to take your oral virginity,” he said with a goofy smile. Then, slowly, his mind processed what he had just heard. “What did you just say?”

“That it was the first time handling another dick besides mine,” she said, as matter of fact, her expression of someone who was having a normal conversation.

Marco blinked as his mind tried to understand the girl’s words.

“You have a… dick too…?”

“Yep,” she said with a cute smile.

“So that would make you… a guy?”

“If you like to put labels, sure.”

Marco blinked many times.

There’s no way this cute girl is a boy… Impossible…

“By any chance, are you messing with me?” he asked, not managing to suppress the despair in his voice.

“No. I’m have a dick. I’d show you, but I’m afraid it’d make this go away,” she, or rather, he said, looking down.

Marco’s dick was hardening, even though he had just cum.

The owner widened his eyes and tried to cover it, but the cross-dressing boy didn’t let him.

“Let me take care of it again.”

“No, get away from me. I’m not gay.”

“You’re so worried about stuff like that. Your friend here doesn’t see it like that. He just knows that I can please it. With my whole mouth this time,” the cross-dressing boy said with a sly and seductive voice.

Marco pressed his lips.

There was a moment of silence, where he could only listen to his heart thumping louder and louder.

Then he pulled his hands back and averted his eyes.

“Good boy,” the girlish boy said. Then he put the dick in his mouth.

Holy… shit…! It’s much different than before!

This guy’s mouth feels amazing!

Marco never received an oral sex, so he couldn’t tell if the boy dressed as a girl that was sucking his dick was skilled or not.

But that didn’t matter at all to his mind, which was hazing with pleasure.

As the guy sucked the dick, it was getting harder and harder for Marco to form a coherent thought.

I can feel the bumps on the roof of his mouth… and the back of his throat with the tip of my dick!

Before he knew, he grabbed the cross-dressing boy’s head and moved his hips. Soon he was moaning with pleasure.

Against his will, Marco let out his second load.

Once again, the unbelievable cute cross-dressing boy drank the semen with pleasured expression. He cleaned the corner of his mouth with a thumb while staring at Marco with a seductive stare.

“For someone who said he wasn’t gay, you sure like to cum in a boy’s mouth,” he said, running his tongue along his lips.

Marco blushed and averted his gaze. “That’s ‘cause… I… I… I still don’t believe you’re a guy,” he mumbled stubbornly as he tried to sit.

The girlish and slutty boy chuckled. “Then what if I do this?”

He tugged a lock of his hair.

But it wasn’t hair. It was a wig that slid off the top of his head.

Marco stared at the face of the guy who had just sucked his dick.

“Ariel?” he managed to say despite his utter surprise.

“Right answer. Now do you believe I’m a guy?” he asked with a sly smile.

Marco opened and closed his mouth, trying to find words. But after a long time, he still hadn’t.

“Is this so shocking?” Ariel asked, still enjoying his friend’s reaction too much.

“Yeah,” Marco said, nodding many times, his mouth still open.

“Your expression is so funny.” Ariel flashed a cute smile that made Marco blush.

“W-why did you do this? Why… how come you’re so good at… sucking… my dick…?”

“I’ve been practicing.”

“Practicing sucking dicks?”

“Yep. Are you gonna tell me you’ve never noticed how I eat a banana?” Marco blushed and averted his gaze again. Ariel chuckled. “I knew you had. I know you got hard seeing me doing that.”

“No, I…”

Damn it… he noticed…

“You’ve never imagined me to do this do you?” Ariel said, running a finger on Marco’s limp dick.

From where his friend touched, Marco felt a jolt of pleasure again. His manhood throbbed and, little by little, it began to fill with blood.

That brought Ariel’s sly smile back. “See? Your friend here knows what it wants.”

Before Marco said anything, his cross-dressing friend pushed him gently on the bed again. Then he climbed on top with his legs open.

Marco could see a bulge in Ariel’s denim shorts.

But that bulge grew and soon he could see his friend’s hard penis getting too big for those clothes.

“What… are you gonna do…?” he asked, not sure if he was afraid of the answer or not.

“I wanna lose my virginity with you,” Ariel said, blushing.

That expression made Marco’s heart thump faster.

“B-but you’re not a virgin… right? How many times I’ve seen you leave with a girl?”

Despite his red face, Ariel leaned closer to his friend’s ear. “With my ass, I’m a virgin. So please, be my first man and take my ass virginity,” he whispered in a seductive voice.

“But… but… but…”

Marco had no idea what to say.

But his body answered to him; his dick hardened even more, growing to its maximum length.

Ariel began to undress his shorts and his slutty panties.

“Wait…!” Marco yelled suddenly.

He wanted to say that it was gay. That he wasn’t. That they shouldn’t do that without saying ‘no homo’. But instead…

“Don’t you need to prepare for that…?” he said, averting his eyes.

Ariel smiled. “Thanks for thinking of me. But I’m already prepared to have your dick thrashing my ass as hard as you want.”

With those words, the cross-dressing boy grabbed the hard and throbbing dick and put it in his ass.

It’s tight, Marco thought. But even so, his dick when in. He put lotion before coming here!

It’s warm inside his ass.

Despite Ariel’s confidence, he winced a little, letting out a low moan. Then he began moving up and down slowly.

“Holy…” Marco’s eyes began getting out of focus. This is anal sex… it’s… amazing, he managed to think as Ariel moved faster. A guy can get hooked on this. A tight cross-dressing boy’s hole is amazing! Is this what they call a boy pussy?

Soon the cross-dressing boy moved his hips up and down as if he was accustomed to doing that.

Marco’s balls bumping against his friend’s ass felt good.

And Ariel’s balls bumping against him felt arousing.

Without noticing, Marco began moving his hips too, matching his friend’s movement.

I can feel him from the inside… we’ve never been this close before… it’s amazing, he thought, trying to grab Ariel’s ass. But since he had lost control of himself a little, his hand slapped his friend before grabbing the ass.

“Ah…!” Ariel let out a moan.

He… liked that…?

With his mind hazed from the ass around his dick, Marco didn’t think twice about slapping his friend again.

It wasn’t hard nor painful, but it was strong enough to be considered a slap.

That made the cross-dressing boy move faster, his face completely filled with the lewd pleasure.

He likes this, Marco’s mind managed to register. How lewd is he?

Before he knew it, he reached out his arms and pinched his cross-dressing friend’s nipples. They’re this hard with only a pinch, he noticed before twisting it a little in opposite directions.

“Ah!” Ariel moaned louder.

Marco had a front view of his friend’s face. That reaction is too cute, damn it! How can a guy dressed like a girl be this cute! It’s not fair!

Marco was reaching his limit after that. “I’m cumming!”

“Do it! Do it inside me! I want your semen leaking out from my ass,” Ariel shouted back, moving even faster.

After hearing those words, there was no way Marco could hold back.

He moaned and let out his load inside his friend’s ass.

At the same time, Ariel reached pleasure too. His seed smearing Marco’s belly.

But, for some reason, he didn’t think that was disgusting at all.

In fact, there was something alluring in the smell of semen mixed with sweat.

Ariel was panting and sweating. He looked down at Marco and showed a smile. Not a sly one. But a timid one.

He kept sitting on top of his friend until the dick was limp. Only then he took it out of his ass and lied down next to Marco, burying his face on the pillow.

“After all that, you’re gonna get shy?”

“Shut up… it was my first time,” Ariel said in a muffled. Then he looked at Marco, his face blushing slightly. “I’m really glad it was with you…”

That expression made Marco’s heart pound louder. It’s not fair that a guy looks so cute and can be that lewd…

He averted his eyes, not sure where to look. This is a little awkward…

“So… eh… you’ve always wanted to lose your ass virginity?”

What the hell am I saying?

Ariel turned to him with a blank face. Then laughed.

“I’ll only say that I arranged this whole thing,” he said, gesturing everywhere.

“What?” Marco didn’t get it.

Ariel sighed and smiled. “I mean this house. I knew it had a reputation of being haunted. And the owner called me about the trunk blocking the road and gave me a discount if I didn’t cancel the reservation and even let us have a couple days before for free.”

“Wait, so you knew the whole time?”

“Yeah. I kept quiet because I wanted to do this with you. It was so lucky Jean didn’t come today,” Ariel said, his smile turning shy.

“Tricked me!”

“Yeah…” The cross-dressing boy’s face didn’t show any hint of regret at all. “Are you gonna tell me it wasn’t worth?”

Marco blushed and looked away. Then he looked back at his friend, still wearing part of the girl’s clothes, though now all messed up.

“You need to be punished,” he said in a serious voice before sitting up. “Raise your ass. Now.”

Ariel blinked and then obeyed. Just like in the movies, the cross-dressing boy only raised his hips.

Marco got behind his friend and stared at the pleasure hole that was still leaking with his semen.

I shouldn’t be looking at my male friend’s asshole… it’s beyond strange, he thought. But once again his body knew better than his mind, and got hard.

Without giving a second thought, Marco put his dick inside that hole again, this time, by himself.

“Here’s your punishment,” he said before thrusting his hips.

Ariel moaned louder than before.

I knew it! The movies aren’t lying about this position! I can reach deeper inside him!

The thought only made Marco move faster, going as deep as he could, their balls bumping against each other.

Ariel bit the pillow.

“Oh, no, don’t you dare,” Marco said, thrusting harder. “After you made me gay, I’m gonna hear you moaning all night!”

Despite panting, Ariel wriggled his ass, adding pleasure to them both.

But he still bit the pillow to avoid moan loudly.

Marco took one hand from Ariel’s hip and grabbed his cross-dressing friend’s hard dick.

He didn’t hesitate as he wrapped his hand around it and stroked.

Now the pleasure was too much. Ariel let out a loud moan.

A dirty moan of someone who was enjoying himself in a shameful position.

“Yeah!” Marco shouted, thrusting harder. “Moan for me! Because of me!”

Ariel’s legs lost its strength, but the cross-dressing boy still supported himself.

He was panting, sweating, moaning and drooling. All the same time.

Even so, he couldn’t hide the face of joy he had when he came.

But when Marco ejaculated inside his ass on his own, he looked like the happiest cross-dressing boy in the world.

They fell on the bed still joined by the dick in the ass.

Without thinking, Marco wrapped his arms around Ariel, hugging him from behind

Ariel blushed, closed his eyes and then fell asleep. With the dick still inside his ass.

Marco too drifted into sleep, happier than ever.

.


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.


The Assassin

He went by many names. The Kiss of Death. The Last Smile. The Lovely Death. And many more.

With a girly face more alluring than most women, no one would believe Hikari was one of the deadliest assassins in all Japan.

There was no one he could not kill.

Rotten samurais, greedy merchants, even bad shoguns.

No matter how many guards the targets had, the Last Smile would find a way towards them.

Because men were weak against Hikari’s face. Even if he was a boy, no one could resist those beautiful eyes and alluring lips, especially when he offered nightly pleasure.

Even women couldn’t resist his looks.

Thanks to his skills and his body, the girly assassin lived a luxurious life.

Even so, he didn’t have what he wanted the most. No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t find anyone who could satisfy his own carnal pleasures.

Hikari looked and looked for such human.

But no matter how many men he let fuck his ass, or how many women he pleasured, the Lovely Death had yet to cum.

Only the thrill of ending a life with his own hands could make his heart thump faster.

I don’t care if it’s a man or a woman. I wanna feel the same pleasure as everyone… I don’t want to rely on my sword for the rest of my life, Hikari thought, sipping the sake as he watched the people walking on the busy street.

“Enter,” the cutest assassin said when he heard a soft step outside his room.

“Hikari-sama, pardon my intrusion. You received a sudden request from the daimyo,” his servant said, bowing and handing him the scroll with both hands.

The girly boy unwrapped the string and unfolded the scroll with disinterest.

“Oh, the leader of that dangerous gang I’ve been hearing about will be in town tomorrow. And the Lord wants me to kill him…” Hikari read the gist of the mission aloud, sipping the rest of his drink.

“Will it be in the Red District again…?” The servant showed a strange expression, his cheeks reddening. “Does this mean you’ll dress as one of the girls again…?”

Hikari held his stare for a moment. It’s so obvious what you’re thinking. “Yes, it means that,” he said in a dry voice.

The servant flashed a smile. Then he pressed his lips to suppress it and shook his head.

The girly assassin found that amusing. Even if you try to hide it, you’d fuck me as one of those girls if you had the chance, he thought, rereading the scroll.

“Sir, with all due respect, you shouldn’t accept this job. It’s a dishonor for someone of your strength to be disguised as a mere whore—”

Before he finished speaking, Hikari drew a blade and held it against the man’s throat.

“Don’t ever say that word in front of me again,” the girly assassin interrupted with a cold voice that didn’t match his face.

The man widened his eyes and nodded desperately.

“Every one of those women has it rough. They work there because they don’t have other choice or because they were forced, like my mother… and I’d be the same if luck hadn’t been on my side.”

“B-but sir, you’d never be a whor… like them… because—”

“I’ve worked hard, but it’s not fair to say I haven’t been blessed by heavens with my skill. My girly looks is the same. If I can kill some bad people and make the world a better place with the gifts I received, I don’t mind disguising myself as a prostitute.”

“But sir, I—”

“Are you saying that I’m girly enough to trick the targets, but not enough to attract their desire?”

The servant became pale. “Of course not, sir! That’s not what I meant!”

Hikari suppressed his smile. He’s so obvious… he hates when I have to sleep with my targets… especially with other men… I’ve met many people who felt jealous, but not someone this close…

“If you don’t mean that, are you saying you wouldn’t proving?”

While looking his servant in the eyes, the girly boy pulled the hem of his yukata, revealing his slim and shaved legs. With the other hand, he pulled open his clothes just enough to reveal his bare chest and his pink nipple.

The servant grew still. His freckled face became red as he stared at the assassin he served. His eyes devoured his superior’s exposed limbs like a hungry beast.

Even with the clothes, Hikari could see the bulge growing between the man’s legs.

“I knew you had an interest in me. Ever since you washed the blood off my body after the last job,” the girly assassin said in a low and teasing voice.

He’s not unpleasant to the eyes. And he’s a good subordinate, always trying to think of what I need. If he desires this body, I don’t mind. And with any luck, I might finally find some pleasure.

“I… sir… I…” The servant tried but he couldn’t form a sentence.

That nervous expression is kinda cute too, the cutest assassin thought as he leaned forward.

“Are you saying you do not want to share the bed with me?” Hikari asked in a whisper, his voice with just enough hint of threat.

Gulping, the man shook his head.

“Then let yourself feel the pleasure of this body.”

With an alluring smile, Hikari touched his servant’s bulge with the foot. The man winced as the girly assassin rubbed, but said nothing.

It’s already this hard…

“When was the last time you’ve been with a girl?” Hikari asked without stopping his foot.

Still without speaking coherently, the servant managed to mumble something that resembled a word.

As I thought… guess he’s been saving himself for me… but it wouldn’t be fun if he came so soon…

Hikari pulled his feet just before the man came. Still smiling, he opened the drawer, took a porcelain bottle and handed to the servant, who accept with a pained face.

Without explaining, the girly assassin lied on the bed and spread his legs apart, not hiding his male parts at all. “Come get what you want.”

The servant looked at the bottle again, and then at the master he served. Even if he was entranced by the sight, his eyes ended up on the manhood Hikari had, the proof that, no matter how cute and alluring the assassin was, he was a man.

“W-what’s… this… sir…?” the servant finally managed to form a question.

Hikari chuckled. So doesn’t know… guess he’s never used the other hole for fun… then I’ll take his first with another man.

“It’s something I got at the red district. The girls use it when their clients want to have different fun,” he said, emphasizing the last words. “But women aren’t the only who can enjoy that.”

The servant held his breath and stared at the white and simple porcelain bottle.

Hikari chuckled again. Looks like he understood.

Then, with no more words, the servant opened the bottle, poured the liquid in his hand and sat before his master.

With his face red and his eyes wide, he slipped a finger inside the deadliest assassin in the country. Despite his nervousness, as he spread the liquid, his expression became wild. With more confidence, he put a second finger in, massaging his master’s ass everywhere he could.

He’s more skilled than he looks, Hikari thought as the familiar sensation in his ass spread. Either he’s massaged a girl… or he’s been massaged…

Hikari didn’t care much. The man or the woman may have slept with hundreds of people, I don’t mind. I just want to feel the pleasure without having to kill someone.

But no matter how much his ass had been stimulated, the girly assassin had no reaction. Normally, my dick would at least be hardening…

Then the servant pulled his fingers with a wet sound. With an even wilder expression, he prepared to thrust his manhood into his master’s pleasure hole.

Hikari looked at the hard dick that would soon be inside him. It’s not that bad… he’s gonna put his sword in me…

Only then, with the thought of a sword, the assassin’s cock twitched and hardened.

The servant pressed the tip of his dick against the hole his fingers were massaging, but he didn’t thrust.

“Go ahead. Give in to your desires and pleasure us both,” Hikari ordered with a threatening smile.

The servant sensed, but even so, he thrust his dick, and he was inside his master.

He fought back his desires and moved slowly, as if afraid of hurting the deadliest assassin in the country.

Hikari flashed a sarcastic smile as he wrapped his slender arms around the man’s body and pulled him closer.

“I’m stronger than you’ll ever be. Do not dare to think you could hurt me even for an instant,” he whispered, his voice just a hint of danger.

Just as the girly assassin expected, his words brought out the pleasure-seeking-beast that lived inside every man.

The servant lost all restraints and moved as his heart desired, his thrusts getting faster and faster.

The thick and hot cock went in and out of Hikari’s ass, deeper and deeper each time.

But no matter how much pleasure the servant felt fucking the ass he longed for so long, the master’s expression didn’t waver.

No matter how much passion the servant pounded the body against his, Hikari couldn’t get any pleasure from the dick in his ass. His cock showed that, getting smaller and smaller as the blood went back to where it belonged.

His sword can’t fulfill me either, the assassin thought as he felt the dick close to cumming.

Filled with disappointed, he felt the familiar sensation of a guy ejaculating the load into his ass after a few moments.

The servant breathed hard and smiled in triumph and joy, but the girly assassin yawned.

“That’s all?” he asked in a bored voice.

The man took his master’s tone as an offense. He kissed and sucked Hikari’s pink nipples as to get aroused again.

When his dick was hard, he fucked his master again.

But the same thing happened.

No matter how many times or how many positions he tried, the girly assassin didn’t feel pleasure enough to cum.

“Okay, thanks for everything,” Hikari said in an indifferent voice when his servant looked as if he couldn’t rise again. “You can go now. Good night.”

Even with the man still there, he turned around to get ready to sleep. What a waste of time… I’ll clean my ass tomorrow.

But the servant looked as if his pride had been shattered.

“Wait… master… one… more… time…!” he said, closing his eyes and concentrating. Despite how exhausted he looked, his dick hardened, though with much more difficult than before.

He’s vigorous and persistent, I’ll give him that, the assassin thought, looking at the face of the man who was just barely more than a mere servant.

“Please… master…” the prideful young man looked more like a hurt little boy.

Taking pity at that expression, the girly assassin turned around and raised his hips.

“Do whatever you like,” he said, and then closed his eyes, hoping it would get over soon. I need to have a good night sleep for tomorrow’s mission.

With his honor as a man on the line, the servant took a deep breath, concentrating on pleasuring the girly and deadly assassin before him.

He put his dick inside Hikari again and thrust his hips just like before. But as the cock went in and out of his ass, the master realized there was something different.

Fucking me while getting angry is not gonna make me pleasure, the assassin thought, rolling his eyes. It’s not even gonna make me hard.

Even so, the servant thrust his dick angrily, getting more tired by the seconds.

After he came, the servant panted and sweated, completely exhausted. With a satisfied smile plastered on his face, he fell on top of the assassin without pulling out his dick.

“Do you wanna die?” Hikari threatened, turning around and elbowing the man on top of him on the throat.

The servant fell and rolled until he smashed against the wall. He massaged his throat for a moment before looking at his master.

“You… you didn’t feel… at all…?” the servant asked after a moment. It was plain in his voice; he was hurt. The fact that he had sex with another man and couldn’t even make the other cum was a stain on his manhood.

“Better luck next time,” the assassin said indifferently.

The servant opened his mouth but said nothing. The next moment, he got dressed and left the room.

Damn it… he couldn’t bring me pleasure either…

I’m cursed… the only time I cum is when I’m killing a target, the assassin thought, turning around to get a better sleep, aware of the semen dripping from his ass, but too annoyed to do anything.

The next night, the servant couldn’t even look his master in the eyes as he helped the assassin get ready for the mission.

The girly boy wore a short yukata that showed his bare legs. He had donned his long black hair in an elegant knot with a bright red comb encrusted with a cherry blossom petal. As a final touch, he put just enough red lipstick to make a seductive contrast with his mole on the corner of the mouth.

I look perfect, the deadly assassin thought, smiling as he looked himself in the mirror. Apart from the short blade sneaked away inside his clothes, he looked better than most noble women, ready to pleasure any man, even the shogun himself.

He climbed the carriage heading to the best establishment in the city. Heaven’s gate feels like an appropriate name. Especially for this night. Chuckling and ignoring all the propositions for sex he received, he headed the back door. The moment he entered, the matron came to talk to him.

“So you’re Hikari…” The woman gave him a long and hard look as she took a drag out of her pipe. “I had heard you could pass as a girl… but to think it’d be this level…”

“I’m honored to hear such words from an infamous assassin like you,” Hikari said, bowing to the elder woman.

She used to be a kunoichi, a female ninja. Specialized in the art of seduction, she had never failed to kill a target. After she retired, she opened an establishment in the red district and began helping the country in another way. There wasn’t a single assassin who hadn’t heard her deeds.

The matron laughed and breathed out the smoke through her nose.

“To hear that from a famous brat like you,” she said, shaking her head. “You already know the mission. The target’s regular but he always asks for a different girl each time. Tonight, you’ll be the one. There’s a drink already prepared. You know what to do.”

“Yes. Sounds simple. Just one question. What do the girls say about him?” Hikari tried to ask as casually as he could.

“They say he’s skilled. Why do you ask?”

“For no reason.”

He’s skilled… that’s interesting to know, the girly assassin thought. Wonder if he can fill me with pleasure before I end his life…

“The problem is if he’ll accept to sleep with a guy… even if you’re more alluring than most girls here, once he sees you have the same thing as he, he might call his bodyguards.”

Hikari chuckled. “Please, don’t worry. Men tend to ignore what I have between the legs when they see me. They get satisfied that I have a hole.”

The matron showed a hard smile. “If you say so. I only heard about you through the rumors. My girls will take care of his bodyguards. You just focus on the target. He might look like an idiot, but he’s sharp and will sense any killing intention.”

“Thank you for the warnings, senpai,” Hikari said, bowing again.

One of the girls came to inform the target had arrived. “It’s time,” the legendary assassin said.

Despite their mixed feelings about losing a client to a girly boy, the girls didn’t fail in their job, seducing most guards with their eyes alone.

I can’t get left behind… Hikari couldn’t help but feel excited as the matron led him to the main room of the establishment.

The assassin couldn’t wait to see the man he would kill. If even the girls who work pleasuring men think he’s good… He bit his lips, trying to quell down his excitement. Hurry up and come to pleasure me and then die.

“You’re cursed by the blade,” the matron said when they arrived at the main room.

The girly assassin froze. “What do you mean?”

“I can tell. There’s no woman or man who can give you pleasure. You can only feel whole while taking a target’s life.”

Hikari flashed a sad smile when he was alone. I can’t deny that, he thought, clutching the hidden blade.

Even so, when the short wait was becoming unbearable, the target finally opened the door.

When the girly assassin read about the target, he imagined someone ugly, rude, and who walked around as if he owned the world.

But unlike that image, the target looked pleasant to the eyes. He even thanked the girls escorting him an amiable voice.

It doesn’t feel like he’s talking down to them… that’s a first, he thought as he bowed to the man who would fuck him soon enough.

Can he really satisfy the women here? Instead of keeping his mind empty for the sake of the mission, the assassin couldn’t help think about what he had heard from the matron.

“Welcome, Sasahara-sama,” he said in a girly voice.

“So you’re the new girl?” he asked, sitting on the tatami and folding his arms.

I can’t tell if he’s interested in that or not… he’s good at hiding his emotions, Hikari thought, preparing a different drink from the one the matron had given him. I can’t rush this…

“Yes, I am the newest employee. But I’m not so sure about girl,” he said without the usual hitting of teasing.

The target stared at him with his face empty.

“It’s hard to believe you’re a guy,” Sasahara said, accepting the cup, though he didn’t drink it. “Have ever worked in a place like this before?”

“Not in such a fancy establishment, but I have pleased men before where I used to live.” C’mon… why are we having this conversation instead of fucking? Hikari sipped his drink, hoping that was enough to make the man lower his guard.

“Is that why you seem so eager to begin?”

Despite being taken aback by the sudden question, Hikari didn’t let it show. I thought I had hidden my emotions… he… Ah… that stare he’s giving me… like he’s seeing through my slutty self… he might be the one who can make me cum…

That stare alone was enough to send a stir between his legs.

“I’m a little eager because it’s been a while since I’ve worked. I need to entertain one of our best customers, or I would be shaming the matron if I failed to please you, Sasahara-sama.”

The man snorted as he drank the sake in one gulp.

“You use pretty words to mask your true feelings. But even if you’re used to, I doubt you enjoy letting a guy fuck you. Even for money.”

The girly assassin showed a true smile.

“Don’t be so sure about that, Sasahara-sama,” he said and then pulled the lower part of his clothes. Underneath it, Hikari’s dick was already hardening. “I’m a man with broad tastes.”

The target wasn’t listening. His eyes were fixed at the hard dick before him.

At once Hikari realized his mistake. Damn it… he might get turned off by seeing my cock so soon… He hid his crotch and bent forward.

“Instead of words, why don’t I show you if I like or not?”

Sasahara did nothing as the girly assassin undressed him. When his dick was free, it rose, pointing towards the man.

“It knows I’ll make it feel good,” he said before putting in his mouth.

The girly assassin knew how to pleasure a dick. First, he teased and licked around the head. Then he rubbed the shaft and played with the balls.

Look. He’s already breaking that façade, Hikari thought when he looked up.

At first, the target kept the same expression, as if the other man sucking his dick wasn’t thrilling. But soon his expression crumbled and he couldn’t hide his pleasure anymore.

Even so, his eyes are still looking through my soul…

That made Hikari even harder.

Then he felt the taste of the pre-cum. But, for the first time in his life, the girly assassin wanted to prolong the moment instead of ending as soon as he could. All for the sake of his own pleasure.

With the cock still in his mouth, he stopped sucking the tip and began rubbing the shaft slowly. The target winced and pressed his lips as the dick throbbed more and more. Guess he hasn’t been with a woman in a few days… and yet he’s holding back…

But Hikari’s skills were too good, and Sasahara came in his mouth.

The man’s face was red. He breathed deeply as he stared at the girly boy who had just made him cum.

Hikari drank the semen and flashed a tiny smile.

“See? I do not dislike pleasuring other men.”

But the target didn’t seem to be listening. His eyes went from the deep stare to a wild expression. The next moment, he opened Hikari’s yukata and sucked the pink nipple.

“Wait…” the girly assassin pressed his lips. Despite being used to his target sudden burst of desire, his dick was throbbing so much he lowered his guard.

As he kissed and sucked the nipple, his free hand went to the bottle of lotion next to their futon, dipping his fingers. Then he touched Hikari’s cock, the liquid making it more slippery.

It feels so good, the girly assassin screamed in his head. But even so, he wasn’t close to cumming. More… I want more of him before…

As if reading his mind, Sasahara moved from the dick to Hikari’s ass, slipping two fingers inside.

The increase of pleasure was amazing. It’s much better than my servant’s dick…!

“You seem … used to this,” Hikari said, his face getting redder as the fingers moved inside him. Those fingers alone were enough to make his whole body squirm.

“I know how to pleasure a woman’s ass. I’m guessing it’s the same with a guy. Where there’s a hole, there a way,” he said, spreading his fingers apart.

Hikari didn’t answer. He was too busy pressing his lips to suppress a moan. But his efforts only urged the target even more.

“You pretend to be the quiet type, but I can tell you want to scream,” Sasahara said in a low voice. He too was beginning to lose himself in the moment. “I’m gonna hear you moan. I’m gonna hear your scream until you no longer can.”

When he pulled his fingers, the target already hard again, ready to poke the assassin.

Hikari stared at that dick. It’s bigger than before, he thought as he spread his legs. “I hope you can fulfill those words.”

As if instigated by the challenge, the target placed a hand under Hikari’s leg to get a better position. Then he pressed the tip of his dick against the hole. With a wild smile from both men, he thrust his hips and was inside the assassin.

Sasahara took his time, not rushing like most. But each of his thrust was powerful.

So thick! I think this is the biggest dick to be inside me…

But he didn’t care much about the size. What he cared was if the owner knew how to use it. And his target knew; Hikari could feel the dick and the strength behind every time it went in and out of his ass.

More… more… I want more of that cock!

He never said it, but his body did.

Without noticing, Hikari clenched his butt, gulping down the dick. His hand scratched the target’s back.

With his smile widening, Sasahara’s thrusts became harder and faster, his cock going deeper.

He thrust with his entire body, Hikari’s dick squeezed between their bellies, the pre-cum mixing with sweat.

Yes… yes… finally, the girly assassin screamed in his head, wrapping his arms around the target. He could feel it; a little more and he would cum. I’ll finally cum out of pleasure!

But then, to the girly assassin’s his utter disappointment, his target came first, the semen filling the ass.

With a satisfied smile, he lied next to the assassin, sweating and panting.

“Amazing… I never thought a boy’s hole would feel so good,” he said in a tired voice. “It’s just like a woman’s, no, it’s even better!”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Hikari said, trying his best to hide his feelings.

Even with his mind hazed from the girly boy’s ass, the target noticed. Suddenly he grabbed Hikari’s dick and realized it hadn’t cum.

“It wasn’t good for you?” he asked, his pride hurt.

“It was, Sasahara-sama,” Hikari lied, averting his eyes.

The target closed his eyes and took deep breaths. When his breathing was back to normal, he turned to the girly assassin. “I can’t leave this place without satisfying you.”

The next moment, he rolled Hikari until the girly boy was on the sides. Then he grabbed the assassin’s right leg, placed it on his shoulder and sat on top of the other.

Hikari looked at his target with a puzzled expression. I’ve never had sex in this position…

“This is a way to go deeper inside you,” the target explained. “So deep you’re gonna feel like my dick is going through your body.”

The girly assassin suppressed a snort. If you can truly do that, I’ll be the happiest man in the world.

“Your pleasure is the only thing that matters, Sasahara-sama.”

The target said nothing as his dick hardened. Then he once again pressed the tip against the assassin’s pleasure hole.

With his face hard with concentration, he thrust.

Just like before, Hikari could feel as the dick went in and out of him slowly. But there was something different.

Instead of speeding up, Sasahara kept thrusting at the same speed, suppressing his own desires to increase the girly assassin’s pleasure.

He’s focusing on me…

The dick was throbbing more.

Each thrust made him moan and drool. His eyes lost focus and his mind went blank.

Yes… yes…

His mind was beginning to haze with the dick. Hikari was about to forget who he was. He was forgetting that he was an assassin, that he was supposed to kill the man who was fucking his ass.

Hikari was moments of cumming.

His mission didn’t matter now; his pleasure was more important.

Just a little bit more… a bit more and I’ll feel pleasure without the need to kill someone for the first time…

His body squirmed again, his ass clutching the dick even harder.

Sasahara has out of breath, even so, he didn’t stop.

Hikari grabbed the covers of the futon as his pleasure increased.

The cock was hitting the right spot.

He let out a scream of pleasure that echoed through the establishment.

Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me like a girl and fill my ass with that dick!

But then Sasahara let out a scream. At the same time, to Hikari’s astonishment, the man filled his ass with cum again.

What…?

The target thrust one last time and slowed down until he stopped.

With a satisfied and prideful smile, he kept the dick inside the girly assassin.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had,” he said between pants. He closed his eyes as he tried to recover his breath.

“Yes… can you go again?” the assassin asked in a disinterested voice, his dick going limp by the instant.

The man stopped smiling. “Not… so soon…”

The girly assassin’s eyes became hollow. In the blink of an eye, he unsheathed his hidden blade and slipped the target’s throat.

The man didn’t even have time to scream, the smile still on his lips.

But as the light faded from his eyes, Hikari felt his heart thumping faster, his dick hardening as the blood fell on him.

The girly assassin pushed the dead body away and stared at the short blade. The next second, he licked the red metal.

It was enough to make his dick throb and leak pre-cum. Only by taking a life, he thought, his eyes hazing.

Without cleaning the blade, Hikari sheathed the sword and brought the wooden scabbard closer to his ass that was still leaking with the dead man’s seed.

Then he put it inside.

The moment the tip went in, he felt his body tingling, his legs losing strength.

As he thrust in and out, the tingling became a jolt.

A powerful jolt that spread throughout his body the faster he moved the wooden sheath inside his ass.

Yes… yes… His dick became harder, throbbing more than when with the real cock.

Yes… yes… Hikari could feel he was reaching his pleasure.

Then, for the first time in days, he came.

His cum mixed with sweat and the blood of the target, but he didn’t care.

No. The smell only made him horny again.

The girly assassin panted. Even so, he began trusting the sheathed blade inside his ass again.

Yes… only killing a target gives me pleasure… only a sword can fulfill me, Hikari thought, getting harder again.

Completely enthralled by his sword, he kept pleasuring himself, forgetting about the dead man next to him.


The knight

Despite being a royal knight, he was on his knees, getting fucked by a man.

I can’t believe things turned like this, he thought as he let out his seed and fell on the bed exhausted. But that didn’t make the man stop thrusting the dick into that tight ass.

As the royal knight’s mind hazed with pleasure, he remembered the day when it all started, the day that put him on the other end of that thick cock…

“Come, my prince. Don’t stop,” the slender knight said in a hushed voice, pulling the noble and delicate boy.

As he spoke, he glanced around, heightening his senses. If they find the prince, they’ll kill him… it doesn’t matter he’s just a child…

The knight squeezed the hand of the last living member of the royal family and led him through the dark forest.

It was plain on the prince’s girlish face; he didn’t like being pulled around like a doll. But he didn’t complain. Even so, despite his young age, he understood he was in a life and death situation.

Please, forgive me, my prince. But now it’s not the time to care about this kind of treatment. What’s important is for you to survive. No matter what, the knight thought, ignoring the pain all over his body as he ran and pulled the girly boy.

That day had begun like any other. But as more and more people came to beg for the king’s help, everyone in the palace knew there was something different; never had so many people come for the same reason.

Then, as the night came, the dark sky shone in an abnormal way.

From the royal castle, the king and the queen watched in disbelief as the city burned.

Despite the distance, the leaders of the country realized the building on fire belonged to the nobles in the royal capital.

And there wasn’t any smoke coming from the commoners’ houses. Not even a single wisp.

But before they check the situation, a peasant entered the palace unannounced. Then a crowd came after him branding all sorts of weapons.

The moment the peasant leader said he was there to take the throne, the royal knight raced to the prince’s chambers.

As the youngest prince’s sworn blade and shield, his duty to the prince was stronger than to the king. Even if people whispered he only got the job because the queen liked his delicate features, he would give his life to protect the noble boy.

And even if he stayed, he couldn’t have done much to change the king and the queen’s fate.

The peasant didn’t just have the people’s support. As the fight began, other soldiers and knights joined him in his rebellion.

So the only thing the royal knight could do was wake the prince and flee through one of the secret passages in order to save the royal lineage.

They’re gonna catch us, he could tell.

Despite taking over the castle, the rebels weren’t satisfied until they killed every member of the royal family.

Because of that, the knight ignored his wounds and kept dragging the delicate prince.

I don’t know about his brothers and sisters, but if he’s alive, the kingdom can be rebuilt… yes… I’ll keep him alive… even if it cost my life…

“You’re so fast to run,” a voice echoed through the trees.

Shit! Knight looked around, but could only see darkness. Where are they?

He kept running. And then he saw a glimpse of metal in the corner of his eyes.

Knight threw the prince aside and raised his sword in time to block the blade. Despite saving his life, he wasn’t unscathed.

The wound on his arm bled even more.

The pain was nearly blinding.

Even so, he didn’t lower his sword. He didn’t budge. He didn’t even hesitate.

Because he was the prince’s sworn blade and shield.

“For my prince!” he shouted

Finding strength from where he didn’t know, the royal knight redirected the assassin’s blade and killed him with a thrust through the heart. See? I’m not just a pretty face, he screamed in his head to take some of his inner frustration.

He turned to the prince, but before either of them could smile in relief, a sledgehammer struck him on the chest.

Knight flew and smashed against a tree, losing all the air on his lungs.

Shit… I almost lost my conscious… if not for my armor… I’d be dead, he thought, trying to breathe.

The pain was excruciating, but the knight had no time for that. He ignored the blood in his mouth and tried to find the prince despite his vision seen double.

When his eyes focused on the boy that had the heart and the face of an angel, the knight’s heart almost stopped.

The prince was cornered against a tree by another assassin.

“Stop!” Knight tried to shout despite the pain. “He’s just a little boy!”

“A little boy from a family of monsters,” the one with the sledgehammer spat. “Even if he’s not a monster now, he’s still one of them.”

“He’ll grow up and take revenge on us,” the other said, getting closer.

“If we kill him now, the wicked lineage will be dead forever.”

“Yes… for the good of the people…”

The prince said nothing. All he did was tremble and cry.

Even so, he didn’t beg for his life. Because of his pride as a noble. As a member of the royal family, he would face his death without lowering his head.

No… no… the royal knight cried as he tried to find the strength to move, but he had none. His body refused to lift even a finger.

The assassin with the sledgehammer raised his weapon above his head, ready to end the prince’s life with one blow.

But before he could bring the heavy sledgehammer down, a boulder twice the size of a human head came flying.

It smashed against the side of his head and the assassin died before he fell to the ground.

The other turned around in time to see another boulder coming in his direction.

He threw himself on the ground, avoiding the huge rock and saving his life.

But when the assassin stood up, a fist hit him on the nose before he could brandish his sword.

Despite all the blood, he managed to keep standing and swinging his weapon towards whoever punched him.

From behind a tree, a tall and large man appeared. He was almost twice the size of the assassin.

But despite his impressive figure, the other didn’t falter. Unlike the huge man, he was armed with a blade.

The assassin tried to kill the man, but the blade never reached his target.

Despite his size, the huge man was fast. And when he had the chance, he grabbed the assassin’s hands and twisted.

There was a loud scream. But only for a short while.

The next instant, the unknown savior ended the assassin’s life.

The royal knight took deep breaths, ignored the pain, and gathered what was left of his strength. Despite his shaky legs, he walked towards the girly noble boy he had pledged his life to protect.

“Are you… okay… my prince…?” he asked through his rasped breathing.

The boy nodded, the tears still falling from his eyes.

When Knight made sure the noble was alright, he turned to their savior.

I don’t know who this man is, but if he’s our enemy, then I’ll throw away my life in order to save the prince…

“Thank you… sir,” he said in a pained voice, trying to keep his body between the man and the prince as a shield. “I can’t… thank you… enough… but there could be… more on the way… I have to go… with the… this boy…”

The man showed no emotion as he looked at the people he had just saved.

There was a moment of silence and then he reached out a huge hand towards the girly prince.

No, the knight wanted to shout, but his consciousness was on the brink of fading. He’s the prince… the last member of the royal family alive… you can’t… He’s an innocent boy…

It was the last thing he thought before fainting…

When he came to himself, the knight felt his entire body throbbing. He tried moving, but his body ached too much for that. He tried to open his eyes, but the eyelids were too heavy.

With great effort, gathered his energy and forced one eye to open. When his vision became less blurry, he found himself staring at an unknown ceiling.

Where… am I…? What… happened…?

He forced his mind to work. Despite the pain, the royal knight managed to remember.

That’s right… there was a rebellion… the castle was taken… I managed to flee with the prince… and then assassins came… and then that huge man saved us…

Where’s the prince?

With his breathing fast and shallow, the knight ignored the pain and forced himself to sit up.

He looked around, finally realizing he was inside a wooden house. He looked out the window and saw only an endless forest.

Where is this place…?

The sun was high in the air, shining and casting its warmth on everyone and everything.

The sky had nothing of that terrifying aura from last night.

Actually, for how long have I been out? Is this the other day from the rebellion?

He touched himself, checking the biggest wounds. To his surprise, he was covered by bandages.

But even with treatment, it should take at least three days for this level of recovery… and about two weeks for a full recovery…

But before could check all the wounds, the door opened.

A huge man carrying many logs barely passed through the door. Behind him was a little girl with a beautiful silky blond hair carrying an ax with both hands.

There was a moment of silence. Then the little girl dropped the ax and came running towards the knight.

Without any consideration for the wounded man, she hugged him as tight as she could.

“H-hi,” Knight said, trying to hide all the pain from his voice as he patted the crying girl. “Who are you…?”

The little girl let go of him and cleaned her tears before looking up at him.

Up close, no matter what clothes the kid was wearing, the knight recognized that girly face he had sworn to protect even if it costed his life.

“My prince?” he shouted, his wounds stirring with the agitation. He pressed his lips, trying to withstand the pain and contain the groan as he took a better look at the noble boy.

The prince was dressed as a peasant girl, with a long and flowery dress. With his hair tied in a ponytail, his girly features were enhanced to the max.

No wonder I didn’t recognize him at first.

“W-why… are you… dressed… like this…?”

The girly prince looked at the huge man who was putting down the logs on the corner.

“The mister there gave it to me,” the prince said in a bright voice.

The joy in the prince’s voice took the knight by surprise.

The prince never liked when his sisters made him dress like a girl, he thought, pulling the little boy closer without taking his eyes off their savior.

Despite always wondering how the boy he protected every day would look like a princess, the knight wasn’t happy.

Did he do something to the prince while I was out? It wouldn’t be the first time someone tried something like this…

The royal knight tried to get off the bed. But the effort was too much, his body complaining in the form of pain.

“Don’t move,” the huge man said in a deep voice. “You’re not recovered yet.”

“Yeah, don’t move. The mister said three days aren’t enough for you to recover,” the prince added in a worried voice.

So I have been sleeping for three days… And the kingdom? And the assassins? Knight wanted to ask all those questions and more.

But his head throbbed, and the room spun before his eyes. His breathing became even shallower painful.

The prince looked worried and grabbed the knight’s sleeve. But it was their savior who came to his side and looked him in the eyes.

“Breathe,” he ordered.

The knight couldn’t help but obey that deep voice. His eyes are strong, he thought as he breathed deep.

Slowly, the room was back to normal and the pain bearable.

The man nodded and then turned to the girly prince, pulling a knife from inside his clothes.

The royal knight froze. His mind stopped working. He stopped breathing. The… prince…

But all their savior did was hand the knife to the girly noble.

“Remove the rabbit’s pelt just like I showed you. It’ll be tonight’s dinner.”

The delicate boy accepted the knife as if accepting a mission. He looked at the knight with a smiled and left the room.

Without looking at the wounded knight, the huge man sat on the chair beside the bed.

“The kingdom fell,” he announced in a rather emotionless voice.

But the words rang empty to the knight. So it really happened…

“The new king made all the people gather in the main square and announced they had killed the previous king and all their evil family. Then he sent words to all the other lords.”

Did they say something about the youngest prince?

His thoughts were too obvious, because the man shook his head.

“From the words on the street, the prince survived and is now gathering allies to bring back the dark days. There’s a lot of people chasing him right now.”

“I have to protect him,” the knight said, trying to get out of bed. But the effort was still too much for him.

“There’s nothing you can do in this state. You’re lucky you didn’t break any ribs.”

“It doesn’t matter. I need to protect the prince. Even if it costs my life,” he insisted.

The savior placed a hand on the royal knight’s shoulder and forced the smaller man to lie down on the bed again. Despite his strength, he was gentle.

“The people are looking for a little boy.”

The way he said it struck odd to the knight. Then he understood.

That’s why he made the prince dress as a girl! Even those who knew him will have trouble figuring out that cute little girl is the prince they’re looking for!

Thanks to that, he’s safe for now… But why…?

Why is this man helping us?

He has no reason to… and he probably hates the royal family like most commoners… he could be doing this to make me drop my guard… But that doesn’t make any sense…

I was asleep for three days… he could’ve done whatever he wanted with the prince and I’d never know…

So why is he helping us…?

“I can’t thank you enough for all you have done for us,” the royal knight said, bowing despite the pain. “But why did you help us…?”

The man turned to the door the girly prince had walked through and grew quiet, his face empty.

The knight narrowed his eyes again. I don’t like that expression… he may have saved us but if he asks to have his way with the prince, I won’t hesitate to kill him…

It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve killed someone for such reason…

The huge man flashed a sad smile at last.

“He reminds me of my daughter,” he said in a low voice, his eyes watering.

The knight averted his gaze. The pain in his savior’s expression was too much for him to look.

This man lost his daughter…

The knight couldn’t tell when. But he knew the daughter had been taken from him too soon. And he could hate and blame the king for that…

Both men said nothing more. It was the girly prince who broke the silence.

“I did it! I did it,” the little boy in girl’s clothes said proudly as he showed his work. “How is it?”

The man observed the pelted rabbit. “Good,” he said before the knight, nodding with a smile.

The prince grin as the man patted him on the head.

The royal knight couldn’t help but smile too. How long’s it been since the prince smiled like that…?

Maybe this man simply sees his daughter on the prince and has no hatred towards the royal family… if so, I can wait here until I’m recovered. In the meantime, I need to think about our future…

As the days passed, the knight’s recovery was better than their savior expected. Soon he was feeling good enough to help with the daily chores.

And so the unlikely trio’s life together began.

But the knight had never foreseen the strange problem.

Since his clothes were tattered during the escape and the fight, the knight had to cross-dress. The dresses, long skirts, and nightgowns were the only clothes available in his size at their savior’s house.

I can’t believe both the prince and I are dressed as girls, he thought, looking down at his dress. Despite his complex about his delicate features, he couldn’t help but think the clothes looked good on him.

This dress belonged to his wife… so he lost her too…

Before the knight thought too deeply, he shook his head and returned to his chore.

It makes sense for us to pretend to be a family… It’s kinda perfect for our cover-up story. It already saved us…

After Knight had recovered enough to help with the chores, strange men had come to the isolated house in the middle of the forest. They were looking for the prince and his sword shield.

But all they found was a man, his wife, and their daughter.

I still can’t believe they believed I was his wife… People made fun of me for looking like a woman my whole life, but this…

Knight stopped washing the clothes for a moment, waiting until the waters of the creek near the house grew still enough for him to look his reflection.

The face looking back surprised him.

No matter how he looked at it, it was a woman’s face.

People said that I was too soft, that I was too girly to be a knight, let alone prince’s sworn sword and shield… Some of the soldiers even tried to get me to bed when they got too drunk… But I never imagined I’d actually pass as a wife…

It must be hair…

After a couple weeks without cutting, his hair had grown enough to go past his shoulders. And the time without the sword drills he did every morning made his muscles slimmer.

No wonder they didn’t even suspect I was a man… the prince is one thing… he was always delicate and gentle… but me…

Despite his mixed feelings, the knight was glad their cover-up story had been working so far.

Thanks to that, I’ve recovered without any trouble. And the prince can sleep without waking up with every sound…

But now what?

I wanted to leave after I recovered, but there’s no place for us… no place other than here…

And the prince has never been so happy…

Dressed as a girl and hunting with the man had put more smiles on him than a lifetime in the royal palace.

It wouldn’t be so bad living here as that man’s family… but there’s still something strange… why would he help us?

Out of the goodness of his heart? Just because the prince looks like his daughter?

I don’t know what we’ll do, but I at least need to find the real reason…

The knight got back to his chore, washing the rest of the clothes in the creek.

But his mind could only think about their savior and his mysterious reasons.

“I’m back,” he announced, opening the door with his foot.

When he rested the basket on the table, the prince came running towards him, the skirt fluttering after him.

“Look! Look! I cut the firewood for the first time,” the girly boy said, showing the rectangular piece of wood with pride.

The knight smiled and patted the prince on the head. “Good job.”

The cross-dressing prince grinned and returned to their savior’s side to resume his chore.

Look at him… despite dressing like a girl, I’ve never seen acting like a boy like this…

In the beginning, the knight didn’t like the idea of leaving the prince with the unknown savior. Despite still recovering, he wanted the noble boy within his sight all the time. But soon he grew accustomed. And then fond of their relationship.

The sight of the prince doing a chore under the man’s supervision and then smiling when he did it right was wonderful.

This man acts more like the prince’s father then the king ever did…

Have I ever seen the king spend time with his youngest son?

Without noticing his humming, Knight proceeded to his next chore. Guess I don’t mind living like this a little longer…

Despite never forgetting who they truly were, the knight caught himself thinking more than once that their current life wasn’t so bad.

If we could live in peace like this forever, I wouldn’t mind pretending to be a wife… even the prince doesn’t mind living the rest of his life as a peasant girl…

But the destiny found a way to remind them who they were.

Around two months after usurper king had taken the throne, strangers came knocking on their door in the middle of supper.

Someone at his hour… The knight exchanged glances with his pretend husband. Then he looked at his sword in the corner of the house, sharp as ever.

“By the order of the king, we demand you open this door right now!” a voice shouted, banging at the door again.

The royal knight stood and raced to his sword.

His husband nodded slowly and stood up.

The knight gulped, walked to his sword and hid it behind him. He and the prince remained in the corner and watched his pretend husband walk towards the door. Please, let it be nothing… please, he prayed in his heart.

“We demand you open the door right—” the man on the other side grew quiet and took a few steps back when Savior opened the door.

There was a long silence as the people at the door stared the huge man, everyone afraid to speak.

Easily over three heads taller than the others, he was too imposing.

“What?” the pretend husband said in a low and threatening grunt, almost as if he wasn’t used to using his voice.

“W-we… the k-king…” the shorter man tried to speak, but he lost his voice under the cold stare.

“A r-reward… f-for t-them,” the other said, unrolling two hand draw wanted posters.

Even from that distance, the knight recognized the faces. The prince and I, he thought, biting his lips, his hand clutching around the handle of the sword. Please, don’t let them recognize us with long hair and dressed as girls…

“The k-king… is giving a r-reward… for those who turn in… the former prince and… and the knight who… betrayed the people to save the spawn of the evil king,” the first man managed to say despite the dread oozing from him.

A reward… the usurper king will kill all the members of the royal family in order to secure his stolen throne…

As the man said the reward, Knight felt his heart skinning. That amount is outrageous… Over thirty years’ worth of a knight’s income.

The knight could only watch the back of his pretend husband’s head. He won’t take the reward… will he…?

It’s too much money… most people would kill for that kind of gold… but he’s not that kind of man… I know…

Actually, I don’t know what kind of man he is… All I know is that he’s good to the prince and me… for no reason… even if the prince likes him, what does that man wins by not handing over us…?

“No prince or knight here,” the pretend husband said at last. “Only my wife, daughter, and me.”

“M-mind if w-we have a l-look?” the leader of the search group asked.

“Why?”

It was only one word, but the man trembled and took a step back as if the savior had shouted at him.

Then someone pushed him out of the way. Despite being shorter, the man looked at the pretend husband in the eye.

The royal knight froze when he recognized the face.

He’s one of the soldiers who betrayed the king that night… and he knows us…

The pretend wife clutched the sword so hard his delicate fingers lost its color.

“We found the corpses of the people who were sent after the prince around here,” he said, not showing any fear.

The savior stared back with those deep eyes.

“I don’t know about that.”

The soldier didn’t look away.

After a short moment, the huge man stepped aside.

The knight and the prince remained where they were as the soldier and the three men entered the house. They made sure they never met their eyes.

It’s okay, Knight thought. I’ve hidden my armor and destroyed the prince’s old clothes… there’s no evidence at all… and that traitorous soldier won’t recognize us…

Despite those words, he couldn’t shake the dread as the men looked every corner of the house.

The men glanced at them once or twice but never came close with the pretend husband by their side.

The girly prince squeezed the fingers of his pretend father with both hands and got even closer.

The pretend wife tried to make himself look as small as he could and project an aura of fear at the same time.

But when the soldier stared at them, he didn’t need to project anymore.

Crap, crap, crap… His hand was already numb from squeezing the handle of the sword.

But the soldier showed no expression he recognized them.

After what felt an eternity, the soldier and the men left.

Only then Knight breathed out in relief while the prince cried and hugged his pretend father.

They didn’t even finish the cold supper; no one had any hunger anymore.

It took a long time for the prince to fall asleep. And it only happened because their savior remained at his side all the time holding his hand.

Knight didn’t even bother going to bed; there was no way he could sleep after everything.

The pretend couple remained in the main room, waiting and hoping the night would pass by without any more incidents.

That was close… we can’t stay here any longer… but there’s nowhere else to go… people will find too suspicious if I travel with the prince alone… even if we dress like women… no… a mother and a daughter traveling alone would be even more suspicious…

What am I gonna do?

What can I do to protect the prince?

As he mulled over what to do, his pretend husband came to his side.

“Stay.”

“What…?”

“You two stay here,” he said, looking the knight in the eyes.

“W-we can’t…” He averted the gaze.

“Why?”

“Because…” Knight exhaled slowly and looked at the face of the man who had saved him and the prince. It’s time. “Because I don’t know what you want.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know why you’re helping us… Why would you help two strangers? Why would you put yourself in such risk for us? It must be for some reason. And I don’t know what it is. And deep down I’m afraid someday you’ll betray us,” the Knight said everything that was in his mind. Even with the seed of suspicious, he trusted his pretend husband.

There was a long silence.

The knight couldn’t look into his savior’s eyes anymore.

I shouldn’t have said so much… even though it’s the truth… if he wanted, he could’ve told the usurper king’s men about us and we wouldn’t be able to do anything… he doesn’t deserve any mistrust from me… not after tonight…

“There is something I want,” the savior said at last.

The royal knight turned to him.

“What is it? If it’s anything I can give you, I will. No matter what,” he said, bowing to the taller man.

The savior looked at him and then at the door of the prince’s bedroom.

Knight froze. The only thing I can’t give him is the prince… if he asks for the prince’s virtue… He glanced at the sword on his lap and then closed his eyes as he waited for the answer.

If he asks for that, the only thing I can do is to die trying to protect the prince…

The silence went on and became unbearable.

After a long time, he stood up and came close to the knight. So close the sworn sword and shield had to raise his head to look at his pretend husband.

“What do you want as a reward?” Please, be something I can give… please, he begged in his heart.

Without a word, the pretend husband picked his pretend wife in his arms and kissed him.

It was so fast the cross-dressing knight had no reaction. All his mind register was how surprisingly gentle his huge pretend husband was.

When they parted their lips, the pretend wife was out of air and his mind blank.

“What…?” he managed to ask, trying to understand what had happened.

“You,” the savior said, hugging Knight with both arms. Despite being a tight embrace, it didn’t hurt the pretend wife. “I want you to become my wife for real.”

Knight widened his eyes.

With his head and hands pressed against Savior’s chest, he listened to the huge man’s heart thumping faster. No way…

His face went a wild shade of red.

What? Does he really mean he wants me…?

…If he doesn’t want the prince…

Two men together…

Knight had heard of men sleeping with each other. Had heard about noblemen who shared their bed with other men. But that was something only they could do.

They had the power and influence to avoid the church.

But the royal knight had never heard of two common men sharing the bed as husband and wife.

But… I’m living a life as his wife, even if it’s just a cover-up story… it’d be the lie becoming real… even if I’m not a woman…

And since he doesn’t want the prince, I-I can give… what he wants…

The moment that thought crossed his head, Knight’s heart thumped faster, his face got warmer.

I’ll be his wife for real…

As his heart thumped louder, he felt something else.

Pressing against Knight’s belly, he could feel something hardening.

No way… it can’t be…

But it was.

When they pulled apart, the wife saw the hard and growing member on his husband’s pants.

He looked at it for a moment before raising his eyes to stare at the owner of that huge bulge.

All this time living with the unknown man, the knight hadn’t seen many different expressions.

He had seen a sort of happiness when the prince did a chore right.

He had seen a sort of satisfaction when they ate together and looked like a real family.

But he had never seen their savior as he was now; embarrassed.

No way, the wife thought, blushing even more.

The usually empty and hard to read face was red.

But even so, the husband never averted his eyes.

Once again Knight’s heart pounded louder with that sight.

Oh, no… that’s bad…

That’s what his mind thought. But his body reacted in a different way.

Before he could stop, his member was hardening as well.

When the man noticed, he kissed his wife again.

The knight wrapped his arms around that high neck and kissed his husband back.

It didn’t matter what his mind said. Both his body and his heart said eyes.

In an instant, his member was already at its hardest.

Husband parted their lips, smiled, and raised the knight’s skirt.

With one hand, he ripped the small clothes and freed his wife’s dick.

Knight blushed and averted his eyes, but never told him to stop.

Savior turned him around and grabbed the cock, stroking it.

The hand was so huge he only needed one to wrap the entire dick.

As the warm from those moving fingers spread, the wife felt the pleasure.

No way… why another man touching me feels so good…?

Even when I do it to myself… even when the girls at the whorehouse do it… why does his hand feel so much better?

And the feeling increased when the husband pinched the nipple with the free hand.

“Ah♥!” a low moan escaped the wife’s lips.

When the savior heard that, his hand moved faster.

No way… he liked that, the knight thought, flashing an embarrassed smile without realizing.

The pleasure from that huge hand was too good.

Soon the pre-cum was flowing from the tip of the wife’s dick, smearing the man’s hand.

And that also seemed to arouse the husband.

There was a low and fast breathing coming from him.

It’s like he’s a beast, the knight thought, trying to prolong the moment. A beast that came here because of me… and only for me…

But when he felt his husband’s huge dick pressing against his butt, Knight couldn’t hold anymore and came.

The seed smeared the savior’s hand.

Instead of wiping it on the clothes, he licked the seed.

Thump. Thump.

The wife had no idea why, but that sight aroused him. He didn’t want the night to end at that.

Timidly, he turned around and looked up at his husband’s face.

When he saw that wild and lustful look, the wife’s dick twitched again.

The husband carried the knight like a princess and brought him to their bedroom without saying a word.

As they kissed, they began undressing each other completely.

But when the knight pulled down the savior’s pants and small clothes, he froze.

The dick before his eyes was big, twitching and throbbing.

And as he remembered where that cock would enter and trash, he couldn’t stop smiling.

Almost as if his body knew what to do, he bent down and put the huge dick in his mouth.

The girls did it like this, if I remember right, the knight thought, moving the dick in and out of his mouth and rubbing his hands on the shaft at the same time.

Hope I’m doing this alright… I wanna be a good wife to him… f-for the sake of the prince, of course…

The dick hardened even more in his mouth.

It became easier to suck and lick it.

And then the pre-cum began flowing from the tip, which made the dick taste much better for the wife.

I can’t believe I’m doing this… a proud knight, the prince’s sworn sword and shield… and yet I can’t stop myself, the knight thought, putting his tongue between the tip and the skin, moving around until it was clean.

Yes… right now, I’m more than just a knight. I’m also this man’s wife.

And I’ll pleasure him.

The wife moved his head faster, the dick reaching the back of his throat.

That seemed too much for his savior.

The man came and his load filled the knight’s mouth.

He almost choked for a moment but managed to drink it all with a strange smile.

It tastes… funny… but sort of arousing, he thought as he cleaned the leftover cum on his lips with the thumb and drank that too.

The royal knight himself had no idea if he liked the taste of cum. All he knew was that his cock was hardening.

I can’t believe this… I got hard from sucking a dick…

Before he could figure out how he felt about that, his husband brought him closer for a kiss.

The kiss felt even better than before.

Maybe it was because of the taste of his seed…

The next moment, the man threw his wife on the bed.

Savior picked a wooden pot under the bed and opened the lip.

Inside there was a sort of white transparent liquid.

The oil him and the prince were making the other day…?

He said that it was used to grease up cogs and pulleys from the well…

Without saying anything, the man dipped a hand on the pot and swirled his fingers until they were completely covered with the liquid.

Knight understood, nodded timidly and turned his body around. Then he raised his hips, exposing his ass to the man whom he owed his life.

What sort of reward is this…? The wife wondered as he braced himself for what was coming.

But even with the mental preparation, he winced and moaned when one finger from that large hand plucked its way inside his virgin ass.

Oh, heavens… that’s only his fingers, he thought, biting the pillow to stop the other moans. There’s no way his massive dick will fit…

The savior moved and twisted his finger.

And each time he did that, the knight drooled even more. No way… this already feels so good… how will it feel when he puts in his dick?

But when the husband put the second finger in, the wife moaned.

Fuck… I’m gonna cum! Cum with his fingers!

He could do nothing as his second load smeared on the bed.

Now it’s our bed, Knight thought as he lost strength on his hips.

But the husband held him thanks to the hand in the ass.

As his rapid breathing settled down, the savior finished massaging the ass.

When he pulled his fingers, there was a moment when everything seemed still in the bedroom.

Here it comes, the wife thought, trying to relax as best he could.

But it was impossible.

He knew his husband’s dick that was instants away from thrashing his ass was too big.

It barely fit in my mouth…

But even so, he never thought of backing down.

I’m a man. And his wife now.

A man doesn’t go back on his word. This is his reward for saving the prince and me!

He reaffirmed his decision and bit down the pillow again.

The tip of the dick pressed against the entrance of his ass.

Oh, god… just the tip is big…

And then the husband moved his hips forward.

The wife widened his eyes, the drool increasing. Fuck!

The man had barely started fucking him, but the knight was already losing his mind.

It hurts… but not as much as I thought…

I can’t believe the dick actually fitted.

The dick went in further and further. Then it stopped moving inside his ass.

Then it was going back.

When it was almost out of the knight’s tight little ass, the husband thrust it back in.

In and out. Back and forth.

It was slowly.

In the beginning.

Then the savior moved a bit faster.

The knight drooled even more. His dick hardened again.

And the husband noticed his wife’s cock.

He moved faster.

Their balls bumped against each other.

Oh, fuck… I’m gonna lose my mind…

This is so good… why I was hiring women instead of the men?

But then something changed.

There was a low breathing coming from behind him.

It was almost like a beast growling.

And then the husband became someone else.

He thrust his cock with a vigor and strength that matched a man of his size.

The dick went in and out, pushing the muscles inside the ass apart.

The knight began hitting his head against the wall as his husband moved faster.

He’s fucking me so hard!

Even so, the knight wanted him to go harder. So hard he couldn’t walk the other day.

“Fuck me as you wish! My ass is yours! Use as a sheath for your dick!” the knight managed to scream between moans. “I’ll pleasure my husband anyway he wants!”

But that was the last thing he said.

The dick thrashing his ass was so good his mind became too hazed to say anything coherent.

All he could do now was moan as loud as his voice could.

And that seemed to stir his husband’s instincts even harder.

The man’s breathing became fast and shallow.

Even the huge and powerful man was losing his breath as he fucked the royal knight and his tight ass.

That put a smile on the cross-dressing wife.

Their sweaty bodies were exhausted. Their balls bumped so hard it was hurting a little.

And yet, neither men wanted to stop.

“Yes!” the husband screamed, his voice so loud it shook the house.

He took a hand from the knight’s hips and grabbed the dick that was flopping around.

The cold hand against his warm and throbbing dick was too good.

The wife moaned louder with the pleasure from his ass and from his dick at the same time.

When the husband filled his ass with his load, the wife came as well.

Without taking the dick from his ass, the knight fell on the bed with his savior on top of him.

Despite being under the huge man, he didn’t feel crushed.

He felt warm and safe, as if a huge comfortable blanket made of muscles.

I want this to last forever, the wife thought as his mind came back little by little.

He turned his head to see the face of the man who had just fucked him, his husband’s face.

“Yes… I’ll become your wife,” the knight said in a hoarse voice. He had moaned too much.

The savior smiled. They shared a lover’s kiss, and then fell asleep cuddling and still connected by the huge dick.

The wife woke the next morning exhausted and with his hips in pain.

And yet he couldn’t stop smiling.

As of today, I’m his real wife, the idea made his heart thump.

When he stretched a little, he realized there was something inside his ass.

Ah, it’s his dick, he thought with a black face. And then he couldn’t stop smiling and blushing. My husband’s dick…

With some effort, the wife pushed his husband until the huge man was facing the ceiling. That wasn’t enough to wake him.

Then he turned to face his husband and began moving his hips up and down on the limp dick.

After a few movements, it wasn’t limp anymore.

Even without waking up, his future husband’s dick began to grow.

Then it was as hard as it could.

Yes… yes, the wife thought as he found the pleasure spot inside his ass.

His dick began to harden as well.

His husband opened his eyes too.

It took only a few moments until the man realized what was happening.

With a smile, he grabbed his wife’s hips and began moving up and down matching the movements.

Just like last night, they came together.

Our bodies are in sync, the wife thought with a tired but satisfied smile.

Still without taking the dick out of his ass, the man pulled his wife and gave him a kiss.

As they kissed, the door opened.

At once the royal knight jumped to the side, which ended up taking the dick from his ass to his dejection. He covered their sweaty bodies with the blanket.

When he turned around, he saw the girly prince staring at them with a confused expression.

The knight looked at him and at his husband. Then he smiled.

“Prince, how would you feel if we lived here forever and he became new your father and I became your new mother?” he asked in an embarrassed voice. I didn’t think it’d be so embarrassing to say aloud. Even so, he couldn’t stop smiling. “You’ll be our daughter and we’ll become a real family…”

The prince showed a bright smile and raced to the bed, hugging his parents.

The wife smiled and hugged his cross-dressing prince, his new daughter, and his husband.

When their savior hugged them back, the knight couldn’t stop smiling. He was happy with his new family from the bottom of his heart.


The thief

“I can’t believe the princess is getting married,” a woman said to her friend before a sign in the middle of the square.

“I know. It seems like yesterday she was born,” her friend said, the tears filling her eyes. “I still remember…”

“But it’s been eighteen years… she’s turned into a fine young lady,” the first woman said with jealous.

“Too bad she’s marrying the X kingdom’s fourth prince…” Both women dropped their shoulders.

“I heard he’s a fat bastard even the brothels don’t want a client like him…”

“I don’t want her losing her flower to a man like that…”

“Me too… he’s almost twice her age… and her size… if she has a kid with him…”

“I heard they call him the useless prince in X kingdom.”

“Why is our princess is marrying a guy like that? What’s the king thinking?”

“We can’t have our precious princess becoming a woman with a man like that…”

The woman dropped her voice. “Maybe the thief of flowers could come and have our princess’ first time…”

“What are you saying? Our little princess becoming a woman with a man like him?” Despite her expression, she remembered to keep her voice down. “A common thief?”

“Have you heard the rumors about him? They say that he’s one of the most handsome men in the continent.”

“Doesn’t matter. He’s still a peasant. A thief. He can’t have our princess. Besides, there’s no way he would get close enough to violate her.”

“But he doesn’t violate the girls. From what I heard, he sneaked past the security and get inside the brides’ room on the night before the wedding and seduces them. He has never forced himself on the women.”

She scoffed. “Do you really think our princess would fall for that?”

“Who knows? I just wished I had a night with him. They say that the brides can never forget their first time with him.”

“Your first time was ages ago,” the second woman said, laughing.

“Shut up…”

“Besides, I doubt the thief of flowers is here…”

Oh, but I am here, my fair ladies.

The thief of flowers had halted when he heard his name. Thanks to that, he heard something truly interesting. I only came to this country because that lord was after my head… I had no idea there was a wedding… and a royal one, on top of that…

After the women left, the man red the announcement, his smile growing. In a week, huh…? That’s plenty of time to sneak in the castle…

A real royal princess… a royal flower… A fine young princess… I’d like to see her… at night…

***

A week had passed, and he had done all the preparations to sneak into the bride’s room on the night before the royal wedding.

I can’t believe they found out about me so fast, the man thought. But there was nothing he could do once the rumors that the thief of flowers was in town for the royal wedding. I bet it was that stupid lord… Because of that, it only made my work harder…

The moment the rumor spread, the security around the princess doubled.

Of course the king wouldn’t want to risk his precious princess losing her flower to someone like me…

But despite all the royal security, the thief knew exactly how to get past the soldiers.

Changing the princess’ room was a good idea, but that’s not enough to stop me, he thought as he mingled with the soldiers patrolling the floor of the princess fake room. And thanks for hiring more blades. It was much easier for me to get inside like this.

The only problem was the princess’ attendant. She had been ordered by the king himself to never leave the noble’s side. There’s no way I can get rid of her… not on my own, that is…

But the thief of flowers wasn’t a common thief. He had done his work. He didn’t just look for a way inside the princess’ room. He also had to find out a way to make her open her legs willingly.

To my luck, she was interested when she heard I was in town. I’m guessing she’s not happy with her future fat husband and doesn’t mind losing herself and forgetting her royal duties for a night. To be just a girl, not a princess, and cave to her womanly desires…

As he patrolled the corridor, the thief went to the closest room with a balcony the moment he had the opportunity. With a hook tied to a rope, he managed to climb the roof and walk to the other tower, where the princess was currently sleeping with ten guards at the foot of the stairs.

Even with more guards, they forget to look up, he thought as he sneaked his way into the balcony and peered into the room. Look, just like I thought…

The thief smiled when he saw the princess sitting before the mirror as her attendant brushed her hair.

She’s truly beautiful… the rumors are nowhere near close… Even though the thief of flowers was used to beautiful women, he was taken aback by this princess’ looks. With a long blond and silky hair, her delicate features, her small frame.

I prefer women with large breasts, but she’s perfect…

But look at her expression… it’s so sad… of a woman who wants to escape, to have an adventure… it’s like she’s begging me to come…

With his heart thumping faster, the thief watched, waiting for a chance to enter. Then, to his utter surprise, the princess glanced at him.

He froze. It was only for a second, but the man couldn’t stop smiling. She saw me… she knows I’m here… and she’s not calling the guards… as I thought, she wants me…

The princess told her attendant to choose a nightgown. As the woman walked towards the wardrobe, the royal girl looked at the thief again.

This time their eyes met.

For a moment, they lost themselves looking into each other’s eyes.

Then the thief’s heart thumped louder. The princess’ cheeks blushed.

I never thought I’d feel this for someone, the thief thought, his smile widening.

He brought a finger to his lips. Then he mouthed the attendant.

The princess showed an elegant smile and nodded.

The attendant brought a thin, short, and transparent nightgown. She lowered her head and offered to the princess.

But the royalty didn’t take the clothes. Instead, she touched the attendant’s hand.

“My princess…” The common woman blushed and averted her eyes. “We can’t… it’s the night before your wedding…”

“It’s my last night,” the princess said in a sweet voice, standing up. “Please.”

The attendant said nothing as the royal bride pulled her closer and kissed her on the neck. Then she moaned as the princess unbuttoned her maid outfit and sucked the breast.

The thief of flowers had no reaction as he watched the women kissing. I didn’t expect the princess to know the taste of a woman…

But all the arousal he felt vanished as the princess pressed the attendant against the dressing table and raised her dress.

The princess had a dick. The princess was a prince.

The attendant covered her mouth with the hands to shut her moans as the princess fucked her.

The royal bride fucked the woman so hard, she fell as sleep when they came. Then he placed the woman on the chair of the dressing table and covered her with a blanket.

The princess watched his attendant for a while, putting a lock of the woman’s hair behind the ear.

“You can come now,” he said in a low and somewhat mainly voice. “It’s unlocked.”

The thief of flowers was too shocked by what he had seen. However, the curiosity made him open the door of the princess bedchambers. But instead of entering, he remained in the shadows.

“If you’re worried about her, don’t,” the princess said, caressing his attendant. “She won’t wake for hours. It’s been like this for a long time.”

The thief remained in silence for a while. “Are you the princess?” he finally asked, trying to hide his shocked.

The noble let out an alluring chuckle. “Indeed I am. And you’re the thief of flowers who’s here to deflower me.”

“W-why do you sound h-hopeful, my… princess?” Damn it… I’ve been doing this for years and this boy is the first one to make me this nervous! “And by the looks of it, you don’t need to be deflowered.”

The noble boy let out a delightful laugh. “You don’t seem repulsed by what you saw. Why don’t you come in so we can have a proper conversation about why you came here?”

“If you know the reason I’m here, why aren’t you calling your guards?”

“Because I don’t mind if you’re my first man,” he said, coming to the door of the balcony.

As his long blond hair swayed behind him, the thief caught his scent. Lavender, he thought, his heart thumping faster, his dick hardening. But he’s a guy…

“I’m… I’m surprised, my… princess. I’ll admit this is the first time a bride has invited me to her bedroom so eagerly,” he said, basking on the princess’ beauty. Even if he’s a guy, he’s too cute! He’s the cutest bride I’ve ever seen!

“But I’m not a simple bride,” he said, looking the thief in the eyes.

“No, you’re not…”

The boy princess laughed again. “You seemed as if you don’t know if you should be intrigued or shocked.”

The thief couldn’t help but chuckle. “That’s indeed how I feel about discovering your secret.”

“That’s why I’m not calling my guards. Few men have reacted like that. Why would I chase someone who’s not afraid of what I have between my legs?”

The moment the princess mentioned his dick, the image popped back into the thief’s head.

“Why would you want to be with another man? Do you enjoy that too?”

“No, I do not. But I don’t have any choice. I am marrying a man tomorrow. I don’t want to, but I have to. If so, then at least I want to choose when I lose that flower.”

Despite his determination, Thief could see the hesitation and fear behind those blue eyes. He’s so brave… I’ve seen many brides who simply gave up before their fate, but he’s facing it…

“That’s a strong determination you have, princess,” he said, bowing to him. “Can I ask you something?”

“A polite thief… that’s a surprise…”

I’m not the only surprise here. “Why is it your father making his most beautiful daughter… son marry a buffoon like that? He might be a useless prince, but to marry you to another man…”

“I thought you came here to violate me…” The boy princess flashed a sheepish smile then looked the thief in the eyes again. “Will you listen to me?”

The man nodded, lost in those blue eyes.

“I never want to be a princess,” he said in a voice filled with emotion. “But when I was born, I had a poor health, unlike my twin sister. I was kept isolated and few people had even heard about me. By the time the healers managed to cure me, I was already a kid… But at the time, my sister died of an illness. Despite being young, she was loved by all and so my parents decided I should take her place…”

The thief of flower kept quiet as he listened to the princess’ tale.

“I’m sorry about your sister…”

“Thank you… I don’t even remember her… but one day I was told to act like her…”

“It must’ve been hard…”

“Not as much as you’d think. Thanks to that, I had more freedom than a normal princess.

“Don’t you feel sad or anger at being raised as a girl?”

“Not really. I don’t mind dress as a girl, especially since I look this cute.”

The thief smiled. “Why don’t you say you like?”

The princess’ face became red. “I-I… don’t dislike being treated like a princess,” he said in an embarrassed voice. “But now I have to fulfill the duties of a princess…” For a moment, a strange light crossed the boy princess’ eyes.

“But won’t your future husband get mad when he finds out you have a dick…?”

The princess let out a heartfelt laugh. “He already knows. He and his family.”

The thief couldn’t help but be surprised. “And they still agreed to the marriage?”

“Yeah… how can I say this? My future husband is someone whom their family doesn’t want seeing producing any heirs,” the princess said with a sheepish smile.

“So marrying him to a boy princess is the perfect solution. You two can’t have heirs and both kingdoms can create ties…”

“Yes… But even so, I’ll fulfill my duty as a princess. Because I’m still a member of the Royal Family.” Despite his words, the boy princess dropped his shoulders.

Before the thief realized, he put one arm around him and comforted the royalty. Even though I know he’s a guy, I can’t help but comfort him…

“Is that why you want me to be your first man…?”

The boy princess blushed and averted his eyes. “If I have to be with a man for the rest of my life, I’d like my first time to be with someone I choose.”

“So anyone would be okay,” the thief said with a sheepish smile.

“How many women have you deflowered?”

“It’s different…”

“Because I’m a boy?”

Instead of answering, the thief of flowers averted his eyes. I wanna say yes, but I for some reason I feel like that’d be lying to myself…

“How about you? Are you truly ready to be with a man as a woman?” he asked, leaning towards the princess.

He moved away a bit out of reflex. “What… do you mean…?”

“I mean, how you think two men can be to together?” the thief asked raising an eyebrow.

The princess’ face became an alarming shade of red, but this time he didn’t avert his eyes.

“I know how. I’ve been with women like that.”

The next moment, he went to the dresser table, picked something and came back. He stood before the thief and handed to the mad.

The thief of flowers recognized the vial right away. Lotion for anal pleasure, he thought with a strange smile. This boy princess is more different than I could ever have imagined.

The noble girly boy smiled at the man’s surprise.

“See? I know how two men can be together.”

Before the thief said anything, the boy princess got on his knees, undid the laces of the man’s trousers and pulled his clothes down.

The girly noble smiled and blushed as the member before his face got harder.

I can’t believe I’m having a boner for a guy… but he’s so cute I don’t mind…

“What are you gonna do with it?” the thief asked, trying hard not to tease the blushing princess. “Do know how to pleasure another man?”

“I-I know! Women cock sucked mine!” he said, so nervous he mixed the words.

That made the thief want to laugh. Fuck! He’s so cute! But he managed to hold his urge.

“But receiving isn’t the same as giving. You need to practice.”

It took a while for the princess to take his eyes off the hard member and answer.

“I know that… my… my attendants taught me… with a banana…”

“Hope you don’t think you can bite this banana too,” he said. Damn… the urge to tease him is too big…

“I… I know that…!”

The princess grew quiet as he stared at the member.

“Why are you hesitating? It’s not like that’s the first one you see.”

“Shut up!”

“Yes, my princess.”

The thief couldn’t stop smiling, nor could his member stop getting harder.

Too nervous, the boy princess closed his eyes, grabbed the dick with two hands, and finally brought his mouth closer to the tip. With his body trembling and his face red, he kissed it.

The thief felt a jolt coursing through his body.

There’s a princess about to suck my cock… there’s a boy princess about to suck my cock! He had to hold his urge to grab his head and put the whole cock inside the mouth right away.

The princess licked the tip with the bare minimal amount of tongue, almost as if he was afraid of the taste of a real cock. But as he became used to, little by little, his licks became bigger.

The thief of flowers held his breath and pressed his lips to contain his smile. He sucks at sucking cock, but for some reason, this feels good…

The princess pressed his lips against the tip and then sucked it.

“So this is what I’ll be doing for the rest of my life,” he said, his eyes getting unfocused.

Then the boy princess put the entire dick inside his delicate mouth.

Holy shit! Never a woman put my cock in her mouth so eagerly!

Guess a boy princess can do this because he has the same thing as me.

Holding the balls with one hand and the shaft with the other, the princess moved his mouth in and out of the member, getting faster and faster.

The thief could feel the warmth inside. He’s still learning, but…! The mouth of a princess…I’m gonna cum inside a boy princess’ mouth!

“I’m cumming, my boy princess,” he said. Damn… so fast… but he just makes me feel all horny…

Instead of taking the dick out of his mouth, the princess kept it in. And then he drank it all.

Holy shit! This is the first time a noble drinks my cum!

The boy princess winced in a cute way. Then he raised his head and smiled at the thief.

Instead of getting limp, the thief’s dick got harder again.

“Was I any good?” he asked teasingly, a tickle of seed running down the corner of his lips.

The thief of flowers smiled and pulled him to the bed. Even though he normally took his time, he couldn’t control himself before the boy princess.

“Do you know what comes next?” he asked in an eager voice.

With his face half surprised, half embarrassed, the princess nodded.

Still on top of him, he averted his gaze undressed his dress. When he was wearing nothing but his smallclothes, he trembled and got even redder. But he still moved his hands to remove everything until he was naked.

“You seem embarrassed for someone who’s been with women.”

“You’re my first man… of course I’m nervous…”

The princess dick was hard and twitching. Even so, it was small and pink, and the thief of flowers couldn’t help but think it looked cute.

Damn it… what’s with this boy princess’ deal? He’s making me think another dick is cute, he thought, smiling despite what was in his mind.

The princess covered his non-existing chest and finally looked at his direction.

“N-now, w-we’ll f-f-fuck,” he said, stuttering so much the thief chuckled.

“Yes. We’ll fuck.”

The thief opened the vial the boy princess had given him, dumped the content on his index and middle fingers, and then slipped inside the boy princess’ tight ass.

He winced, closed his eyes, and became even redder. But uttered no sound.

I wanna see that face moaning, the thief of flowers thought, overtaken by his desires.

As he moved the fingers, the princess pressed his lips even more.

But even so, the thief realized why. He’s trying to stop himself from smiling and moaning… His own smile widened as he caressed that cute and embarrassed face with the tip of the fingers.

“You can try, my princess,” he said in a sly voice. He opened his eyes just enough to look at him. “But I’ll hear your royal moans.”

The thief pushed his hand against that plump butt, making his fingers reach deeper inside the girly noble boy.

He widened his eyes, too surprised by the increase of pleasure.

“Ah…!” A moan finally escaped those petite and alluring lips.

But that was a mistake. Cute… too cute! I wanna hear more of that lovely moan!

Instead of satisfied, that moan made the thief hornier. Fuck! Why a guy dressed as a girl is making me feel like this?

Despite what was in his head, he moved his fingers with more desire.

The reaction on the princess’ face was instantaneous. And on his dick too.

He became redder, and the cock twitched more down there.

Then the thief noticed the pre-cum leaking from the cute and small dick.

“You’re already about to cum?” he asked in a teasing voice. “I haven’t done much… what a naughty princess I got myself.”

He stopped moving his fingers.

Once again the reaction was immediate.

Despite his embarrassed face, the boy princess gazed at him longingly.

Without saying a word, the thief knew what he wanted to say.

“Do you want me to keep doing what I was doing?” he asked in a low voice. The boy princess nodded vigorously. “No, my princess. I wanna hear your lovely voice say it.”

Despite his embarrassed face, there was something else on his eyes; defiance.

Even with my fingers up his ass, he’s a noble boy princess who won’t obey a commoner, the thief realized, smiling even more. But I also have my pride.

“C’mon, my cute and lewd boy princess. Say what you want me to do with your ass.”

The girly noble stared down at the thief, looking into the peasant’s eyes. At the same time, his aura changed. Instead of the lewd moans, he looked a true royal.

“I order you to make me feel good. Now,” he said in a low and commanding voice.

The thief gulped, smiled and began moving his fingers again.

“Yes, my princess.”

The girly noble boy winced as the fingers spread inside his ass and touched him deeper. And then, with another lovely moan, he came, spilling the royal seed on the thief.

The man didn’t feel disgusted by the seed of another smearing his clothes. It looks… lewd… and alluring… and delicious…

Before he knew what he was doing, he wiped some of the semen with his free finger and brought to his mouth, to the boy princess’ surprise.

“Now I have royal seed inside me,” he answered the unspoken question in a teasing voice.

That seemed to stir the cross-dressing noble. He flashed a smile, but it was different from the previous ones.

With his face turning wild, the boy princess took the hand from his ass and pushed the peasant on the bed. Then he climbed the man and grabbed the dick. Without saying anything, he guided the thief’s dick to his hole and put it in.

By the grace of the king, the thief thought, pressing his lips to hide his surprise. Never a noble put my dick inside so eagerly! This is the best boy princess in the world!

Without any instructions, the cross-dressing princess moved up and down the cock inside his ass. He winced as the dick went in that virgin hole for the first time in his life.

Fuck! It’s tight and wet and slippery! The perfect pleasure hole!

Then the thief thought of something else.

I’m deflowering someone this cute!

As the boy princess moved his body, his face stopped wincing. He stopped pressing his lips. He stopped being embarrassed.

The boy princess lost all restrains.

There was only his pleasure in his mind.

With his eyes wild, he flashed a smile and tore open the thief’s shirt. Then he scratched the bare chest with his long nails.

Despite the pain, the thief smiled; it wasn’t the first time his flowers became lost in pleasure. In fact, he loved when that happened.

He grabbed the boy princess’s hips and moved up and down too.

Their movement matched and added to each other’s pleasure.

Their balls bumped against each other.

“Ah… ah…♥!” The boy princess moaned again. But he wasn’t the only one letting his voice leak.

“Yes… yes… YES!”

Their sweaty and hot bodies rubbed against each other, the sweat mixing with the noble’s seed.

The boy princess’ hard dick swayed up and down as they fucked. His face became redder and more hazed with pleasure.

I’m the royal stallion, the thief thought, getting more aroused with the idea, thrusting his dick deeper and deeper. I’m the royal stallion that this slutty boy princess is riding like he’s been doing this all his life!

The thief’s face became wilder as his hips lost strength. Fuck! I’m the one losing strength? What slutty and perfect princess!

With his pride at stake, he took deep breaths without stopping thrusting in the tight hole that wasn’t virgin anymore.

I cannot cum before my princess! That’d be outrageous! Worth of beheading!

With those words in his heart, he controlled his urges, ignoring his throbbing dick.

But it was much harder than he could ever have imagined.

It’s like his ass is sucking my cock! Sucking me dry!

He was running out of air, but he still refused to stop thrusting in that ass moving up and down.

Shit… I can’t hold it anymore…

As he was about to lose in a cum battle to the boy princess, the noble came again.

The moment the seed smeared his face and the smell of cum filled his nostrils, the thief lost control and poured his lead into that royal ass.

Smiling and panting, the thief stared at the boy princess’ red and exhausted face.

The cross-dressing noble managed to smile as he looked down at him.

By the grace of the king! Even with this lewd face, he looks so imposing!

“I never imagined a virgin princess could do this,” he said, half teasing, half impressed.

The boy princess’ smile became sly.

Fuck… it’s too beautiful… I envy the man who’ll marry him!

“I never imagined a thief would bring this side of me,” he said. Then he leaned closer to his ear. “And I want more. I order you to steal all my restrains and any virtues I have left. Steal my flower and then throw in the gutter. Pound my ass with your dick until I can no longer stand. I want to walk down the aisle with cum dripping from my slutty hole.”

The thief stopped breathing as he heard those unbelievable words.

Even if he had stolen many women’s flowers, he had never met such flower.

As he looked into those striking eyes, the words came out of his mouth.

“Yes, my princess.”

With the skill of someone who had pleasured countless women, he embraced the boy princess and kissed him. For some reason, that seemed to surprise the cross-dressing royal boy.

He’s been with women, but never with someone taking charge. So far he has taken control of everything, the thief thought as he turned around and placed the noble on the bed.

As they kissed, he undressed all his clothes; it would only get in the way.

Now I’ll show him my true skills.

He kissed that smooth, lewd, and silky belly.

The girly boy let out a delightful moan.

Calm down, princess. Let’s take our time.

The thief moved back to the lips. Then to the neck.

The boy princess wrapped his arms around the first man he had been with. He dug his nails on that bareback as he bit the exposed neck.

Fuck… it hurts, but it’s more arousing than painful…

But look how he takes the initiative. Much better than most flowers who just lay there waiting for the pleasure.

He moved down to the nipples.

Despite not having any chest, the thief kissed and sucked one nipple and pinched the other, hearing another royal moan.

When he felt the boy princess’ dick pressing against his, he knew it was time.

“Raise your lovely hips, my lovely princess,” he asked in a sweet voice.

The thief couldn’t help but smile when the cross-dressing noble boy did as told while averting his face.

He did all that but gets embarrassed exposing his cute royal butt to me. As Thief looked at that sight, he couldn’t help but feel even more aroused. Even though it’s still leaking with my seed, it’s too cute… wait, maybe it’s this cute because is leaking.

As he stared, the boy princess was still glancing at him, waiting.

Look at that face… he’s begging for a dick up his ass.

And I’ll obey my princess!

With an incredible delicacy, he placed the boy princess on his side and raised one smooth leg.

That made the noble blush with embarrassment.

Cute! Too cute, my lewd princess! But bear with me. This position allows me to pleasure you even more… And at the same time, I can see your face… I wanna see all expression you can make as this lowborn thief pounds your ass and make you lose your mind to a dick!

“Why this position…?” the princess asked in a low voice, not meeting his eyes.

“This, my lovely princess, allows me to pleasure you even more,” he said. The rest he kept to himself.

Red, the boy princess nodded and pressed his lips as he waited.

With his dick throbbing, the thief brought the tip to that leaking ass. Then he defiled the royal hole once again.

So warm, he thought, as he moved his hips. And it’s much looser than before. He’s a natural at this! He was born to have a dick up his ass!

The boy princess grabbed the pillow and bit as his eyes went out of focus.

Fuck! So cute and lewd!

I can’t believe he’d rather hide his moans than his expressions, he thought, chuckling. But that face trying to hold down a moan felt more like a challenge.

Fuck… how can the world allow a guy to be this cute?

Controlled by his desires, the thief thrust his hips faster. He wanted to both please the boy princess, but also dump all the strange feelings he felt for having sex with another guy and enjoying more than he should.

I’ll make you pay princess for making me like sex with a guy, he thought, thrusting so hard even the pillow became useless.

“Ah! Ah! ♥ Ngh!” the boy princess moaned so loud the thief was afraid someone might hear.

But that didn’t stop him. In fact, it drove him to pound harder and faster.

I wanna hear how loud can a princess moan!

The thief pushed his dick as far as he could. He reached deeper within the boy princess than any other woman he had deflowered so far.

And he wasn’t the only one enjoying.

The princess’ penis was hard. Each time he thrust, the royal dick twitched.

Soon it was so hard the tip was out of the foreskin, leaking with pre-cum, the liquid flying around was the dick flopped with each thrust.

Unlike before, when the boy princess was in control, this way the thief could prolong their pleasure more.

“Already, my princess?” he asked without stopping. He looked at him with a horny expression. “But we’re not done. I’m gonna fulfill your wishes and defiled you so hard you’ll wear the wedding dress with cum dripping from your ass!”

With those words, he placed all his strength into his hips. The thief was so deep he could feel the tip of his dick touching the boy princess’ pleasure spot.

And the reaction was immediate.

The princess tried his best to hold down, but the moans just wanted to escape his petite and lewd lips.

Yes… yes… scream for me… because of me, he thought.

Even he was getting exhausted. But the thief didn’t stop. Not even to catch his breath. My boy princess’ orders are absolute.

He looked away from the noble’s face; it was too enticing.

But his eyes ended on the hard dick flopping around.

Instead of slowing down, that sigh made him more eager.

The thief grabbed the dick and stroked it.

The princess widened his eyes but never told him to let go.

The pleasure from his ass and his cock were too much.

With his face red and sweaty, the boy princess let out a lewd moan and came.

When his hand was soaked with cum, the thief couldn’t hold any longer and let his load fill the noble hole.

As his body lost its strength, he pulled his dick from the boy princess’ ass and lied by his side.

Panting, he smiled and brought his hand smeared with royal seed to his mouth and licked his fingers.

But when he saw the boy princess’ surprised expression, the thief offered his hand.

The cross-dressing noble boy licked his own seed without thinking twice.

“There have been many women who were disgusted to do that. Even after all we did,” he said, truly impressed.

The boy princess showed a sly smile.

“I’m not like any other women you’ve met, my kind thief,” he whispered in his lovely voice.

“You’re right. You’re the best princess, the best flower I’ve ever met,” he said, bringing him closer for a kiss. The noble became red but still allowed. “After all we’ve done, a kiss embarrasses you?”

The boy princess pulled the sheets to hide half his face. But even behind the white and defiled fabric, Thief could tell he was red.

“T-that’s because a kiss in this situation is… different,” he said in a low and barely audible voice, averting his eyes.

That expression only made the thief’s heart thump faster.

Damn it… I might have stolen his flower, but he’s so cute he’ll steal my heart, he thought. But for some reason, he didn’t mind. Unlike with the other women, he didn’t feel the urge to get out of the palace as fast as he could.

I wanna live with him… I wanna do this every day and make sure he only smiles… But there’s no way he would want that… he’s used to this kind of life…

“And why is different, my princess?” he asked in a teasing voice.

The girly noble became even redder.

“B-because a kiss after making love is only for lovers…”

“What if I want to be your lover, princess?”

“Then that would make me the happiest princess in the world,” he said with an embarrassed but lovely smile.

Thump. Thump.

Oh, god… I’ve fallen in love.

But before he could say what was in his heart and mind, he heard noises from the outside. They found me.

“You need to go,” the princess said, his voice full of worry.

The thief got out of bed and dressed in an amazing speed. But before he left through the balcony door, he knelt before the boy princess.

“My princess,” he said, suddenly in a formal voice. “I’m but a lowly thief. But if you order me, one day I’ll come and steal you forever.”

The surprise filled that noble and cute face.

Then embarrassment.

Then joy.

“It’s an order, my thief,” he said, beaming with his face red.


The exorcist and the Incubus

The priest lowered the cross and his head, the eyes heavy. “I’m sorry, ma’am, there’s nothing we can do at this point. The demon has taken over his soul…”

“No, please! You have to save my son! Please!” The woman cried as she got on her knees with her hands together. “There must be something you can do!”

“I’m afraid not… This demon is too powerful for us…” The other exorcist bit his lips and clenched his fist.

“No… my son…” The woman lowered her arms, her eyes empty as the tears fell.

“Too powerful for you,” a soft and delicate voice said from the door.

Everyone turned around. Standing at the door was a short and petite man with delicate, almost girly, features and a shoulder-length brunette hair. He had a traveling bag and a bible.

The woman showed no reaction as the girly looking man entered the room, but the exorcists smiled at the same time.

“Eris!”

“When did you get back?”

“Just now. I was heading back to the association when the driver told me about this case,” Eris said in a serious face.

The woman raised her head to the exorcist. “Who…?” she asked in a hollow voice.

The men smiled at her. “He’s Eriseu, ma’am, the strongest exorcist in the world. He may be the only person capable of saving your son.”

The woman turned to the girly looking exorcist. “Can… you save… my son…?”

Eris flashed a gentle smile as he walked towards her.

“I will save him, ma’am,” he promised in a determined voice, kneeling to look her in the eyes.

The woman’s face lit with hope as she threw her arms around him, clinging to his clothes.

“Please! Please! He’s my only son!”

Eris patted her on the back until she was calm enough. Then he stood up, turning to the possessed boy tied up by the wrists, ankles, and waist, on the bed.

At once the strongest exorcist knew why his friends couldn’t exorcize the foul existence. This demon has taken a complete hold of the boy… if someone tried to expel him, the vessel would have died in the process…

The boy’s features were twisted. His face had a sickly green color and was full of open cuts that didn’t bleed. His eyes were red and the pupil vertical. There were two protrusions on his forehead that would soon turn into horns. There were rope burns where he was tied.

In order to save this boy, you must first weaken the demon and then exorcize… but there was no way they could’ve done this at this level, he thought, aware the eyes of everyone in the room were on him.

Even though his friends couldn’t, he could. With his power, it wasn’t something complicated.

Eris approached the possessed boy, standing next to the head of the bed.

Even with his demonic strength, the demon couldn’t move an inch due to the ropes. But when those red eyes stared at the exorcist, he struggled and tried to break free, the fear of God flashing on his face.

Eris showed a contempt smile as grabbed the pendant around his neck. I used a lot of his energy in the last exorcism… I still have enough for this, but I’ll need to refill more than usual tonight… ah… I can’t wait for later, the girly exorcist thought, trying to hold back his impulse as his ass throbbed.

I need to focus on this boy right now. Only I can save him. With that in mind, he took his tools from the insides of his vests.  Holding the cross, and the holy water in one hand, he pointed towards the ceiling with the other.

Without a word, he poured his energy into his fingers. A magical circle appeared on the ceiling. Then, as he recited the spell and moved his arm towards the ground, more circles appeared.

They formed a cylinder around the bed, with only Eris and the demon inside.

“No one will hear your screams now, you foul beast,” Eris whispered, his face hard. There was nothing resembling his girly features.

The demon struggled even more, but the ropes were too strong.

Thanks to my friends’ efforts, all I have to do is weaken you a little more, Eris thought, sprinkling the holy water on the demon.

Using the possessed boy’s voice, the foul beast screamed in pain.

But the delicate exorcist never wavered. He didn’t even hesitate for a second. All he did was pour more of the unique and powerful energy flowing inside his petite body and recite the words. When he extended his hand holding the cross, the effects were instant.

The demon screamed and tried to raise his head to bite the hand, but there was nothing he could do besides curse.

As the exorcism worked, the possessed boy’s face began to regain some of its color. The sickly green was vanishing. The open cuts closed slowly. The eyes were still red, but the pupils weren’t vertical anymore.

The weakened demon panted and struggled to maintain the hold of the boy’s body and soul.

With a hard face, Eris recited the spell. He didn’t need more than two minutes to finish the exorcism.

When the foul entity was expelled from the body, it became a dense purple gas with a demonic face. It tried to escape, but it was trapped inside the magical cylinder. Then, as a last attempt, it turned to the exorcist and flew towards him.

Eris almost laughed at the pathetic attempt. He grabbed the gas with his bare hand and poured some of the same magic energy inside his core into his fingers. Then, almost like squishing a sponge, he crushed the demon.

What Eris just did wasn’t easy. It was only for him. And the reason was due to his special and powerful energy. Ah… I’ll have to replenish more than usual, he thought, his butt throbbing with anticipation, his eyes becoming hazed. But that fun is only later ♥.

The strongest exorcist held his carnal desires as he undid the magical cylinder. “Your son is saved,” he said with a genuine smile to the worrying mother.

The exorcists were awestruck. The woman, on the other hand, was too stunned to say anything.

But when the boy called his mother of his own will for the first time ever since he was possessed, she cried and raced to hug him.

“Please, check his state and make sure there’s no demonic residual energy inside him. It might attract other foul beings,” Eris said to his friends in a strained voice. My energy… “I’m too tired from my trip and I need to rest.”

They nodded, thanked the strongest exorcist, and raced to the woman’s side to make the last treatments.

“Thank you!” the mother shouted when Eris was at the door.

Despite his exhaustion, the exorcist smiled to the woman. “No need to thank me, ma’am. It’s my job to save the world from bad demons,” he said before leaving.

Bad demons? You’re just a fucking hypocrite bastard, a voice echoed from inside the pendant the strongest priest had around his neck. If everyone knew the source of your true power… or how you steal it from me…

Eris flashed a twisted smile and enfolded the pendant with his fingers. “Don’t worry. We’ll have fun soon,” he said as he entered the car waiting for him.

Despite the exhaustion, Eris made the report of both exorcisms the moment he arrived at the exorcist association.

Then, after taking a shower, he locked the door of his bedroom.

“Finally alone,” he said, his breathing irregular as he took the pendant from his neck. He looked at the center of the purple jewel, seeing the reflection of his eyes hazing as his dick hardened in anticipation. “Just wait a few more seconds♥”

The girly exorcist undressed his robes and opened his closet. There was nothing but simple and plain black clothes.

The only thing out of the ordinary was the last drawer, which had no handle. With a bit of magic, Eris unlocked the magic seals and opened it, his face twisting with a perverted smile as he looked at his special items.

Black panties and bras. Garter belts. Stockings. Lingerie with a hole at his ass. A short leather whip. A variety of dildos. Anal plugs ranging from small to huge. And much more.

Eris’ ass throbbed as he stared at his secret collection that no other human knew. But he didn’t pull any of his toys.

He didn’t want to play with himself. Not after he had used too much energy and was in need of some recharge.

The girly exorcist picked a black silky panty that was too small for his hard dick, and a transparent baby doll. But this isn’t just recharging. It’s also celebrating two jobs well done, he thought while picking a matching garter belt. When he donned the black stocking, he was near his limit.

With his breathing irregular, Eris picked up the pendant. He bit his lips but didn’t order the entity trapped inside to come out.

It’s been too long since the last time… Whole three days without his dick… It won’t be as much fun if I cum too soon…

Before he shut and locked the secret drawer, he pulled one of the dildos. Not a big one. Just the size of his hand. I don’t want to spoil myself before the main dick.

Even if the pendant was completely still, the lingerie wearing boy exorcist could tell the demon trapped inside was watching.

“Soon… just wait a minute,” he said, his ass aching so much it was unbearable.

You’re a fucking pervert bastard, the demon couldn’t keep quiet anymore. But there was nothing he could do to escape his prison. Even if he used all his magic, he could only watch as his master lied on the bed and licked the rubber dick.

“It’s nowhere near as good as yours,” Eris said, staring at the pendant as he soaked the dildo with saliva.

The demon winced inside his prison. Like that makes me happy…

Just licking the rubber dick was enough to make the exorcist’s small cock oozed with pre-cum. But he didn’t touch it.

“See? This is how much I’ve been craving your dick.”

With the other hand, he shoved two fingers up his ass without any hesitation.

I can’t believe you wasted time creating a spell just to use your ass without lube… you’re a true pervert…

“That’s a compliment coming from my personal Incubus!” Eris shouted, his eyes hazed from the ass fingering.

You mean cum slave, the demon thought, trying to look away from the scene.

“If I could, I’d bath in your cum!”

When the fingers weren’t enough anymore, Eris brought the rubber cock to the entrance and shoved it into that tight hole without any hesitation.

As the dildo went in and out, Eris’ face became red, his eyes out of focus, his cock twitching.

Despite the exhaustion, Eris had more than enough strength for pleasuring himself. If he hadn’t, he couldn’t recharge the magic energy he had used.

When the lingerie wearing boy exorcist was panting, the demon knew his master was close to cumming. Then it’ll be my turn… to be used as cum fountain by this perverted exorcist…

A few moments later, Eris let out a moan and came, his seed soiling his lingerie and the white bedsheet.

The girly boy exorcist panted and had an expression of someone who had gone to heaven. But then his face twisted in a perverted smile as he looked at the jewel.

“Come out♥” There was only desire on his voice. “Let’s play a little.”

The moment he commanded, the demon came out of his tiny prison.

As the Incubus gained corporeal form, he stretched the limbs he hadn’t use for days.

“I should be happy for getting out of my prison…”  But when he turned to the lingerie wearing boy exorcist, his expression soured. “But then I’m forced to be a cum fountain…”

Eris’ smile only became more pervert. His expression was of someone who loved being at the receiving end of that disgusted stare.

“Don’t say that… but I want you to look at me like that… yes… those disgusted eyes are the best…”

On top of being a pervert, he’s a masochist in this area, the demon thought, shaking his eyes. But when it comes to exorcism, he a complete sadist… what combination…

“You’re sick…” Incubus couldn’t contain his disgust anymore and floated a few meters away. But before he got far enough, a collar attached to a chain appeared around his neck.

And at the other end of the chain was Eris’ delicate hand.

The lewd exorcist yanked the chain, bringing the demon closer. When Incubus was inches away, Eris touched the demonic cheek with the free hand.

“A demon calling his master sick…” The perverted girly boy’s expression became more twisted. “You deserve punishment♥”

As he spoke, his hand slid down the demon, his nails lightly scratching the skin. Then his fingers went in the pants and slowly pulled down.

The demon bit his lips in rage but could do nothing as his limp dick was free of clothes.

Eris’ smile grew slyer as he looked at that cock, his breathing becoming shallow again. “Look at it… you try to resist but can’t … yes… you’re just a demon… you’re just my source of power… my personal cum fountain!”

The lingerie wearing boy exorcist licked around the head. His tongue moved much faster on the real cock. In mere seconds, he could feel the member throbbing, the blood pumping in as it became harder and harder. But he didn’t put inside his mouth.

“Fuck… you pervert…” The Incubus wanted to keep his mouth shut; his insults only aroused his master more.

“You say that, but your dick says otherwise…” Eris looked at the hardening cock with lust. “And how could an Incubus hate fucking a human?”

The cum fountain kept quiet. He needed all his will to try holding back.

But the stimulus of that cute and petite perverted mouth and tongue were too much even for him.

“You can try to resist all you want. But your cock betrays you♥”

Eris stared his cum fountain in the eyes as he played with the balls with one hand and rub the shaft with the other.

Fuck this skilled pervert and his lewd tongue!

The Incubus knew getting angry made no difference; the tip was oozing with pre-cum.

Even though it was too big, Eris didn’t think twice before putting the dick in his mouth. The fact that it didn’t fit only made the pervert lingerie wearing boy exorcist more aroused.

Despite his hate, the demon knew he couldn’t resist. “Fuck… your mouth is too good!” He grabbed the exorcist’s head and thrust his hips, shoving his cock as deep as he could.

When the Incubus saw the delighted expression on his master despite the rough throat fucking, he knew he had lost yet again. But he didn’t stop. He couldn’t, even if he wanted. Even if he was kept as cum fountain by the exorcist, he was the demon of lust.

With a last and powerful thrust, he poured his demonic seed into that tiny, alluring, and lewd mouth without warning.

Eris seemed at bliss when he tasted the cum. He drank everything as if it were an exquisite drink.

Before the Incubus could pull the dick out, the lingerie wearing boy exorcist grabbed the member with both hands. Then Eris licked and sucked the tip to make sure he didn’t waste a single drop of the source of magic energy.

“Fuck,” the demon muttered, not hiding his frustration for fulfilling his master’s desire. When his dick was free, he floated away, staring at the human with disgust.

The cross-dressing exorcist took delight in that expression, his face more lustful and perverted than ever. He had cum while sucking the demonic cock, but his dick was already hardening again.

“I can feel it…” His voice was rasped, his breathing hard. Eris placed a hand on his cheek, his eyes completely enthralled. “I can feel your energy coursing through me! It’s making me more powerful! You’re the best source of strength I could have ever dreamed!”

“You’re a fucking bastard! How can you call yourself an exorcist when you're as demon as your power?”

With the same lustful face, Eris pulled his hand. The chain appeared out of thin air and the demon was hauled closer by the neck. The exorcist made sure his cum fountain was below him so he could look down on the demon.

“I’ll use anything to rid the world of dangerous demons. And if that includes being a cum toilet to an Incubus, I’ll do it. In fact, I’ll do it with a smile on my face,” Eris whispered in a menacing voice. But the danger in his eyes was replaced by lust in a matter of second. “Remember, you’re mine. Ever since I found you dying and saved your life. You’ll spend the rest of my life pleasuring me, filling me with your seed, making me even stronger with your dick!”

The demon bit his lips and said nothing. He couldn’t. Thanks to that chain, he was bound to be the exorcist’s cum fountain until the perverted human died.

Eris flashed a twisted smile. “You understand. Good. Now I order you to fill me with your dick, with your seed!”

The demon could refuse that command. Despite being in chains, only his freedom was taken. His will still belonged to him.

But as he watched that petite body in lewd and alluring black lingerie tainted with semen, his instincts as a demon of lust took over.

Just as a Succubus needed semen to sustain themselves, Incubus needed to release their seed while pleasuring someone to live. Even if he hated it, his life depended on fucking that perverted exorcist.

As most Incubus, he was attracted to women. But Eris, even with that small dick between his legs wrapped on that tiny lingerie, was too irresistible for the demon.

Even if he tried to lie, the hardening dick betrayed his owner’s true desires.

Before he knew, the Incubus kissed his master. Despite his hate, their kiss was passionate, their saliva mixing with the bit of leftover cum on the lingerie wearing boy exorcist’s mouth.

As they kissed, the demon pushed Eris on the bed as roughly as he could. But the masochist exorcist liked it.

“Good, good! Be as rough as you want! Be a true demon of lust and fill my ass with your dick!” Eris shouted with a more perverted and twisted expression. Then he bit the Incubus on the neck.

“You fucking bastard!”

Horny and mad, the demon placed an arm under the exorcist’s right knee and lifted. Then he brought his body closer to his master, pressing the dick against the entrance of that lewd pleasure hole.

He tried to suppress his instincts, his throbbing dick, his very existence. But he failed and then thrust as hard as he could. “Fuck!”

The demon was rough. He didn’t bother to be gentle. He didn’t want to. Not when he was pounding his masochist master’s fucking hole.

He fucked that petite exorcist as hard and roughly as he could.

Yet he knew that pleased Eris.

“Yes! Yes! Be a demon and trash my ass with that wonderful thick dick!”

Despite what was in his mind, the demon obeyed, thrusting with his entire body, his demonic cock going in and out of that hole without worrying if it hurt the exorcist.

As they fucked, their sweaty bodies rubbed against each other. The Incubus felt his energy rising. Despite hating that human in particular, he was a demon of lust, a demon who thrived on ejaculating his seed inside humans.

This bastard looks like a shy girl… and yet he’s a fucking sex maniac!

“Fuck!” the Incubus shouted as he poured his load into that greedy ass.

“Yes♥” Eris came with a loud moan. His seed oozed from the tip of his small cock, smearing his smooth and alluring belly covered by a transparent baby doll, mixing with their sweat.

As the demon panted, he looked with disgust at that face filled with pleasure.

That expression is his reason to exist. To pleasure and satisfy humans and sustain his existence.

Most Incubus only fuck women. Their powers evolved to seduce females of any kind. Though it wasn’t unheard of Incubus sleeping with men, there was never a demon of lust forced to become a cum source like this.

Ever since he found me almost dying, I’ve been forced to fuck him and give my energy…

Thanks to that, the exorcist had become strong. So strong the Incubus couldn’t free himself when he had recovered.

Fucking masochist bastard… I should be pleasuring women around the world, seducing anyone I wished… but I’m stuck being a cum source for this sexy brat… Fucking exorcist that looks too alluring… I should be the one irresistible!

Eris was still panting, his eyes still out of focus. But when he saw the demon’s hardening dick, he flashed a lustful smile.

“You love fucking my lewd hole so much you wanna do it again. That’s a good demon,” he said in his twisted and perverted voice, caressing his cum fountain.

The Incubus said nothing as he turned Eris around and raised the exorcist’s hips. The ass was dripping with cum that smeared the black lingerie.

As he looked at that alluring scene, the demon felt with rage and passion filling him. He didn’t think twice before ripping that soft fabric; his master didn’t care anyway.

Half the money the strongest exorcist earned went to help the people affected by demons. The other half he used to buy toys and sexy underwear.

The Incubus didn’t wait for his master’s order. He didn’t have to; as a demon of lust, once he began, he himself couldn’t stop.

The dick went in that asshole with much ease thanks to the cum. He could feel his master’s inside as he moved his hips. Taken by rage, he thrust so hard his cock went in whole. Their balls bumped against each other with a bit of pain.

But that only seemed to please the masochist exorcist even more.

“Yes! Fuck me like a dog! I’m a dog who deserves a dick!” Eris shouted, his voice completely enthralled.

Fuck you, master!

The Incubus wanted to thrust his dick through his master. He could feel his cock touching and smashing the exorcist’s prostate.

His master’s dick answered to the stimulus, the pre-cum oozing from the tip and flying everywhere as it flopped up and down.

Eris became so lost in pleasure he moved his hips back and forth without realizing. In his mind, there was only the thick and warm cock trashing his ass and smashing his pleasure spot.

The hip movement only added to his pleasure. And despite not admitting, the Incubus felt the same.

Fuck! I’ve fucked so many women, but this pervert cross-dressing exorcist is the best cum toilet I ever had!

The anger for realizing that only made him grabbed those hips with more strength and thrust harder.

So hard his legs were trembling.

No fucking way! I’m a demon of lust! I won’t lose! I won’t cum before this masochist brat!

His energy resonated with his feelings. The demon could feel it coursing through his body, restoring his power.

Even the exorcist could feel as the power flowed to him through the dick connecting them. He let out a moan full of pleasure and lust that would make the entire neighborhood hear if not for the magic field on the bedroom.

“Yes♥! Aaahhhh! Yes♥ I’m your fucking cum toilet!”

Those words sent the demon over the edge. He poured more the energy through the dick and into that slender human body.

Eris couldn’t prolong anymore and came with a satisfied expression.

The lingerie wearing boy exorcist was about to lay from exhaustion. But the Incubus didn’t let him.

“I’m not done!” he said in an angry and lustful whisper.

With his energy still coursing through his body like that, he could go on for much longer.  And if it were anyone else, the Incubus might have worried about their pleasure. But not with his pervert sexy master.

Even if the order had no true influence, the Incubus would fuck and fuck and fuck the strongest exorcist until the human could no longer think.

I’ll show you what a real existence of lust is!

Their sweaty bodies rubbed against each other, their heartbeats being as one, their breathing matching.

Eris’ small cock oozed with more cum, tainting the white bedcover with stains of lust. His ass was aching. But the exorcist didn’t dislike. In fact, when he looked over his shoulder, his eyes were even more hazed.

“More! More! More energy!” he managed to shout before moaning.

Despite centuries of experience, the Incubus lost to that alluring and lustful face.

He could have gone longer if he wasn’t so enthralled by that cross-dressing girly exorcist.

“Fuck…” he said before cumming and falling on top of his master, completely exhausted when his energy stopped coursing through his veins.

Even in that state, Eris clamped down his butt cheeks to make sure his cum fountain couldn’t pull the dick out of his ass too early. He always did that to make sure he had taken all the cum from that demonic cock.

Fuck… it feels like his ass is gonna suck my dick dry, the demon thought as he tried to recover his breath.

With regret, Eris let go of his cock, though only when it was completely limp.

“This was enough for a whole week,” the demon said, floating away towards the desk where his pendant, his home and prison was. “Don’t call me until then…”

But he hadn’t floated a few meters away when he felt a tug on his neck.

Eris was holding the chain again, not letting him go back to slumber.

“Not… yet,” said the lingerie wearing boy exorcist with cum still dripping from his ass in an exhausted voice. “I want… more… much more…”

The next moment, he found the strength to pull the chain, bringing the demon inches away from him. Eris touched that demonic face with his fingers, digging his nails just enough to hurt without breaking the skin.

“You’re mine. You’re gonna pleasure me until I say I’m satisfied.”

The Incubus had never seen an expression so lustful. Not even from a Succubus.

This human is the most perverted existence I’ve ever met…

Despite what was in his mind, the demonic blood pumped into his dick.

Eris pushed the demon back on the bed and climbed on top of him.

As the human tongue went inside his mouth, the Incubus dick reacted to that kiss full of lust.

It didn’t matter how exhausted he was, his dick was hard again.

When Eris felt it against his butt, he guided towards his ass with a hand. Then he began moving up and down.

His face winced as the cock pushed his ass muscles apart. But then it twisted in a dangerous smile. A smile of someone who would get the last drop of cum from that demon.

Despite his hate of that human, the Incubus couldn’t help but move his hips.

It didn’t matter they were exorcist and demon. They would seek each other pleasure. One with his dick, the other with his ass.

For as long as his master wanted.


The Demon and the contract

My sister isn’t stupid. By school standards, however, she is.

Some call her the S word because she can’t explain how the digestive system works.

Or because she doesn’t know the elements of the periodic table.

Because she has trouble learning things she will probably never use in her professional life, she is considered stupid.

Even our parents, who have been supportive over these years when she failed the national high school exam and didn’t get in the university, are beginning to suggest she gives up her dream and take over the family business.

I can’t blame them… I mean, there’s only three months until this year’s exam and her grades haven’t improved at all… in fact, they’re worse than last year…

Even so, I’m by her side.

She has great communication skills, is great at making people like her, and is amazing at debates and winning arguments with logic.

Her dream is to become an environment lawyer and try to save the world with those abilities.

But because she’s bad at math, biology, and chemistry, she can’t achieve the minimal passing grade to get in a university. Especially law school…

I know she’ll be an amazing lawyer… I’m sure…

That’s why I’ve been looking for anything to help her.

I’ve tried studying with her, but it made no difference… in fact, she only got more frustrated…

So I’m looking for anything… But this…

Elias sat before the laptop, looking at the screen with disbelief.

He had been searching for a way to help his. But no matter how much he changed the keywords, he either found links to memory-enhancing drugs or stupid study guides he knew his sister had already tried.

But then, as he kept changing what he searched, a strange website appeared.

Elias would never have clicked if not for the fact that the link kept appearing on top of every page.

I came here desperate, but it’s just a prank page… right…?

The site he had found was nothing more than a black webpage with a rectangular white space in the middle.

Underneath the rectangle was written ‘write your desire, and Sal, the demon, will make it come true.’

What the hell is this? Sal, the demon? What kind of shit is this? Why this crap keeps showing up on top of every search page?

Fuck!  Stop wasting my time…

It was already past midnight. Elias was tired and angry, but he couldn’t sleep.

Because he could hear a faint crying coming from the other room. And each time his sister’s sobs reached him, Elias felt the anger and frustration filling him.

She was crying lowly. But to him, it was as if she was screaming.

My sister’s a good person… she doesn’t deserve this…

If we had more money, she could go to a private college. But her only option is the federal university…

Fuck it…

Elias didn’t care if it was a prank or not, he had to try. Even if he was just making a fool out of himself for believing in that shady page.

Good grades, he typed. Then his finger hovered over the enter key.

But those cries from the other room were too much and he pressed enter.

The next moment, the white space vanished. Then a few words appeared in red.

Your wish is my command.

The screen turned off on its own with a strange sound.

Elias stared at the black screen, seeing only himself. But when he blinked, he saw the reflection of someone else; he wasn’t alone in his bedroom anymore.

The boy turned around at once.

If he was the type who screamed first ask questions later, he would have done.

Instead, he felt his heart thumping wildly as he stared at the strange man that wasn’t there seconds ago.

If you could call the being sitting on Elias’ bed a man.

Who, or what, ever it was, wore a dark red suit with a black top hat. But what attracted Elias’ eyes were the sharp teeth, small horns sticking out on each side of the head and the blood red eyes with vertical pupils.

“Sal… the demon,” Elias managed to say after his heart stopped thumping so painfully, though it was still beating faster.

“That is correct,” the demon said, smiling as he took his top hat, bowing to the human. Then he stood up and hovered a few centimeters in the air, floating towards Elias. He stopped when their faces were inches away, humming. “That’s a surprise. Most people scream when they see me. It’s kinda half the fun.”

Elias had no idea how to react. “Eh… sorry for not screaming…”

Sal’s smile grew and became somewhat menacing. “Aren’t you polite for a human? But you don’t look like the type who would rely on a demon.”

Elias gulped and stared the demon in the eyes. “I need your help.”

“Most people do.” The demon floated away, observing the room, humming the entire time. He stopped before the bookcase, running a finger on the spines. “You have lots of books… and I can sense you’ve been using them. Guess no matter how much you study, your grades won’t get better?”

“No,” The answer was so fast Sal turned to him, mildly surprised. “I don’t want good grades for me.”

The demon raised his eyebrow, the curiosity crossing his face. “Then for whom those good grades are for?”

“My sister,” Elias said in a voice full of determination. Despite not hearing anymore, he knew his sister was still crying on the other side of the wall.

Sal vanished in a puff of smoke. Then he reappeared inches from the boy’s face. “That’s so noble of you. Making a pact with a demon for your sister.”

Elias moved a few paces back by reflex, bumping on the chair. “C-can you do it?”

“I’m one of Solomon’s 72 demons. Even if I was forced by magic, I offered the greatest councils,” Sal said, not hiding how offended he was by the question.

With Elias’ heart thumping louder, he clutched the back of the chair. Can he really help sis…?

“What will it cost me…?” the petite human asked. Damn it… I can’t show him any weakness… a demon will sense it right away…

Sal smiled, showing all his sharp teeth. Not only the smile, but his whole expression was demonic, as if he was seeing a delicious prey before him.

“You’re all business, aren’t you?” he whispered, his face inches from the human’s. “It takes a little of the fun.”

“S-sorry for that…”

Sal sighed and floated away, circling Elias. “Don’t worry don’t worry. I’ll find my entertainment somewhere else. Trust me.” That whisper sent chills down the petite boy’s spine.

I don’t like the way he looks at me… but it’s for sis.

“You’re really cute,” Sal said after a moment. “For a second I wasn’t sure if you were a boy or a girl. If you put on a skirt…”

Elias gritted his teeth and kept quiet. He hated being treated as a girl just because of his girly body and face. But he swallowed his rage. For my sister, he said to himself.

“What does that have to do with what I want?”

“Everything. Because a desire of the body will cost something from the soul. Wish something for the soul and the mind must pay the price. And if you want something for the mind, you must pay with your body.”

The human felt his body growing cold, his hands numb.

Elias gulped and tried to hide his fear. “Are you… gonna… kill me…?”

Sal leaned back and blinked a couple times. Then he floated around, laughing as he waved his hand.

“No way. No demon does that anymore. It’s not fun at all,” he said when he stopped laughing. “Maybe there are still some idiots who do that, but what’s the fun in killing the humans? It’s much more fun playing than destroying a new toy.”

Elias’ heart stopped thumping so painfully.

“Then what do you want from me…?”

Sal flashed his demonic smile again. “I just said. You’ll become my new cute toy.”

It took too long for Elias to realize what the demon meant. He means in a sexual way… I’m gonna become his sex toy…

The human boy stared at those blood red eyes without blinking.

Ever since he was a kid, he hated being treated as a girl because of his looks.

His friends thought he was gay because of that. Sometimes men mistook him for a girl and hit on him.

He hated anything related to his girly looks.

But as the silence filled the room, Elias could once again hear his sister’s cry through the wall. His sister, who always protected him, who helped him whenever he felt depressed, who had always been there for him.

Elias closed his eyes and took a deep breath, making his decision. For my sister…

“Deal,” he said in a heavy voice. “But I want proof you can really help my sister.”

The demon remained in silence for a while, his expression empty and impossible to read. Then he roared with laughter, floating around the room again.

“It’s been long since a human tried to negotiate with me like this!” When he stopped laughing, he cleaned the tears on the corner of his eyes. “I like you. It’s gonna be fun playing with you. How about this. I’ll help your sister and when she gets the good grades you want, I’ll come and play with you.”

The demon offered his hand with long fingers and black nails.

Elias looked at the hand and then at the owner. He was about to shake it when he pulled his arm back.

“I don’t just want good grades. I want her to get into college.” He knew he was pushing his luck more than he should. But if I’m gonna be a sex toy, I need to make sure.

“Of course. If she doesn’t, I can call myself one of Solomon’s 72 demons,” Sal said in a rather polite voice.

Elias hesitated, but when he heard the faint sobs again, he shook the hand.

“Deal…"

With a last demonic smile, Sal disappeared.

The weekend and the new week went by too fast. When Elias came to himself, it was Friday again, the day of his sister’s weekly mock exam.

But he knew the demon hadn’t forgotten about their deal. When the human woke, there was a blood red box on his desk with a black card with the words ‘for you’.

Ignoring his better judgment, he opened the ‘present’.

Inside there was a lacy vivid red panty and a bra.       

Elias’ face went pale. That pervert demon, he thought as he read the card.

Wear this all day.

The boy stared at the words in disbelief.

“Who’d wear this…?”

The moment he spoke, more words appeared on the card, as if written by an invisible pen.

You will. Then, under those words, appeared, ‘For your sister’.

The human could even hear the demonic voice whispering in his ear. Could even see that sharp teeth smile.

Elias stared at the lingerie again. With his face growing hot, the girly boy closed the lid and went to take a shower.

After he got out, he caught his sister ready to leave to her prep school.

“Hey, sis.” When she turned, her eyes were hollow. It’s like she’s given up any hope… It hurt him more than he could have imagined. “Good luck. Today everything will turn around. I’m sure.”

Despite her lack of belief, she smiled.

“Thanks, little brother. I hope so too,” she said in a voice devoid of emotion.

Elias felt a pang in his heart as she closed the door. He raced to his bedroom, undressed his robes, and put on girl’s underwear for the first time in his life.

The silky panty felt comfortable against his cock. And the bra had no cup, so it fit him perfectly.

It feels so weird… I’ve worn a skirt during carnival, but that was just a joke… but the underwear is so different, he thought, trying to cover his body even though he was alone in the bedroom. No… I bet that pervert demon is watching from somewhere… somehow…

The lingerie was embarrassing enough. But when he put on his shirt and shorts, it felt even more. It’s like I’m doing something wrong and naughty… wait, guess I am… Sal better keeps his promise, he thought, overly conscious of the lingerie.

When his parents said goodbye to him, Elias couldn’t help but tremble at the idea of them somehow noticing his lingerie. His heart thumped too loud the entire time. Even after they left, it was still.

I don’t like this kind of thrill… But now I’m alone for the rest of the day…

Unlike the week, the day went by slowly.

Elias had no class today, so he stayed home. He tried to distract himself but the video games, books, TV, the internet and even his cellphone were too boring to keep his mind off his sister’s exam, and his lingerie

To his surprise, the bra wasn’t the worst. The panty sucks… it keeps digging in my butt, he complained as he pulled it for the tenth time.

After what felt like an eternity, his sister finally came home.

“How was it?” Elias asked, not giving her time even to put the umbrella down.

She beamed at him. At the same time, tears rolled down her cheeks.

“I got 8!” she managed to say with her voice full of emotion.

“That’s great sis!” Elias couldn’t help but cry as he raced to hug her.

“I’m gonna call mom and dad to tell them!”

As he cleaned his tears, Elias felt his bra brushing against his tingling nipples. He rubbed them to make the feeling go away but it only increased.

Sal kept his end of the deal… so tonight he’ll come and… use me as his toy…

Elias felt his butt throbbing as the underwear suddenly became a bit tighter, digging a little deeper. The girly boy tried to ignore, but he knew very well what that meant.

When his parents heard the news, they decided to celebrate by going to a nice restaurant.

Which meant Elias had to go out while wearing the lingerie underneath his clothes.

His heart throbbed too much the whole time. He was overly aware of every movement he did, afraid to reach out and raise his shirt enough for someone to see his panty.

But nothing happened and he got home safely.

After everyone went to sleep, Elias locked the door of his bedroom.

“Are you trying to keep me out?” a mocking voice asked behind him.

The girly human didn’t turn around to face the speaker.

“Like this was enough to keep you out…”

“You’re right,” Sal said in a jubilant voice. “Then why did you lock the door?”

“I don’t want anyone entering while…” Elias trailed off, his face red.

“While what?” The teasing in the demon’s voice was too strong.

The boy in the lingerie pressed his lips. I know he’s smiling right now… that demonic smug…

“While you collect your payment,” he said in a low and reluctant voice.

“That’s not a fun way of saying. Why don’t you say while I play with my new toy?”

Suddenly Sal’s face appeared before him, flashing his wicked and demonic smile through the wooden door.

Elias took a step back and almost flinched. But he didn’t avert his eyes. I’m the one who made the deal. Even if he’s gonna… use me as a… plaything… I have to be a man and keep my word.

“That’s a surprise.” Sal hummed while floating around the girly boy. “Most humans try to back down after they get what they wanted.”

“Like you’d ever let,” Elias muttered under his breath.

“That’s right. Breaking a deal with a demon is bad. Breaking a deal with me is far worse than you can possibly imagine.” Sal’s voice was low and menacing as he brought his face inches from Elias, looking the boy in lingerie in the eyes.

The girly human gulped but maintained the stare, not blinking under those blood-red pupils.

“I won’t do that. I’m a man and I’ll keep my word,” Elias said in a determinate voice. “And the deal is for you to help my sister get in college. Just one good grade in a mock exam doesn’t help at all.”

“Then we should start the fun stuff.”

Sal flashed the demonic smile. The next second, he stuck his tongue inside Elias’ mouth.

The human had no reaction.

Then he widened his eyes as the tongue move inside his mouth, playing with his. Fuck! I had no time to prepare…

Sal kissed as he wanted. Then he pulled their lips apart with a satisfied expression. With a snap of his fingers, his pants vanished with a little wisp of smoke.

When the demonic dick was free, it rose, pointing to the boy wearing lingerie. It was already hard and throbbing.

Elias stared at it. He was so taken aback he even forgot to breathe.

Holy fucking shit! That thing’s huge! There’s no way it’s gonna fit inside my ass!

With a delighted expression at the girly boy’s reaction, Sal snapped his fingers again.

Elias’ knees cave in. He fell and his head was on the same height as the dick.

The boy in the lingerie looked up at the demon, who only smiled.

The petite human gulped and grabbed the cock with both hands.

It’s warm… and heavy… it doesn’t even compare to mine…

Elias resisted the urge to look away. It’s for my sister… for my sister…

He closed his eyes and brought the dick as close as he could to his mouth. Then he licked the tip as if it were a lollipop. A gross lollipop that tastes bad…

The girly boy kissed the dick and put the tip inside his mouth.

He licked around the head and everywhere his tongue could reach, trying to make it wet. Hope this makes it easier to go in my ass…

He took his time, but Sal had no patience.

The demon grabbed the girly boy’s head and shoved his dick inside.

Elias almost choked. But he breathed to the nose and forced himself to take the dick like a man.

The petite human remained still as the cock went in and out of his mouth, letting the demon throat fuck him as much as he wanted.

The tip became wet with pre-cum, but Sal didn’t seem close to cumming.

How long will it take to satisfy him…?

As the cute human wondered, the demonic seed poured into his mouth.

It was so sudden he choked and pushed Sal away.

Elias spat the cum on the floor, but he could still taste it as he recovered his breath.

“Drink it,” Sal ordered.

When the boy in lingerie looked up, he saw the demon smiling. But it was the demonic smile that showed his sharp teeth.

Elias got closer to the liquid. Ignoring the urge to get away, he licked until the floor was clean, getting some applause from Sal.

They had barely begun and the boy in lingerie was already tired. But as the liquid went down his throat, he felt revitalized.

“You look ready for more.” Sal pushed his new sex toy on the bed and spread Elias’ legs.

To the girly boy’s astonishment, the demonic dick was already hard again.

“Wait!”

“I’m not waiting.” Sal pressed the tip of his huge cock against Elias’ hole and thrust the member inside without any concern about the petite human.

“Fuck!” Elias shouted before he could stop himself, squirming as the cock pushed apart his ass muscles.

Sal cackled.

“I can never get tired of fucking a virgin hole!” he screamed, pulling and thrusting his hips even deeper.

It hurt. There was no other way of saying. But Elias knew it should be more than that. Without any lotion…

But as the cock went in and out of his ass, he felt something leaking from his pleasure hole.

Then he realized it was already filled with lotion.

“Your semen… that’s why you made me drink,” he managed to say as Sal thrust the dick deeper and deeper.

“I knew you were smart,” the demon said, flashing a proud smile and thrusting his hips harder.

Elias couldn’t take it.

It’s too big!

He squirmed and closed his eyes as he grabbed his mattress, trying to withstand that enormous cock. But it made no difference.

Elias could feel the dick going so deep he thought it would reach his belly.

It’s not possible… but he’s a demon… and his cock is so big it could…

Sal noticed but didn’t stop.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

No…I’m not… Elias wanted to say, but he had lost his voice.

And to his horror, a girly moan escaped his lips instead.

“Haa… ah…”

He heard Sal chuckling.

“You are enjoying.” Even without seeing, the boy in lingerie knew the demon had a smug. “Since you’re so cute, let me give you a special service.”

Sal grabbed Elias’ small dick.

The lingerie boy hadn’t noticed but his cock was hard.

When did I get a boner? WHY did I get a boner?

It was the last complete thought he had.

As Sal stroke the dick, Elias’ mind went hazed with pleasure.

Fuck… why a dick in my ass feels so good? Fuck!

To make matters worse, in the middle of the mind hazing anal sex, the cross-dressing human felt it.

He was about to cum.

Because of a thick and huge dick deep in his ass.

Elias tried to hold it, to think of anything other than what was thrashing his insides, hoping the boner would go away.

But no matter how much he tried, the demonic cock pushed everything away.

He could only think of the dick and the anal pleasure.

When he was about to reach his limit, the boy in lingerie felt a load filling his ass.

Sal came inside.

That sent Elias over the limit.

Even against his will, the cute boy came, his seed smearing all over the demon’s hand.

Panting and sweating, he opened his watery eyes.

Sal was licking his fingers, looking at Elias with the expression of someone who just had an amazing meal. Then he flashed the demonic smile.

“You’re more erotic than you could ever imagine. Your ass is so delicious.”

“Is that… supposed to be… a compliment…?”

“A great one… and it’s coming from a demon who’s been with many men and women throughout the millenniums.”

“Like that could make me happy…”

“You should. Besides, it’s all for your sister. Or are you dissatisfied her grade?”

Elias pressed his lips and looked away.

“As I thought.” Sal floated away. He made a circular movement with his hand and top hat and pants appeared out of nowhere. “I’ve proven my power as we had agreed. When you’re ready to make the real deal and make your sister get in college, please contact me through my card. I’ll be a whisper away.”

Then he vanished.

A whisper of the demon, Elias thought as his breath returned to normal.

When he cooled down, the boy in lingerie felt his body aching.

Especially his ass.

That’s expected… a demon just fucked me… I never thought I’d lose my anal virginity, let alone with a demon…

But it’s for my sister…

Elias was too exhausted to move, so he slept as he was, wearing the lingerie and with semen leaking from his ass.

The next morning, Elias had trouble moving due to his aching hips.

With difficulty, he undressed the tainted lingerie and hid the smeared sheets. I’ll have to wash it without mom and dad seeing…

When he went to the kitchen, his family was already having breakfast.

“Morning, little brother,” his sister greeted him with a huge smile.

“Morning.” He smiled despite the pain.

“Why are you up so early?”

“I’m gonna study with a few friends.”

“Even though today’s Saturday?”

“I can’t waste even a day.”

“That’s our little girl,” his mother said, almost on the verge of tears. “I’m so glad all her hard work is finally paying off.”

“Me too. I cried whenever she came home with a bad grade. It was too painful seeing her so depressed.”

“Stop that, you two.” Despite her words, she couldn’t hide how happy she was. “It was just a mock exam. I need to study way more until the real thing. You’ll help me, won’t you, little brother?”

Elias smiled and nodded, but kept quiet, feeling his ass throbbing. In his mind, there was only one thing; the card he had stashed away in his desk.

How many times I’ll have to be used…?

There were twelve weeks until the national exam. Twelve more times… thirteen, actually, since the exam takes two days… an unlucky number, Elias thought with a sheepish smile, hoping his ass could take that huge cock that many times.

His sister hurried up and finished her breakfast. Then she left with their parents, and Elias was left alone.

For my sister, I’ll endure that thick dick in my ass…

And besides, the worse is the first time. If I take a dick thirteen more times, she’ll get in college and it’ll be all worth.

Elias went back to his room and picked up the card. There was nothing on it anymore. He said I just had to call him through this…

He stared at the card for a long time. As he did that, the memories came back.

He really used me as a toy…  But I don’t care… even if that gay pervert demon wants to use my ass as a cum toilet, it’s only for a few weeks…

“Sal?” he spoke to the card in a low and hesitating voice.

I’m here, the word appeared on the card just like last night.

“Let’s make the real deal.”

Nothing appeared.

Then, from the card, smoke came out. A second later, Sal materialized before him.

“Are you that eager to have my dick again? Yesterday wasn’t enough to satisfy that greedy ass of yours?”

“Fuck you. I hated it,” he said, his ass throbbing with the mention of the dick. “But I’ll take that again if you help my sister.”

Sal flashed the demonic smile…

For the next weeks, Elias became Eli whenever the demon came to fuck him.

Every Friday morning the girly boy toy found a new ‘gift’ at his desk, and the card sent the instructions.

In the second day, there was a butt plug he had to use all day in order for his sister to get a good grade.

The plug was too big, full of ribs and uncomfortable. And what was worse, it vibrated on its own, making the girly boy’s dick hard whenever he sat. At least it’s not as big as Sal’s cock…

“The plug was a wonderful idea! Watching you squirm all day was too delightful,” Sal said when he appeared out of thin air that night. He floated around and laughed, but then he disappeared and reappeared behind Eli, his mouth too close to his sex toy’s ear. “But I shouldn’t have done that. Your ass is too ready for a dick. Look.”

With a snap of his fingers, Eli’s clothes vanished. The demon pulled the anal plug and put three fingers in with ease.

“See? It goes in so easily.” He sighed as the petite human squirmed when he twisted his fingers. “The first night was much better. When this cute hole was all tight and virgin… oh, well…”

Despite his words, that didn’t stop the demon from shoving the huge cock into that ass.

Eli said nothing. He was too busy trying to stop his moans.

But as Sal thrust the demonic cock in and out, the human toy failed.

Despite the pain, Eli’s ass felt so good he came the moment the demon began stroking his small cock.

“I barely touched it and you came… Poor thing… you were holding back the entire day… or perhaps you’re already becoming a cock slut.”

“Fuck… you…”

“No, my cute slutty toy. I fuck you.” Sal thrust his dick harder.

Despite how exhausted the human was, the demon only left after cumming four times. Once again Eli fell asleep with cum dripping from his ass.

On the third Friday, he found a blue one-piece swimsuit with instructions for him to wear the entire day.

With his face blank, the cute boy put on the tight swimsuit. His dick was crushed under the fabric. It didn’t help that he got a boner.

Even with the fear of getting caught with that, the night was even worse.

Sal didn’t let Eli take off the swimsuit. The demon tore a hole big enough for his dick and fucked his toy like that.

Despite the pain of having his hard dick crushed by the fabric, Eli came. A lot. And all his semen was trapped between his belly and the swimsuit, making everything much more erotic.

But that didn’t bother the human. The real problem was that Sal didn’t even have to touch his dick. All the demon did was fuck Eli in the ass.

“Guess your ass already loves the feel of a dick so much I don’t need to touch your tiny dick to make you cum. Congratulations.”

Eli said nothing, burying his face on the pillow.

It was hard for him to say anything against the evidence.

On the fourth time, Eli found something interesting, though at a great cost.

He had to pick up his parents at the airport on that Friday night, so he asked Sal if he could fulfill his end of the deal on the day before.

The demon agreed. But on one condition; Eli had to use a rotor for the entire day. He could only take to use the bathroom.

It was the hardest time of his life. The rotor wasn’t turned on all the time. If it were, maybe the human toy would have gotten used to.

But no. The rotor Sal had given him turned on own itself.

Whenever Eli was talking to his friends or classmates, or when the class grew quiet for a moment, it turned on.

Eli had to endure the tiny object vibrating in his ass without moaning.

He rushed to the bathroom to cum so many time his classmates thought he was sick.

On that Thursday night, Sal fucked him ten times until he was satisfied.

On the next day, his sister got the best grade yet.

Guess if he’s satisfied beforehand, sis’ grade will be even better, he thought when she told him the news, his ass still throbbing.

The sixth day began with Eli finding a huge dildo on his desk.

I would like to throat fuck you more, but your BJs sucks, so I’ll help you get better for free. Make his dick cum three times every hour. Whenever you fail, double the number. I wish to see you the master of BJ tonight, was written on the card.

Make it cum…? Eli stared at the dildo. Guess it’s a demonic cock…

But if I don’t do it… The girly boy locked the door and put the rubber dick in his mouth at once. There’s no reason to hesitate… I already tasted the real thing…

As Eli licked and moved the cock in and out of his mouth, he realized he was right.

The dildo had some kind of magic and had the same warmth and texture of a real dick. I hate that I know this…

As the oral sex went on, it began to throb. Then real semen poured into his mouth, making Eli almost chock. But he forced himself to swallow. Sal will order me to drink … And this tastes like his too…

Without a moment of rest, he sucked the demonic dildo again. This time he shoved to the back of his throat. Sal likes to do this anyway, he thought, his own cock hardening.

Eli didn’t have to force himself to drink the cum this time.

But before he began sucking for the third time, his ass began to throb.

Sal ordered to make this dick cum three times every hours… but he never said to do a BJ every time…

Eli knew it was stupid. That he shouldn’t be feeling that.

But even so, he lowered his pants and shoved the dildo in his ass without any preparation. The cum I drank should be enough…

His already hard cock twitched as he moved the dildo in and out of his pleasure hole.

Fuck… what the hell am I doing…?

Even so, he didn’t stop. Before the dick, Eli came.

I can’t stop yet… three times…

Even with his dick limping and his body without energy, he kept shoving the dildo up his ass, reaching as deep as he could.

His dick got hard again. When the demonic seed poured into his ass, he came for the second time.

Panting and sweating, Eli left the dildo in his ass until he recovered.

Three times… every hour… I can do this without any trouble…

That night, Sal was so pleased with Eli’s BJs he fucked the girly boy several times.

The worst was the ninth Friday.

Eli’s friends invited him to a party. When he was about to decline, Sal sent a message saying he should go and have a good time.

A couple seconds later, there was a box on Eli’s desk.

The cute cum toilet already had a bad feeling. When he saw what the present was, he was sure.

Sal had sent a black silk lingerie and a butt plug, though not as big as the first one.

Guess I’ll have to wear this to the party…

To be fair, this is the less embarrassing presents so far…

That is what Eli thought at the moment. But he underestimated the demon.

The lingerie and the plug were too dangerous.

Despite dressing boy’s clothes, Eli couldn’t enjoy the party at all.

Even as he chatted with a cute girl, he couldn’t ignore the plug in his ass.

When the girl realized she wouldn’t get anywhere with the girly boy, she left.

Then a pair of hands touched Eli on the shoulders. Immediately he knew whom it was.

“Look at you… enjoying a conversation with a cute girl,” Sal said, his voice too low for the cum toilet toy to know what the demon was feeling.

“Not really… We were just talking… it’s not like I could get her on a bed on anything with this thing up my ass…”

“Like that’s the real problem.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Sal appeared before him with his demonic smile.

“You two like dicks thrashing inside you. And she doesn’t have what you want.”

“I’m not gay. I like girls,” Eli said defiantly. “I’m just doing this for my sister.”

“Is that so?” Sal’s smile became more demonic. “Then let’s hear the boy who likes girls moaning because of a dick up his ass.”

Without any other option, Eli let Sal dragged him to the bathroom. The moment they entered an empty stall, the demon fucked his cross-dressing toy.

The girly boy tried to hold his moans, but the dick felt so good he couldn’t.

He’s mad because I said like girls, Eli thought as Sal came in his ass for the fourth time in a row without giving the cum toilet time to rest.

But Eli had nothing to say; his panty was soggy with cum.

“See? This is what you like. A huge dick inside that greedy ass of yours,” Sal whispered after the girly boy came again.

When Eli said nothing, the demon brought his dick near the cum toilet’s face.

The cross-dressing boy’s mind was so blank he put the cock in his mouth without giving a second thought.

Eli had no memory of how he got home. He did, however, remember sleeping with the plug in his ass.

The next day, his friends told him about this crazy loud chick fucking in the man’s bathroom.

Then, after his ass was so messed up Eli was afraid it could never forget the shape of a dick, the week of the real exam came.

I’ll finally be free, he thought. Sal’s been fulfilling his end of the deal… but sis’ grades are just enough to get in right now… I need to make sure she gets in, otherwise everything I’ve endured will be for naught.

With his decision made, Eli asked Sal to help his sister even more.

The demon flashed the most terrifying smile so far.

“Then I’ll be coming every night.”

His enthusiasm was so much the cum toilet feared what lay ahead of him.

Nothing he had been through had prepared him for what was coming.

On Monday, Sal appeared at the usual time.

The girly boy was wary but the demon began with the usual BJ.

Eli got on his knees and sucked the demonic cock. Then he felt a hand touching his ass.

There was another Sal behind him.

The original demon made Eli continue the oral sex while the second parted the girly boy’s buttocks and shoved the dick inside without any restraint.

Eli widened his eyes.

Fuck… this is too much… my body can’t take two huge dicks at the same time…

With a dick on his mouth and another on his ass, the human boy couldn’t concentrate.

My mind’s going blank…

But the demons didn’t care and continue fucking him on both ends.

Eli’s own cock got hard.

He went to stroke it, but a hand held his.

A third Sal had appeared. Then a fourth on the other side.

Each demon grabbed one of Eli’s hand and made him stroke their dicks.

Pleasuring four dicks at once made boy cum.

But even as his body lost its strength, the four demons continued fucking him as they pleased.

At the same time, the demons came.

Demonic seed filled his ass, his mouth, and poured over his face.

The smell was intoxicating. Eli couldn’t think.

He was more than exhausted. He could barely breathe, his body glistening with sweat and cum.

Even so, the demons didn’t let him rest.

The Sals kept fucking him so much Eli thought he had a cum shower.

He didn’t remember when the demons left.

When he came to himself, he was on his bed, the sheet and his body soiled with semen.

On the next day, Sal appeared alone.

He made Eli dress in a sexy lacey black baby doll with a string panty big enough to only cover his balls. Then the demon put a collar on his cum toilet and forced him to look in a mirror.

No way… is that me…?

As Eli stared his reflection, his dick hardened.

He tried to resist, but his cock throbbed too much. Before he could stroke it, his reflection came out of the mirror and grabbed his hand.

The mirror Eli got on his knees and began sucking the real Eli’s dick.

“Wait! Why are you doing this?” the girly boy asked before he pressed his lips to stop a moan. I don’t wanna watch myself sucking a cock…

“Because I want you to see how cute you look with a cock in your mouth,” Sal teased. “You look so happy… like you were born to do this.”

Eli tried to ignore the demon and push his mirror clone away, but he had no strength.

The only thing the cross-dressing cum toilet did was squirm and moan as he watched himself suck a cock. When he came, his mirror version gulped the cum with the face of someone who just had a delicious meal.

Fuck… is that how I look when Sal forces me to drink his cum?

No way… There’s no way I look this happy…

The girly boy sat on the bed. But he hadn’t recovered his breath when he felt the demonic voice whispering in his ear.

“We’re not done.”

Before Eli could do anything, Sal snapped his fingers and the human sexual toy was floating in the air. Then the demon began playing with that greedy ass.

In no time the cross-dressing boy’s dick was twitching and hardening again.

The mirror double pulled him down to the bed.

Without any strength to resist, Eli did nothing as the clone placed the hard dick into the ass.

Eli forgot everything. He was overtaken by his desires, by his lust. He closed his eyes and fucked his own materialized reflection.

Every time he thrust, the clone winced with pleasure and delight.

Fuck… I don’t always have that look when Sal fucks me… do I…?

Shaking his head to ignore the image, he focused on fucking himself as hard as he could.

But Sal wouldn’t allow him to hog all the fun.

Before the girly boy came, the demon shoved his own dick into Eli’s ass.

Fucking and being fucked at the same time was something the cum toilet had never expected.

He lost all strength, and yet his body still moved.

Fuck… how can this… feel so good…?

And why does my clone look so happy with a dick up his ass? I don’t look like that, he thought stubbornly.

And yet he couldn’t explain his clone’s hard dick was flopping around with each thrust. Nor the lewd expression on his mirror self.

The demon, the cum toilet, and the mirror clone came at the same time.

Eli felt exhausted and could barely breathe. His clone self, on the other hand, was smiling as if he had gone to heaven.

But… with a demon… it’s impossible…

“That’s how you look every time I fuck you,” Sal whispered as if reading his thoughts.

“I don’t…”

“Yes, you do. Over these past few months, you became addicted to my dick. You can’t enjoy yourself unless you have my dick thrashing in this slutty hole of yours.”

Eli said nothing, averting his eye.

The demon disappeared with a laugh, along with the clone version.

Eli went to bed, but he couldn’t fall asleep. His ass was still throbbing for more.

On Wednesday Sal didn’t show up.

According to the message on the card, he had to make another deal and couldn’t come.

Yesterday we went back too soon and today he’s not coming…

Eli gulped.

His ass was throbbing too much. Despite refusing to admit, he knew it was begging for a dick.

Before he knew what he was doing, he opened the last drawer on his desk and pulled the magic dildo.

He licked everywhere he could to make sure it was all yet.

But when the dildo hardened like a real one, Eli couldn’t resist and continued with the BJ. When it came, the girly boy swallowed without any trouble.

As he ran the tongue on his teeth to make sure he hadn’t lost a single drop, he remembered the image of himself sucking his cock and blushed.

I’m not like that… I don’t look like that, he thought stubbornly.

Despite his denial, Eli shoved the magic dildo up his ass.

Cumming once wasn’t enough to satisfy his ass.

Eli pushed the dildo in and out until he was too tired to move.

Even so, he wasn’t satisfied. There was something missing.

On Thursday, Eli had to suppress a smile when Sal appeared.

“I saw you yesterday,” he said, flashing his demonic smile. “You look so desperate shoving the dildo up your ass.”

The cross-dressing boy blushed and froze.

“Don’t look like that. It was so cute.” The demon floated and hugged his sex toy’s head. “Sorry for skipping on our deal. I’ll make up tonight. You won’t be able to walk tomorrow.”

And the demon fulfilled his promise.

Sal fucked Eli until sunrise.

Despite the lack of sleep, the cross-dressing boy was satisfied as he rolled on his bed soiled with cum.

Friday would be the last night of their pact.

Sal came saying he had something special planned.  With a snap of his fingers, his three clones and Eli’s reflection materialized out of thin air.

Eli floated in the air and pleasured four dicks at once while his mirror clone sucked his hard cock.

This weekend… everything will be worthy, he thought as the sun rose and Sal left with everybody.

The national high school exam lasted two days.

On Sunday night, his sister was crying with joy.

The results would only come out months later, but she checked her answers and got almost everything right.

Unless she had screwed up too much on the composition, which was near impossible since she was good at that before the demonic pact, she was good as in.

After celebrating with his family that night, Eli went to his bedroom.

To his surprise, Sal was there waiting for him.

“No, I’m not here to play with my toy,” he said before the cross-dressing boy said anything. “You don’t need to look so disappointed.”

“I’m not,” the girly boy mumbled, his ass throbbing, his cheeks red as he played with his hair. “You’re sure my sister will get in, right?”

“I am. You saw her answers. She’ll have one of the best grades in the country.”

“Good… good…” Eli averted his eye. “Then all this was worthy…”

“Yes, it was. And I hope you had fun. Because I enjoyed being with you,” Sal said, and for the first time in their weird sexual demonic deal, he seemed sincere. “I’ll miss you.”

Eli felt a tug in his heart, but only mumbled, “…‘kay…”

Sal snapped his fingers and the last draw on Eli’s desk opened by itself. The magic dildo, the card, and all the clothes, plugs and other gifts he had given flew to his hand and disappeared.

“Well then, I’ll be going. If you ever want to make another deal, please think of me. You already know what I’ll want from you.”

Sal took his red top hat and bowed to Eli.

Eli felt his heart thumping painfully.

Wait… that’s it…? After all this time…?

The girly boy hated being fuck in the ass. He hated being turned into a cum slut toilet, the gifts, the toys, and everything else.

And yet he felt a pang in his heart seeing Sal leaving as it meant nothing.

“Wait!” Eli shouted, reaching out to grab Sal’s arm.

The demon seemed mildly surprised.

“What’s the matter, Eli?” he asked in a kind voice. “Are you really that afraid of your sister not getting in? I thought I had made my powers—”

“It’s not that!” the girly boy shouted. “I… I…”

Eli had no idea what to say. He had no idea why he had grabbed Sal’s arm.

“I… I want to make another deal!”

The surprise grew on Sal’s face. Then he smiled.

“What kind of deal?”

“The same deal.”

The surprise became confusion.

“But your sister—”

“She’ll need help in college.”

Sal flashed the demonic smile.

“For how long?”

“Until she graduates,” Eli said, his eyes hazing, his breathing irregular.

Sal didn’t say anything. He simply ripped the cross-dressing boy’s clothes and kissed his cum toilet.

Eli could only smile as the dick thrashed his ass for the first time that night.

And for years, he would have that demonic thick and warm cock for him.


Ouija board

“This is a bad idea…” JJ gulped as his friend showed the Ouija board.

“Stop being a little bitch. Besides, I’m bored. And so are you.” Rinaldo placed the board over the coffee table.

“I just think we shouldn’t mess with this kind of stuff, Rina…”

“Don’t call me Rina!” the girly boy snapped. “C’mon, dude. This stuff’s not real.” The girly boy went on. He knew if he pushed his friend a bit more, JJ would cave.

“Then why do you wanna mess with that?”

“Because I’m bored!” Rinaldo shouted. “C’mon… just a little won’t hurt… please…”

Under their cell phone lights, the girly boy watched his friend bit his lips. He knew his friend was afraid of anything involving the supernatural. JJ had been since he was a kid, thanks to his dad letting him watch scary movies.

But I’m too bored! Why the hell did a blackout had to happen today? There’s nothing to do now!

“Fine…” JJ said grudgingly, letting out a defeated sigh.

Rina grinned and set the board.

To create the appropriated mood, which there was no real need thanks to the blackout, the girly boy placed candles around the coffee table.

Much better than the smartphones’ lights, he thought, proud of his idea. It truly feels like something out of this world is gonna happen at any second.

“Do not take your hands off the planchette in the middle of the session,” JJ read the rules that came with the Ouija board. “You must end the session by saying goodbye to the spirit you summon. Otherwise, it will remain with you.”

Rinaldo held back his smile as he saw his friend’s face losing some of its color. He’s so scared, the girly boy thought, already sitting on the floor. I’m gonna scare the crap out of him!

“Yeah, yeah, I got it. Now, c’mon, let’s do this.”

JJ sat on the other side. He took a deep breath and placed his trembling fingers on the planchette, a small triangular piece of wood with a glass in the middle.

With trouble containing his smile, the boy who suggested the whole thing place his fingers next to his friend’s.

“Oh, spirits that exist beyond our knowledge, heed our call and come to us,” Rina said in dark and heavy voice.

Despite nothing happening, the girly boy was satisfied. Look how scared JJ is, he thought, holding back a laugh. I just said something at random!

JJ was visibly pale, glancing around everywhere, his breathing erratic.

Rina kept quiet, letting the dark mood seep deeper.

“If there’s someone with us,” he went on, speaking on the same heavy voice, “please graces us with your presence and give us any sign.”

As discreetly as he could, Rina moved the planchette to the Y letter.

JJ held his breath and widened his eyes. Look at his face! It’s too funny!

“Are you dangerous?” Rina asked, pushing the planchette to the N letter. He pretended to breathe out in relief. “Then who are you, spirit?”

Then, without Rina applying any pressure, the planchette moved on its own.

Rina showed no reaction. JJ’s trying to scare me. What an idiot… does he really think I’d fall for that?

Let’s see what’s he planning.

“Succubus…?” Rina couldn’t believe what JJ spelled. He had trouble hiding his disappointment. “For real? A succubus? We got a succubus? Could it be anything lamer?”

“Don’t anger the demon, Rina,” JJ said, looking around as if expecting the spirit to come out of thin air at any second. “You don’t know what she can do…”

“Don’t call me Rina! And it’s a Succubus, dude. Isn’t that the demon of lust and sex?” Rina jested, rolling his eyes. “If she had a body, at least she could suck my dick dry or something… that’d be a fun way of dying.”

“Don’t say that… you’re the one who wanted to mess with this stuff…”

“And you’re trying to trick me.”

“What? I’m not doing anything!”

“Sure, so that thing moved on its own.” Rina didn’t hold back his sarcasm. Then he pushed the planchette. “Let’s see if the demon will say anything else.”

But even with him using all his force, the planchette didn’t move.

I never thought he’d beat me in strength, the girly boy thought as he watched it moving on the board in the opposite direction he wanted.

“G-guess I underestimated your right hand… you are almost a professional wanker after all…”

“I’m not doing anything…” JJ so scared he was almost crying.

“Yeah, yeah… let’s see what the demon is saying…”

Letter by letter, the planchette showed. ‘I can do a lot even without a body’

Rina snorted. “All that for just this? What a waste of time, JJ…”

“Don’t make fun of the demon, Rina…”

“Shut up, JJ. And don’t call me Rina,” the girly boy complain. You know something? Let’s see how far he takes this. “Then show us what you can do, demon.”

The moment he spoke, the candles flickered. The room grew darker. Then colder.

JJ trembled even more.

His acting is perfect… The girly boy looked at the candles. How did he do that…?

“I-is that it…?” Rina asked, trying to hide his fear. “That’s not scary at all…”

I can also possess people, the planchette spelled letter by letter.

Rina stared at the Ouija board.

“This is stupid. I don’t know why I thought this would be fun. I’m done.”

“Don’t take your hands until we say goodbye to the demon!” JJ shouted desperate.

But Rina had already pulled his hands.

The candles flickered once more and then the room went back to normal.

“See? Nothing happened because I pulled my hands. It’s just a stupid game after all,” Rina said, trying to believe his own words.

JJ is a coward… I can’t believe he had the balls to do this… and to do it so well…

The boy remained where he was, trembling and pressing the planchette with all his strength. After looking around, he too took his hands off.

JJ breathed out in relief. But it was short lived.

The planchette moved on his own across the Ouija board.

I’m still here, the demon spelled. Let’s have some fun.

The flames grew and the smoke became thick. As it gathered, a face appeared.

It was the face of the most beautiful woman Rina had ever seen. But before he said anything, the face floated towards the girly boy and disappeared.

JJ trembled, his face sick. He raced to his friend, tripping a few times. “A-A-Are you o-o-okay…?”

Rina tried to say yes, but he couldn’t; there was something, or someone, stopped him.

Hello, a voice echoed in the girly boy’s head. Let me show what I can do without a body.

Rina didn’t feel like it at all. And yet there was a smile on his face.

At once he understood.

Stop controlling my body, he shouted in his head to the demon possessing him.

I will. I promise. But only after I show you.

The demon made Rina get closer to JJ.

“W-what…?” the scared boy asked.

“Nothing,” Rina was forced to say in a sweet voice as he rested his head on JJ’s shoulder. “Hey… I’ve been wondering… you call me Rina because you think I’m cute, right?”

What the hell are you forcing me to say?

And you better keep quiet, you idiot!

JJ’s face became an alarming shade of red.

Rina touched the boy’s chest, his hand slowly sliding down.

“Please, tell me…” the girly possessed boy said in a sweet voice, nibbling on his friend’s ear.

Don’t you dare say anything!

“Yes! You’re too cute, Rina!” JJ shouted, his breathing heavy.

You idiot!

Rina felt the demon smiling inside his head. I have a bad feeling… Fuck…

Oh, don’t worry. We’ll get to that.

Rina could do nothing as he watched his own hand go inside JJ’s pants.

The boy was too shocked to do anything.

“Look at this…” The girly possessed boy pulled the dick out. “Poor thing… it’s already throbbing so much…it needs help.”

He felt as his fingers closed around the thick cock, feeling the warmth spread.

Why the hell JJ’s dick is so big?

It’s delicious indeed.

Shut the fuck up!

The succubus ignored and used Rina’s hand to masturbate JJ.

This feels disgusting!

Haven’t you touched another cock?

No!

You don’t know what you’ve been missing. But I’ll teach you.

Rina tried to look away as his hand moved up and down the throbbing thick dick.

Fuck! Look at that idiot’s face! He’s enjoying a boy stroking his cock!

Despite the fear, JJ was smiling. His eyes were shut so he could concentrate on the moment. Soon there was no fear.

Who wouldn’t like someone this cute caressing his cock?

I don’t wanna be called cute! Nor jack off a guy!

But you are… just enjoy your cuteness and the dick, the succubus whispered in his head, moving Rina’s hand faster.

The cock throbbed more on the girly possessed boy’s hand. Seconds, late, JJ winced and came with a strange moan.

Disgusting… But what came next made Rina even more disgusted.

Under his eyes, the demon forced him to bring the hand covered with cum to his mouth. The smell flooded the girly boy’s nose.

Just the smell makes me horny, the demon thought before licking the fluid.

JJ’s eyes widened again. “Rina…!”

It’s not me, it’s this idiot succubus, the girly boy wanted to shout.

But the only thing his body did was lick the semen until his fingers were clean.

I feel like vomiting…

Don’t say that. The fun’s just starting, the demon’s teasing voice echoed in his head.

Before Rina could say anything, the succubus made him stand and snap his fingers.

The girly boy’s clothes were replaced by a tight tong pantie that looked more like a bra for his ball enhancing his dick, and a black tube top that covered a little more than his nipples. And even though he didn’t have one, there was a tail coming out just above his butt.

Fuck! What the hell are you planning?

I’m gonna show you what a lame demon like a succubus can do without a body. What did you say? Suck him dry? Well, I don’t like killing, but the sucking part seems fun.

All JJ did was stare at Rina and his magic outfit change.

I look ridiculous…

Your friend likes it.

When the girly possessed boy looked down, he saw the dick he had just stroke hardening again.

Oh, no. I don’t wanna touch that thing again!

The succubus chuckled. Don’t worry. I’m not using your hands again.

Before Rina could understand, the demon made him bend the knees.

The next moment, the girly boy felt the taste of a dick.

Fuck!

Despite his disgust, Rina couldn’t stop his tongue from licking the around the head and sucking the tip.

The worse was when he tasted the pre-cum; his own dick hardened.

Why the fuck are you making me have a boner for sucking a cock?! I hate this!

Rina shouted in his mind, but the succubus didn’t answer right away. She was too enthralled by the dick.

Hey, stop giving me a boner!

I’m not… I’m just… sucking this… beautiful cock… the boner… is all you…

Fuck you!

The chuckle echoed in his head again.

Not yet.

Rina groaned. He looked up at his friend, his last hope to put an end to all the gayness.

But JJ was enjoying the first BJ in his life.

“This is awesome, Rina! I knew your mouth had a better use than to insult me!”

The next instant, JJ grabbed the girly possessed boy’s head and shoved his dick deeper inside that cute mouth.

Now we’re talking! The demon was more excited. Use this mouth however you want, boy!

Fuck you two!

Rina prayed it would be over soon as possible. Then I’ll kick JJ’s ass…

As the cock moved in and out of his mouth, it began to throb again.

Seconds later, to Rina’s disgust, his friend came in his mouth.

He felt the taste of semen and choked. But he couldn’t spit it out.

Delicious, the succubus thought as she made Rina drink all.

“Sorry…” JJ said, though his smiling face didn’t look sorry at all.

You better be, you bastard! How dare you put me through this? The girly possessed boy shouted in his head, wishing he could use his arms to punch his friend as hard as he could.

“Don’t be. It was a delicious snack,” the demon made the girly boy say in a teasing voice.

JJ’s face became redder. But instead of embarrassment, his eyes were wild.

He wants more, the demon thought.

Fuck… This fag wants to fuck me…

JJ took the initiative and pulled Rina closer. He kissed his girly possessed friend with all the wild passion he was feeling.

Urg… I can’t believe I’m being forced to kiss a guy…

The demon chuckled in his head. Don’t worry. It’ll get better…

Shut up…

Rina tried to regain control of his body. He tried to put all his strength in the arms and push JJ away. But his limbs refused to obey.

It’s useless. I’m even stronger now.

What?

I’m the demon of lust. Semen makes me stronger. The more I drink, the stronger I get.

Fuck…

Huhu, not yet. Don’t rush the fun…

As JJ kissed him, the possessed girly boy felt something pressing against his butt.

What the fuck? How the hell can he be hard again? What the hell are you doing?

I’m doing nothing. I don’t have a body to use my seductive powers. He’s hard because of you and your lustful body.

Thump.

The succubus smiled in his head. Did you–

Nothing!

Huhu… Okay~

Rina pushed JJ on the floor and pulled the string of his ball bra, his dick pointing to the other boy.

“Do you find his appalling?” the demon asked with a voice the perfect mixture of sweet and shy.

JJ stared at it. Then he shook his head vigorously.

Rina flashed an embarrassed smile. “Then do as you please with this body,” he whispered in his friend’s ear.

Hey, you idiot! Don’t you dare! You know this isn’t me!

JJ pushed and stood on top of Rina. Then he placed the tip of his dick against the girly boy’s virgin ass and thrust his hips.

The possessed girly boy felt the pain through his body, along with a powerful jolt as the cock pushed his ass muscles apart.

Fuck! Now we’re gay!

The succubus chuckled. This doesn’t make you gay. Boys can have fun with other boys without any trouble. You should stop worrying about this bothersome word.

Shut up!

Okay~

Fuck… His dick is so warm and thick…

You’re… right… It’s… delicious…

Rina breathed hard and heavy as he felt JJ’s cock. His virgin hole was too stimulated.

The demon made the girly boy match his friend’s thrusts, increasing their pleasure.

Fuck… it doesn’t hurt as much… but shouldn’t you have used lotion? It’s my ass here!

You sure are knowledgeable about anal pleasure~

Have you–

Shut up! I only know because of movies!

Huhu, if you say so. But to answer you, I’m a demon of lust. We are ready for any kind of carnal and lustful pleasure at any time.

You said you didn’t have any powers!

I said I didn’t have my seductive powers. But lubing up a tight ass is nothing for me. Now shut up and enjoy yourself ride a cock.

Rina could do nothing as his body moved up and down, JJ's dick going deeper in his ass. His own dick was hard and flopping around.

JJ lost control and thrust so hard it was hitting the girly boy’s divine spot, sending jolts of pleasure through that petite and lustful body.

Fuck… this is so gay… and yet… and yet…

Rina couldn’t deny his reactions.

Say it… say it feels good, the demonic voice echoed in his head. Say the thick dick feels good.

Demon, be gone!

The succubus let out a demonic laugh. You say that, but your body loves the feeling of a throbbing dick deep in the ass. Look at your friend down there.

The demon made Rina look at his own cock. His member was flowing with pre-cum.

He would cum at any time.

Fuck… this can’t be happening… I’m not gay…

You can’t deny your own carnal pleasure…

S-shut… up… you… demon…

Rina was losing his mind to the anal pleasure. To the cock smashing against his prostate.

Fuck… All I wanted was to kill some time because of the blackout…

JJ grabbed Rina’s hips to pound even harder.

That only increased the possessed girly boy’s pleasure.

There was no pain now. Only the desire. Desire for that cock.

Fuck!

Rina came, his load smearing JJ’s belly.

But the boy didn’t seem to care; he hadn’t cum yet.

He was still pounding his dick against Rina’s sensitive ass.

“How dare you cum before me?” he said in a suddenly fierce voice.

“Sowwy,” Rina mumbled, his mind hazed with the pleasure.

“Move that ass of yours!” he ordered and the girly boy obeyed despite having no strength.

And then, finally JJ came. After a last thrust, he stopped moving, his breathing hard.

It’s over, Rina thought as semen filled his ass.

You don’t need to be so disappointed… look…

Despite ejaculating three times, the pressure from the limping dick still on his ass grew. JJ was hard again.

But he had no strength to move.

We can’t waste any boner~

The succubus moved Rina’s body up and down.

Please stop, the girly boy begged the demon.

Okay~

Despite her words, Rina’s body was still moving.

You liar…

I’m not. Try raising your arm.

Rina obeyed. So did his arm.

See? You have your body back.

Rina tried to stop moving up and down. He tried to stand. He tied to take that dick out of his ass.

But he couldn’t.

His body still rode on that thick and warm dick.

Why…?

Because you learn the pleasures of a dick. Now you want more. You want more semen inside your ass.

No, I don’t…

You do… listen to me… you’ll feel better… the succubus whispered in his mind.

That’s a demon’s whisper…

Rina’s mind was blank.

He had no power, nor any desire, to resist that amazing anal pleasure.

Then, out of his own will, the girly boy moved his body.

See? You like this… you can never be satisfied without a dick in your ass…

This is what a lame demon like a succubus can do without a body.


The curse

Heleno stared at the black box his grandma had given him.

“Don’t open with people around,” she whispered so no one could hear besides him. “Please, don’t throw it out. I beg you, listen to him before doing anything.”

Though the girly boy didn’t understand, he promised. His mother trying to take a look inside the box on the ride back from the hospital, but he didn’t let.

When night came and he was alone, Heleno opened it.

It took a long time for his mind to work again.

A rubber dick… My bedridden grandma gave me a dildo…

He took it out of the box, staring at with an empty face. It was huge, heavy, and so well made it feel real. Why would anyone bother to put this much detail on a fake dick? Wait, it doesn’t matter…

I can’t believe this… people already call me a girl because of my looks and body… and now even my grandma makes fun of me, the girly boy thought, throwing the dildo back inside and tossing the box aside.

“Ouch.”

Heleno looked around, not sure if he had heard. As far as he could tell, he was alone in the bedroom. And neither his phone nor his laptop were on.

He turned to the only foreign thing in his bedroom; the box with the dildo.

“Hello?” he asked tentatively, feeling like an idiot for talking to a rubber dick.

“I like it rough, but not so much,” the dildo spoke.

Then, before the girly boy’s eyes, the phallic object stood up. Using the ball as legs, it got out of the box, turned the tip towards him, and bowed.

“I must’ve hit my head,” Heleno spoke in a strangely high pitch voice. “I’m seeing things.”

“No, you’re not,” the dildo said in a friendly tone.

The girly boy blinked a couple times. Then shook his head.

“You can do that all you want but it’s not gonna change the fact that I’m talking to you.”

The girly boy stared at the talking dick. After a minute of complete silence of them looking at each other, he shoved the dildo inside the box.

“Wait, wait! Don’t throw me out, please! Don’t kill me!” the dick exclaimed when the girly boy brought the box to the open window.

“Kill you? You’re just a talking rubber dick!” Heleno said in a hushed voice.

“Wait, please! Didn’t your grandma tell you to listen to me?” the dildo said desperately, the tip looking between the girly boy and the endless darkness beyond the window.

Heleno chewed his tongue for a moment. Then he let out a frustrated sigh as he closed the window and tossed the box on the desk.

“Speak.”

The dildo shook a little to get rid of the sweat and then faced to the girly boy.

“First, thank you for not throwing me out.” The dick sounded relieved as he made another reverence. “Hello, Heleno. My name is Johannus and it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

The girly boy had trouble listening. A dick just bowed to me… for the second time, he thought, trying to grasp the absurdity of the situation.

“I’m having a conversation with a dildo…”

“Excuse me. Indeed I have the form of a phallic object but I’m human… or at least I used to be before this curse…” The dildo shrunk and the tip faced down in a sad way.

As it grew smaller, it looked pruned and pathetic, making Heleno feel guilty. Why the hell a shrinking talking dildo making me feel this?

“You used to be human…?”

The tip turned to him and nodded.

“Yes. I was once one of the most powerful wizards in the world,” he said in a voice full of pride. Then the dildo shrunk again. “But I was cursed by a witch and end up like this…”

Not only a talking dick, but now there are also witches and wizards… The girly boy suppressed a sigh and pressed his temples.

“What did you do to end up like this? Did you hurt that witch…?”

“All I did was be true to myself… I never meant to hurt her though…”

Heleno crossed his arms and narrowed his eyes. “Tell me.”

“She loved me but I didn’t love her… I was in love with someone else and she couldn’t take the rejection… out of anger, she cursed and made me into this.”

“You didn’t hurt her at all…?” Heleno unfolded his arms slowly.

“Guess I did hurt her… But I couldn’t return her love… I think forcing myself to be with her would be more painful than anything…”

“You’re right… How long that happened?”

“Around 50, 60 years, I think. It’s hard to keep track of time in this form… Believe it or not, few people are willing to listen to a talking dick,” he said, letting out a tired laughed. Even Heleno chuckled. “I was lucky to find your grandma. If not for her, I’d still out there without any hope of breaking this curse.”

“There’s a way to break it?”

“There is. I must be used and fulfill the purpose of this body.”

The words echoing in the room. The girly boy had trouble to assimilate the meaning.

“You must be what?”

“Used. I can break the curse through pleasure,” the dick explained, the tip looking up at Heleno as if hopeful.

“Your pleasure or the user…?” A sudden image crossed the girly boy’s mind and he took a step back. “Wait… Was that how grandma was helping you…?”

“No… Helena is my savior… but she couldn’t help me with that…”

The girly boy breathed out in relief. Thank goodness… the idea of grandma using this dildo… He shivered and shook his head to get the idea out of his head. But it was useless. Fuck! I can’t stop picturing that now!

“That’s good, I guess… but why she couldn’t help you… with that…?” he asked, not sure if he wanted to hear the answer.

“Because I need to feel pleasure.”

Heleno tilted his head. “You?”

“Yes. To break the curse, I need to feel pleasure while bringing pleasure. Because the curse was based on a twisted love.”

The girly boy raised an eyebrow. “And grandma couldn’t do that…?”

“No. Because she’s a woman.”

“Yeah?”

“The reason I couldn’t love the witch was because I loved a man.”

“Ah… I see…” Then there was nothing he could do… Wait a sec… Heleno took another step back while shaking his head.

The dick nodded. “You seem to realize the situation.”

“I’m not helping you.”

“Please, I’m begging you.” The dildo bent the shaft and touched the tip on the desk as if bowing deeply.

“You’re asking me to put you in my ass!”

“Or the mouth. I like both.”

“Fuck you.”

“Please, help me… I… I can’t stand living in this form anymore… I wanna be human again.”

Heleno hesitated at that pathetic expression. But then he shook his head.

“No way, dude. You’re asking me to use a fucking rubber dick. Besides, there’s no way I’d feel pleasure, making the whole thing pointless.”

“Even if I don’t make you feel good, I still get a bit closer to breaking the curse if I feel pleasure,” the dildo added in a desperate voice.

“Give up, dude.”

“What if you got something in return?”

The girly boy narrowed his eyes. “Like what?”

“I’m a wizard. If I return to my former self, I could use my full powers again. I’ll be able to fulfill one wish.”

Heleno stared at the rubber dick for a moment. This feels too surreal… I’m having a conversation with a talking dick my sick grandma gave to me about pleasuring it in exchange for a wish…

“Any wish?”

“Within my powers.”

“Can you heal grandma?”

Johannus kept silent for a moment. “That would require an absurd amount of energy.”

“What kind of energy…?” the girly boy asked, though he had a feeling he knew the answer.

“Sexual.”

Heleno pressed the top of his nose as he sighed. I knew it…

“And I guess I’m the only likely source of that energy…”

“Unless you can find a guy for me, like Helena was doing.”

The girly boy couldn’t help but chuckle at the idea. Like it’d be easy to find a random guy and ask him to use a talking dildo… Hey dude, could you use this rubber dick and then give back to me? That doesn’t make me sound like a creep at all…

He stared at the dildo for a long time. Was grandma really doing this?

“How exactly do you get sexual energy?”

“By reaching ecstasy. Ejaculating,” Johannus added after Heleno’s puzzled look.

“Of course…” The girly boy rolled his eyes. “So I need to make you cum, right?”

“In other words, yes.”

“How much energy will you need?”

“Probably you’ll have to make me ejaculate once a day for months. Maybe a year.”

Heleno closed his eyes and took a deep breath. For grandma… “Deal…”

The rubber dick twitched happily.

That looks so strange, the girly boy thought as he watched. Then Johannus leaned his body towards him. That looks even stranger… Is that… a handshake…?

Heleno hesitated. His fingers squirmed to avoid touching the dildo. But I’ll be touching it… him a lot from now on…

Closing his eyes, he took a step and shook the rubber dick as if shaking a hand.

The next instant, the phallic object warmed up and then felt like a real cock.

“This happens when I’m touched. I couldn’t look like a real dick all the time, could I?” Johannus answered the unspoken question. Then he chuckled. “That would look too bizarre.”

Heleno said nothing. A talking dildo is already bizarre enough.

The girly boy gulped as the warm dick throbbed under his fingers. He could feel a faint pulse coursing through that thick cock as it grew and hardened. Looking away, he stroked as fast as he could.

“Don’t be so rough! Please, be gentle. Touch me like you touch yourself.” Heleno clicked his tongue and obeyed, slowing down his hand. “Nice… this feels good…”

For some reason, the girly boy imaged a man attached to the dick closing his eyes and relaxing as someone masturbated him.

“Shut up… you’re not making any easier,” he lashed out in a hushed voice, squeezing a little. “Just hurry up and cum!”

With a strange sound that resembled a lot like a moan, semen poured from the tip of the dick.

The white sticky liquid smeared the girly boy’s hand. Fuck… he really came… I was hoping it was just a figure of speech…

“Thank you, Helen… it’s been a while since I felt this kind of pleasure,” the dildo said, shrinking to his regular size as he bowed to the girly boy.

“Fuck… I should’ve thought twice before agreeing…” With disgust, Heleno cleaned his hand with the tissue he always had nearby. “It’s enough, right?”

“For today, yes. But—”

“Then goodnight.”

Heleno threw the dick back in the box, put it on the back of the bottom drawer of his desk, and went to sleep.

The girly boy kept his promise.

Every night before he went to sleep, he masturbated the dildo. Almost like routine, he stroked, cleaned the jizz of fingers, and put Johannus back in his box.

But there was a problem; the time the girly boy spent rubbing the cock increased night by night.

Then, after a week into their extremely strange and unique relationship, the dick didn’t cum. Not even a little pre-cum.

“What the fuck, man?” Heleno complained after his hand numbed from rubbing the dick for so long.

“Sorry… your touch his good, but I don’t think it’s enough to satisfy me now,” Johannus said apologetically as he began to grow limp.

Heleno stared at the shrinking dildo. “Fuck it, dude. I’m not gonna put you in my ass,” he said before Johannus could even suggest.

“Your ass isn’t the only option…”

“Nor my mouth.”

Johannus grew quiet for a while.

“Are you pent up?”

“What?”

“I mean, you’ve been pleasuring me for a week now. But I haven’t seen you touch yourself once…”

‘Yeah, so what?” How could I jack off when I’ve been touching a dick other than mine?

“Well… there’s one thing I’ve never tried when I was human…”

“Just say it…”

“I’ve always wanted to rub my cock with another…”

“You’re a fucking pervert… you say that you were a powerful wizard, but I can only see you as a huge pervert.”

Johannus said nothing, waiting.

If I don’t have to use my mouth… or my ass…

Grudgingly, the girly boy sat on the bed, took out his dick, and placed the dildo under his. Mine looks so small…

Ignoring that, Heleno enveloped the dicks with both hands and began rubbing.

“Yes… this feels nice… your dick is so small and cute.”

“Shut the fuck up,” the girly boy shouted. But it was more to hide his embarrassment of the reaction he was having.

Why the fuck is my dick hardening?

He didn’t want to think about the reason and stroked the dicks harder to get it over with.

I knew he was warm, but now that’s touching more than my hand, I can tell it’s exhaling heat. Are other dicks like this? Or just his cursed one? And why is it throbbing? It has no blood! But then how come it gets bigger when I pleasure it?

Fuck!

To shut up his mind, he rubbed even faster.

And then both dicks came at the same time.

Heleno breathed hard.

“That was… better… than I thought…” While the dick couldn’t sweat, it was pulsating as if panting.

The cum from both cocks smeared the girly boy’s hand and floor.

Without a word, he cleaned everything, put Johannus back in his box, and went to sleep, his face too hot.

For the following nights, whenever the hand wasn’t enough, Heleno placed the warm dildo against his dick and rubbed them together. The change worked for about two weeks. Then it was back to the limp dildo who couldn’t ejaculate.

“We need to—”

“Fuck you, Johannus. I’m not putting you inside any part of me!”

The dildo grew quiet. “Don’t you wanna help Helena?”

“Are you threatening me?”

“No. I want to help her,” the dildo said right away. “If not for her, I’d have given up on my life by now. But the only way I can help her is by recovering my power. And the only way I can is by ejaculating.”

Heleno stared at the talking dick for a long time. What the fuck… I wanna save grandma but to put that in my mouth or my ass…

Fuck… I don’t know which is worse…

As he considered the awful choices, he thought of his grandma and the last time he went to visit her. She was so weak and frail… unlike the woman I looked up to my entire life…

With a tug in his chest, the girly boy knew what he had to do.

“Fine,” he said in a defeated voice. “But I’m not putting you in my ass. There’s no way… But I can try my mouth…”

“Thank you.” The dildo bowed to him. “I know it’s not easy for you to do this, so I’ll cum in your mouth as fast as I can.”

Heleno didn’t hide his disgust. “No way, dude. There’s no way I’m letting you cum in my mouth. And stop with those disgusting comments… When you about to cum, warn me and you’ll pour your load in the same place.” He showed a pet bottle half filled with a strange white liquid.

After the first night, the girly boy had been stroking the dick with the tip turned towards the open window. That way most of the cum would fall on the garden underneath the window instead of his bed or the floor.

But after a few neighbors complained about a strange smell on the plants, he had decided to dump the load on an empty plastic water bottle.

Thanks to this I don’t have to taste cum, he thought, glad he had come up with that. The only trouble is hiding and dumping the content without mom or dad finding out.

Johannus shrunk a little, his way of showing disappointment. But even so, his dildo body began to twitch and pulse in excitement when Heleno grabbed him.

Even with the girly boy’s disgusted expression, the dick hardened.

Fuck… can’t believe I’m actually doing this…

Fighting the urge to throw the rubber dick away, Heleno closed his eyes and brought it to his mouth.

With great effort, he touched his lips on it, kissing the head.

Eww… it’s already wet… He tried to ignore that.

But after that, Heleno had no idea what to do. After a couple seconds, he simply licked the tip.

Is this any good…?

Despite his worries, the dick responded, twitching a bit more.

“Good, good… now lick around the tip… excellent… now rub the shaft… you really have a talent for this.”

Fuck you, he wanted to say, but couldn’t with the growing dick in his mouth.

The girly boy continued listening to Johannus instructions.

Soon the tip oozed with pre-cum.

“Don’t spit it. Savor it,” the dildo said when Heleno took him out of the mouth for a second.

“Fuck you… for real, just fuck you…”

But as he rubbed the shaft and licked everywhere, the cock began to throb.

Despite wishing he never knew, the girly boy was used to pleasuring it so much he could tell the dick was close to cumming.

With a squeeze on the balls, which he also knew Johannus liked, Heleno quickly took the dildo out of his mouth and placed the tip against the pet bottle. Just as planned, the cursed dick-man poured his load on the bottle.

As the last cum droplets fell, Johannus turned to him. Without a word, it lowered the head, showing his disappointment as his body shrunk back to its normal size.

“Stop looking like that. It was the deal,” the girly boy said before the dildo could say anything.

Heleno had a bad feeling the cursed dick-man would try to cum in his mouth in the following nights.

The very next day, he found out he was right.

As he pleasured the dildo, Johannus tried to pour his load faster than usual.

But Heleno was prepared and took it out of his mouth before just in time.

Despite being a somewhat symbiotic partnership, the dick and the girly boy entered a battle.

The dildo wanted to cum in that small mouth, and Heleno refused to let him.

“It’s best if you drink my semen,” Johannus complained a week after the beginning of their cum battle.

“How the hell cumming into my mouth is best?” Heleno grew tired of ignoring and asked.

“The pleasure of cumming in a cute and small mouth like yours can’t compare. It’s gonna give me much more energy a lot faster. Especially if you drink my semen.”

Heleno scoffed and crossed his arms. “You’re just saying that to cum in my mouth.”

“I’m not. I swear it’s true!”

The girly boy narrowed his eyes. “How much faster?”

“Months.”

Heleno held his breath. Months… I can be free of this gay thing months earlier and heal grandma…

But I’d have to let him cum in my mouth… and then drink…

He pondered and pondered. But in the end, Heleno reluctantly accepted.

That night he tasted cum for the first time.

Fighting the urge to take the dick out, he felt the hot liquid pouring inside his mouth. Then almost choked as he forced himself to drink.

The girly boy felt exhausted, but Johannus looked delighted. At least one of us is happy…

It didn’t get easy. Every night Heleno gave a blow job to the cursed dick-man and drank the cum.

At least the taste of semen isn’t as bad as the first time, he tried to console himself. It was somewhat true; now he didn’t feel the urge to vomit.

And now there’s no bottle full of cum to throw out later… mom almost found out… there’s no way I could explain that…

Despite his hate and denial, after a couple of months, Heleno had grown used to the taste of cum and stopped complaining.

But then everything changed when his grandma went into a coma.

His family rushed to the hospital, but the doctors said there was nothing they could do. Only a miracle could save her from the infection she got.

After a lot of crying, his parents sent Heleno home.

The girly boy almost crashed the car as he drove home. He rushed to his room and took Johannus out of his box.

“Please, heal grandma right now!” he begged the cursed dick-man, the tears rolling down his face as he shook the phallic object.

“What happened?”

After the girly boy managed to explain the situation, Johannus lowered his head, his body shrinking. “What…?”

“I can’t heal her… I don’t have enough energy yet…”

“How many times you need to cum to gather enough energy?”

Johannus grew silent for a moment. “With your mouth, hundreds of time. Perhaps thousands.”

“No way… that much…?” Heleno fell on his knees, the number echoing in his head. “Then grandma… she will…” He cried again.

Johannus watched in silence for a while. Then he rose to stand erect. “If you use me in your ass, it might be able to heal her tonight.”

“What…?” Still on the floor, he cleaned his tears. “For real…?”

“Yes,” Johannus said in a serious voice. “There’s no comparison in the amount of energy.”

Without hesitating, Heleno stood up and took off his clothes.

Since he couldn’t waist even a second, he began licking Johannus while fingering his ass with the other hand.

“You don’t need to prepare yourself. You can put me inside you and I’ll prepare the lube myself,” the dick said in low voice.

Heleno nodded and brought the cock to his ass, pressing the tip against the entrance. Closing his eyes and taking a deep breath, the girly boy didn’t hesitate to push the dick in with all his strength.

Grunting, he ignored the pain and kept pushing the dick in his tight virgin hole until it couldn’t go in further. Panting a little, the girly boy pulled Johannus out of his anus. And pushed it back in.

Again and again, he moved the phallic object inside him, each time the warm body sliding with more ease.

Soon it slid in without any resistance, and the pain was completely gone.

Heleno could feel the pre-cum oozing from the dick and filling his loosening ass. The next second, the warm and thick object was throbbing.

“Faster,” Johannus begged in a strained voice.

Despite wincing even more, Heleno obeyed without giving a second thought.

For the first time in his life, the girly boy felt the warm cum in his ass.

The load was so much it leaked out when he pulled the dick with a wet sound.

The liquid trickled down from the hole to his leg. But he didn’t waste any time cleaning it.

The girly boy looked at Johannus, took a deep breath, and nodded.

Without a word from neither of them, Heleno brought the cursed dick-man into his not so virgin any more ass again.

There was no pain this time. From the beginning, the dildo went in without any trouble.

Not only that; it went deeper. Soon it was throbbing and cumming again.

The girly boy fell on his bed, his legs without any strength. But even so, he put Johannus back in the ass, ignoring the still dripping cum from his pleasure hole.

Again and again. Until the Heleno had lost count of how many times the dildo had cum in his ass.

But even so, it wasn’t enough energy.

“More, more!” the cursed dick-man shouted.

The girly boy winced. His whole body squirmed. Both arms were too heavy. But he never stopped pulling and pushing the dick.

“Fuck…” he grunted as the load filled his ass. Soon I’ll be overflowing with cum…

Heleno was so tired he couldn’t take the dick out of his ass.

He just closed his eyes and breathed deep. When he had enough strength to move, he pushed the cock back into his butt again.

But after countless times, the girly boy had no strength left in his body to make the dick cum again.

“I can’t… anymore… shit… shit…”

Johannus pulled himself out Heleno’s ass. He looked at the back of the head of the boy who had been helping him. Then he turned to the ass hole dripping with his cum.

With a deep breath, the dick-man seemed resolute. “Leave to me now.”

When Heleno looked over his shoulder, he saw the dildo glowing. Then, from the base of the dick, a transparent human body began to appear attached to it.

In seconds, a fully formed man appeared. Though the body was transparent except for the cock, which looked the same, it seemed solid enough. Despite the pain in his face, he flashed a smile.

“Johannus…?”

“Yes…” the man spoke in the same voice as the cursed dick-man. “This is a way I can move on my own… it’s more painful than I remembered though…”

“Why didn’t you do this before…?” Heleno cleaned his tears as he turned. There were many questions he wanted to ask but had no energy, nor the time.

“It takes… too much… energy to sustain… I can’t hold this form…for long without… endangering my life… dildos have a short lifespan, you know?” Johannus chuckled despite the pain on his face. Then he took a deep breath and closed his eyes. When he opened them, they were wild. The face of a man ready to fuck. “Let’s save Helena!”

Johannus turned the girly boy enough to kiss the lips his dick was most familiar with.

His cock reacted and became hard, just like in his dildo form.

He raised Heleno’s butt and put his hands on the slender waist. His thumbs found the dimple on the back and settle there.

With a deep breath, the dick-man pressed his cock against that now loose and dripping pleasure hole.

The girly boy pressed the lips as Johannus thrust the hips and entered the ass on his own for the first time.

It was completely different than when Heleno was pushing the dick with his hand.

As the dick went back and forth, a powerful jolt of pleasure coursed through the girly boy’s body.

Johannus fucked him like a man used to pleasuring other men.

And even though it had been long since he did it by himself, the cursed dick-man was gentle at first, even though the ass was already loose and ripe for his cock.

But as the girly boy became used to being fuck, Johannus thrust harder and harder.

Even though he tried to hold back and prolong the moment, Heleno felt the familiar warm liquid pouring into his ass.

But Johannus didn’t pull his dick out. “Not enough!”

The dick that was becoming limp hardened.

Heleno felt the drool on the corner of his lips as he felt his pleasure hole being filled.

“I need more. More sexual energy. I need all you have to save Helena!”

Johannus moved his hips again.

The girly boy could feel the member reaching deeper.

Despite being more exhausted, the man attached to the dick was fucking him harder.

It’s not… only his… pleasure… he really wants… to save… grandma, Heleno realized with each thrust. With deep breaths, Heleno bit the pillow and placed both hands on the bed. I need to do everything I can to save grandma!

The next moment, he found the energy to move his hips and match the dick’s thrusts.

Even without seeing the face, he could tell Johannus was surprised.

But the response was the best possible; the cursed dick-man thrust even harder and faster.

Despite hating the feeling, the girly boy’s dick began to grow. But he didn’t care. He had to make Johannus cum.

Once again the seed poured into his ass. But Johannus kept thrusting.

He grabbed Heleno’s dick and stroked it.

“Ah!” the girly boy let out a girly moan.

That lovely voice seemed to entice the cursed dick-man.

The limp cock began to harden again. It wasn’t even at its biggest size, but it was enough to fuck the girly boy again.

“Fuck! You’re amazing, Helen!” Johannus shouted in a pleasured filled voice.

Despite hating, the girly boy felt his own dick throbbing as the transparent and surprisingly warm hand stroked it. Am I gonna cum… because of this…?

Then he remembered. Johannus gets more energy when his partner cums with him…

Helen focused on the dick thrashing his ass. Despite hating it, he knew if he moved his hips enough, Johannus would hit the prostate and make him cum regardless if he enjoyed it or not.

Gathering his strength, he moved his hips again.

Then he felt his pleasure spot being touched again and again by the tip of the dick.

“Ah! Ah!” the girly boy moaned without any restraint.

Johannus screamed in pleasure and poured his load in that ass.

And then Helen came too.

The girly boy fell on the bed with the transparent man on top of him. He was more exhausted than he had ever felt in his entire life. But when he turned around and saw Johannus’ expression, he knew it wasn’t enough.

With a weak nod, he pushed Johannus and rode the cock.

Again and again.

They both came. And fucked again. Without stopping.

After hours, the girly boy fainted from exhaustion…

When he woke, it was already morning.

Despite the aching in his ass, he looked around.

Johannus, on his original dick form, was back on the box.

Helen’s bed was a complete mess. The sheet was so stained it was easier to spot the places without cum. His ass was still overflowing. His body felt like it was hit by a truck and he hadn’t been reincarnated in another world.

Was… that enough… to save… grandma…?

Before he could ask Johannus, his cell phone rang. He tried to race to the device, but he fell. His legs and hips were aching too much for him to walk normally.

Fuck… It feels like I’m a newborn deer… Even so, the girly boy ignored the pain and dragged himself to the desk.

“Hello?”

Heleno almost cried when his mother told him his grandma was awake. She had a miraculous recovery and was completely cured.

“Johannus! She’s fine! Grandma is fine! She’ll be back home by the end of the week!” he shouted to the cursed dick-man who made it possible.

But he didn’t move at all.

“Johannus?” the girly boy asked in a low voice, poking the rubber cock to wake him.

There was a weak response as the dick raised the head towards him.

“I heard… that’s great,” he said in a low whisper, lying down again.

Heleno took Johannus out of the drawer and placed him on the desk. Then he bent over so his head was in the same height as the dick. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing… I just… had to use more… energy than I thought…” The dick panted. “I’m completely out…”

“Even with all that, it wasn’t enough…?”

“Don’t blame yourself… it was my fault… I didn’t realize Helena’s illness was so severe… she hid it from me…”

“What do you mean?” Helen held Johannus carefully with both hands. “Are you gonna be okay…?”

“Yeah…I’ll be fine… I just need to rest,” the cursed dick-man said, moving the foreskin in what looked like a smile.

The girly boy noticed right away. The dick he had pleasured for months was lying and hiding something from him.

“Johannus… was the energy you got from me enough to heal grandma?”

The cursed dick-man raised the tip towards the girly boy slowly, as if that was already hard enough for him. Then it lied on those delicate hands he was so used to.

“You had to ask that…” Johannus smiled. Then he coughed and oozed a bit of cum from the tip. “Even if we pleasured each other like last night every day, it would take about two weeks to gather all the energy…”

“So how did you…?” the girly boy didn’t finish the question. He somehow already knew the answer.

“I had to use my own energy,” the cursed dick-man said, not facing Heleno.

“Does that mean…?”

“Yes… the one I had been accumulating for over a decade…” Johannus became smaller, as if the room was too cold.

“But that… so you…” The girly boy’s eyes began to water. “How are you gonna free yourself from the curse and recover your body?”

The cursed dick-man let out a weak chuckle.

“I’ll have to restart from the beginning.”

“But…” Now the girly boy was crying. “How long will that take…?”

“A few decades… don’t worry. It’s gonna be faster than before. I mean, I already know a few things. And people are more open to this in this era. With any luck, it’ll take only thirty years,” Johannus said in an upbeat voice.

The girly boy knew that optimism was fake.

He doesn’t regret helping grandma, but the shock of losing all his energy was too much…

Heleno cleared the tears and smiled at the cursed cock.

“Don’t worry,” he said with a smile. “I’ll be your partner until you’re a human again.”

Despite complete lack of energy, the dick turned to him and smiled.

“Thank you, partner.”


Am I married to my childhood friend?

As Thomas entered the kitchen, he was blessed with a sight that would make many people happy.

There was a beautiful blond girl cooking breakfast for him. Her long hair tied in a ponytail swayed slightly as she hummed and prepared the food.

I know what you might be thinking, Thomas thought. I should consider myself the luckiest guy on earth for having such a beauty cooking for me, right?

But that’s not a girl. It’s my male childhood friend. Yes. Male. His name is Lineu, but since he’s so girly, everyone calls him Lin, even his family. Even now, when he dressed in a plain t-shirt and short shorts, it’s hard to see him as a guy…

When Thomas pulled the chair, Lin turned around and beamed at his childhood friend.

“Morning,” he greeted in a delightful voice.

“Morning,” Thomas said with a yawn.

“Breakfast will be done in a few minutes.”

“Thanks,” he said, forcing a smile to the blond beauty who handed him a mug with steaming coffee.

Despite his façade, on the inside, his heart was thumping louder.

Did he really have to expose his legs that much…? They’re so slim and delicate… he could be a model… and why they look so smooth? Why he shaves them?

He’s my oldest and closest friend, but how did I end up with this married life even though I’m single. And with a guy too…

A few weeks ago, Lin came to the capital and was looking for both a job and a place. Since Thomas’s roommate had just moved out, he invited his childhood friend right away.

I thought it’d be awesome… when we were kids, we talked about living together like this, but…

At first, it was just two childhood best friends living together. But one day, out of nowhere, Thomas entered the kitchen and saw Lin cooking breakfast. He said nothing, since he liked the meals. But then the blond girly boy began cooking every meal and also cleaning the place.

I told he didn’t have to, but he insisted, saying he liked keeping himself busy since he hadn’t found a job. But now he has a part-time job and is still cooking for me…

Thomas only smiled as Lin set the food on the table. But I shouldn’t complain. I get these delicious meals and a clean house… It’s just that… it feels like we’re married, minus the sex. We even go out to movies and parties from time to time…

We’re just hanging out as friends, like we used to. But then we come back to the same house… Ah, speaking of that.

“Hey, are the clothes ready for tomorrow?” Thomas asked as he waited for his childhood friend to sit so they could eat together.

“I think so. The dry cleaners said it should be ready today,” Lin said as he took off the apron and sat. Then he widened his eyes. “Ah, shoot. I can’t pick it up today because of the event at work. And it’s closed tomorrow…”

“I can pick it up on the way back from work.”

“Really? Wait, isn’t out of your way?”

“Yeah, but it’s no problem.”

“Thanks.” Lin beamed at him.

Dude, stop giving me that cute smile. I’m gonna have even more confused feelings, Thomas thought, focusing on his food.

“H-how’s the work with those brats?” he asked to change the subject. “I bet it’s tiresome dealing with so many snotty brats during summer vacation.”

“Don’t call them snotty…”

Thomas rolled his eyes, smiling. How many times did he complain about that?

“And the kids are too energetic… we still have trouble dealing with their extra energy… but it’s fun…”

Lin’s eyes lost the color for a second as he looked down at his plate with a strained smile.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s just that… some of the kids… and the parents too…” He blushed and played with his food. “They keep staring at me too much. Some thought that I was a girl who walked around and swam with my non-existing breasts exposed…”

Lin let out a dry and empty laugh.

Thomas said nothing, not meeting his friend’s eyes. There’s no way I can blame them… I remember when I started becoming interested in girls, I got awkward around you too, he thought, then he laughed nervously and sipped his coffee to mask his red cheeks.

“Who’d think you’re a girl?”

“I know, right? My boss keeps asking me to at least wear a girl’s swimsuit… she even brought a few of her old bikinis for me the other day…”

“I bet it’d look good on you,” Thomas said without thinking. When he realized what he had said, he blushed and focused on the rest of his food.

Lin pressed his lips. “You know I stopped cross-dressing…”

“After that night…?”

Lin’s face became a wild shade of red.

“Shut up! Stop reminding of that night! It was your fault anyway!”

“How was that my fault?”

“You said that you wanted to go to your cousin’s fifteen years old party with a date and begged me to cross-dress. It was one of the most embarrassing moments in my life. Wearing that dress, make-up and those heels… and then we even…” He pressed his lips, unable to finish the sentence.

Thomas averted his gaze, his face as red as Lin’s.

“It was one of the best times in my life,” he said before he could stop himself. “That was my first time…”

Oi, you Idiot! Why are you bringing that up? It’s only gonna make things even more awkward!

“So it was mine…”

They ate the rest of the food in silence, both men red and not meeting each other’s eyes.

“I’m off to work,” Thomas said after he finished the meal and brushed his teeth. He watched as his friend washed the dishes. He’s still mad that I mentioned our first kiss incident… “Do you wanna ride to work?”

“It’s out of your way,” Lin said bluntly.

“I don’t mind…”

Lin’s cheek went a shade of pink.

“Thanks,” the blond girly boy mumbled and went to brush his teeth.

That was awkward… but not as much as I imagined, Thomas thought after he left Lin at the club.

We should be just two childhood best friends who happen to live together… I don’t know why we have this married couple situation… not that’s bad… with my last roommate, we were barely friends. Only two people who lived under the same roof to save money.

But with the history between us… if not for that night, things wouldn’t be like this…

Shaking his head, Thomas tried to concentrate on his job. But programming wasn’t so easy when Lin kept popping into his mind. Along with the memory of the time they went to the party together…

***

Thomas stretched his fingers after the long workday was over. Time to go home… to my male wife, he thought, the smile forcing itself on his lips. Oh, yeah. Speaking of him, I promised I’d pick our clothes after work.

After he passed by the dried cleaner, he headed back the apartment.

“Lin, I’m home,” he said, closing the door.

“Tom!” a high-pitched voice came from the living room. “You’re home early!”

“Yeah. There was no traffic today and…” Before Thomas could say anything else, there was a loud thump.

“Ouch!”

“Are you okay?” He raced to the living room.

Lin was on the floor holding his leg with both hands.

From what Thomas could figure out, his friend had hit the shin on the coffee table and fell. Next to him was a bag opened and with his work clothes spread on the floor.

But Thomas barely registered any of that. He only had eyes for what his childhood friend was wearing. He couldn’t help but blush.

“W-why…” he had trouble asking why his friend was wearing a bikini.

Lin’s face became an alarming shade of red as he tried to cover his body as best he could. But it made no difference.

Thomas could still gawk at the two-piece frilly red string bikini. Fuck… he looks so cute… even sexier than when he was younger… how can he get even sexier as he gets older…?

“This isn’t what you think…” Lin pressed his lips, his eyes watery. The next second, he dropped his shoulders in defeat. “A lot happened at work today…”

Divided between his urge to help his childhood friend and use the cute sight for other purposes he would never tell anyone, Thomas offered his hand. As he helped, he made sure he looked at anywhere but the bikini.

Lin stood up, his face even redder as he tried to hide the bikini. One arm covered his chest and the other hand rested on top of his crotch.

Fuck… even the bulge looks cute, Thomas couldn’t help but think.

How the fuck did you end wearing that sexy bikini? He wanted to ask. “D-do tell me what happened,” Thomas said instead, trying his best not to blush.

“When we asked what the kids wanted as the free activity. They chose painting today,” Lin explained, the embarrassment in his voice all the time. He couldn’t look his childhood friend in the eyes. “Everyone was having fun. Even we joined in… then things went great until one kid went to bring some paint for his friend and tripped…”

“I can see where this is going,” Thomas said, tried his best to hold the smile. But failed miserably.

Despite his red cheeks, Lin flashed a tiny smile.

“Yeah… I got an unexpected shower…”

“But how did you end up in that sexy bikini?”

“The guy in charge of the pool today call in sick. And only people with lifeguard training can do that…” Lin let out a hollow laugh. “But that’s not all. To add to my amazing bad luck, there was no men’s swimsuit at the shop…”

For his childhood friend, Thomas tried his best to hold his urge to laugh. But he failed.

“Don’t laugh! It’s not funny! Do you have any idea how embarrassing was to wear this all day?” Lin got madder and madder as Thomas bent his knees and had trouble to breathe due to his laugh.

“You’ve always had a bad luck… But to think it was this much…”

“Shut up! One of the single dads even asked me out when he came to pick up his kid!”

Thomas couldn’t keep standing and fell on the couch. “Stop… you’re… killing me,” he managed to say between laughs.

It took a while for him to finally stop laughing.

Lin’s cheeks were back to normal by that time. All the cross-dressing man did was stared at his friend with his face mortified. “Are you satisfied now?”

“Yeah… thanks for the laugh,” Thomas said, cleaning the tears on the corner of his eyes. “I just can’t believe how much bad luck you have… it’s like, ever since we were kids, some force of the universe made you cross-dress.”

“Don’t mention…” Lin dropped his shoulders and lied with his face down on the couch, his feet on his childhood friend. Then he glared at Thomas. “One of those forces is you!”

“Me?”

“Yeah, you. Remember that carnival?”

Thomas stopped to think for a moment.

“Y-yeah, but that wasn’t my fault. In fact—”

“And the pool party?” Lin interrupted him, standing up.

“Wait a second. There’s no way you can blame me for that! It was you who brought the wrong swimsuit!”

“Oh, yes, I can. If you hadn’t rushed me, I’d never grabbed my sister’s swimsuit.”

“You didn’t have to wear it!”

“I wanted to swim with everyone!” Lin shouted. “How about my outfit for the school play?”

“It was your fault! I messed up the measurements because you kept talking to me the whole time!”

“Thanks to you getting the sizes wrong,” Lin made air quotes, “I ended up playing the princess! In front of the whole school! And you even said I should wear panties that day!”

“And everyone praised your performance,” Thomas said defensively. “The art teacher even asked you to take more girl roles!”

“Why are you making it sound like it was a good thing?”

“It wasn’t?” Thomas asked with an innocent voice. “Then why did you accept all those roles?”

Lin closed his fists and took a deep breath. Then he exhaled slowly. The next moment, he flashed his angry smile.

“The force of the universe who keeps making me cross-dress is you. Let’s just settle at that.” He got out of the couch and took the clothes. “Let me put these away. I don’t wanna them creasing for tomorrow.”

Lin was almost out of the living room. But he halted in the hallway, staring at the clothes. “Thomas?”

“What?”

“Did you by, any chance, check the receipt of the dry cleaners?” Lin asked in a strangely strained voice, as if holding back his rage.

“Of course not,” Thomas said. Then he remembered. Oh crap…

Lin walked towards him with the angry smile Thomas feared ever since he could remember.

“Then why did you bring me a dress?” he shouted, waving a short dark blue dress at his friend’s face.

“Oh, crap! But I… I did check the number… only my,” he added in a low voice, averting his eyes.

Despite Lin’s rage, once again Thomas was overtaken by the urge to laugh off the situation.

Once again he failed.

The man in the bikini punched him in the arm. “Don’t laugh, you idiot! What am I supposed to do with this dress?”

“I’m sorry! How about if I go there tomorrow and get your suit?”

“They’re closed tomorrow. That’s why we had to pick up today,” Lin said through gritted teeth.

“Oh yeah… you mentioned that,” Thomas said, scratching his cheek. “That’s a problem…”

“For me! So stop smiling and do something!”

“Okay, okay.” Thomas pulled his phone from the pocket and got his car keys. “I’ll call the dry cleaners and see if your suit is still there.”

Under Lin’s intense glare, Thomas turned around and made the call. He’s so mad… but he’d look great in that dress…but it’s best if I don’t tell him that.

The dry cleaners picked up almost right away. As he explained the situation, he couldn’t help but murmur and nod.

“I see… Okay, thanks,” he said before hanging up.

“Well?” Lin came to his side, looking at him with his eyes full of hope.

Thomas had trouble meeting those eyes.

“Well… the good news is that I did pick the right number,” he announced with a huge smile, pointing his finger at Lin. “So it wasn’t my fault, it was the dry cleaners who screwed up. You can’t say I’m the force behind you cross-dressing this time.”

“I don’t wanna hear that now!” Lin grabbed the finger. “How about my damned suit?”

“Ah, about that… well… you see… they mixed the tags of the dress and your suit… the dry cleaners realized the mistake after I picked the dress, so they call the guy who picked up your suit but he said he didn’t want the dress anymore. Something about his cheating wife walking around naked. So he said whoever got her dress could keep it.”

Lin stared at Thomas in disbelief.

“Aren’t we lucky? That dress is more expensive than your suit. We get to keep both,” he joked to break the tense mood, but it had the opposite effect. It was the same as lighting up a fuse.

“Lucky my ass!” Lin shouted “I don’t wanna keep the dress. I want my suit!”

“Ah, about that… well… you see… the owner of the dress said he’ll drop the suit at the dry cleaners on Monday…”

“That doesn’t help me for tomorrow…” Lin groaned, messing his long beautiful blond hair.

Thomas kept quiet, struggling to suggest the most obvious, and the best option for him. He might flip when I say this, he thought, discreetly putting some distance between them.

“You know… You could wear the dress,” he suggested in a low voice.

Lin narrowed glared at him.

“See? The force of nature who keeps pushing me into girl’s clothes is you!” he said, pointing a slender finger at Thomas, not holding back his anger this time.

“Oh, c’mon. Don’t look at me like that. What’s done is done. And you can’t blame me this time,” he said, holding his urge to laugh. Laughing isn’t gonna put him in that dress… and I really wanna see that… “Let’s focus on the more pressing matter, like the party tomorrow. Or you don’t wanna go anymore?”

Lin took a deep breath and then sighed loudly, sinking his face on both hands.

“Of course I wanna go… Actually, I have to go… there’s no way my family would let me skip my niece’s fifteen years old party because I don’t have a suit… and my niece’s been talking about this party ever since she turned fourteen…”

“So… we’re still going…” Thomas risked.

“But I don’t wanna go to this kind of party wearing a dress… not again…”

“I-if you wanna go, we should. It’s not like people aren’t used to seeing you dressed a girl,” he mumbled, averting his eyes. In fact, I’m the one most affected by this. That bikini you’re wearing right now is too much… stimulant, he thought, shifting his hard dick a little.

“Hearing that doesn’t make me happy,” Lin mumbled. Then he twirled a lock of his hair with a finger, his cheeks red. “And I don’t even have shoes or makeup or anything!”

Fuck, dude! You’re not allowed to act this cute wearing that!

“I’ll ask my sister. You’re about the same size… I think…”

Lin took a deep breath and then turned to the dress on the coffee table. “I don’t think this dress fits me.”

Thomas gulped. Yes… now we’re talking.

“W-why don’t you try it on… right now,” he stuttered, his face getting warmer. Wait, why am I trying to make him cross-dress? I already have enough mixed feelings as it is!

Lin stared at his childhood friend for a while. Then at the dress. Finally he took the clothes and went to the bathroom.

Thomas stood where he was, pressing his lips. Is he wearing or not…? And why isn’t he changing in front of me? How many times did I see him change?

Wait, why do I wanna see it that badly? It’s not like I haven’t seen him in a dress… in fact, one of the best memory in my life is with Lin wearing a dress…

Almost ten years ago, when the girls not so kindly refused his invite for the first fifteen years old party their class would have, Thomas turned to his friend. After a lot of convincing, Lin accepted. With his mother approval, I might add, he thought, remembering how the woman was thrilled to dress up one of her kids. Lin’s sisters weren’t interested in such things.

Then, at that party, Thomas had his first kiss. After they shared a dance, they decided to drink alcohol for the first time. After a few more dances and drink, they kissed. And not only that. Despite the awkwardness, they kissed a lot.

And then we went home before everybody… when we found the house empty, we continued what we had left, Thomas remembered, his face much warmer and his dick much harder.

Lin opened the door only enough for his head.

“I-I’m back…”

Thomas couldn’t tell if his friend was wearing the dress or not.

“H-hey… and the d-dress…?” he asked, trying to keep casual.

Lin blushed and averted his eyes. “It looks a little weird,” he mumbled.

“L-let me see…” Stop stuttering, you idiot!

Pressing his lips, which made him look even cuter, Lin opened the rest of the door.

The dark blue short dress looked amazing on him.

With the folds near the chest area, it hid the fact that he had nothing there. The hem was above the knee, with no worry about showing anything that normally shouldn’t be there. And the bareback was too erotic with Lin’s slightly dark skin.

With his long legs, the girly boy looked like a gorgeous model that any guy would dream to fuck at least once in their lives.

Thomas gulped, his face becoming an alarming shade of red. “I-it looks good,” he said in a high pitched voice.

Lin flashed a shy smile as he straightened his hair. “Thanks…”

“D-don’t you think you’re lucky? I mean, you already shaved your legs… you won’t have trouble wearing this…”

“Yeah… I’m so lucky right now I’m gonna bet on the lotto…”

“Oh, c’mon, don’t be like that. You look great.”

“Then why aren’t you looking at me?”

“What are you talking? I am looking at you…believe me…”

Lin shortened the distance between them. “Look me in the eyes,” he said in a firmer voice.

Fuck… even though he hasn’t showered yet, he smells nice… Thomas forced himself to look the guy he shared his first kiss and other firsts. Why did I have to remember that day today?

“Y-you look great… so great it makes me feel weird,” he admitted, his dick throbbing. “Just like that night…”

Lin averted his eyes. But a second later, he was glancing back at his best friend through the corner of his eyes.

Thomas felt his heart thumping louder. Ah, crap… it’s just like that time when we kissed… there’s was a mood like this and then… I don’t even remember who initiated… we both sort of leaned at the same time when we realized what the other was doing…

He kept looking at Lin. He couldn’t take his eyes off his girly childhood friend even if he wanted. Ah, damn it… If I don’t do something, I’m gonna end up losing control of myself, Thomas knew. But despite what was in his mind, he never tried to do something.

The next second, Lin’s face was getting closer. Wait, what’s he doing? Wait! What am I doing?

Lin wasn’t the one who was leaning forward. It was him. But then the cross-dressing boy did the same. Dude! Do you wanna kiss me? Do something!

And Lin did.

He closed his eyes.

Not that! If you do that, I’m…

With that cute, blushing, and alluring face inches away from his, Thomas couldn’t think of a reason to refuse.

And then their lips met, just like ten years ago.

But unlike that time, they were both more experience.

Before he knew it, Thomas had his arms around Lin, kissing the cross-dressing boy with such passion he never knew he had.

And he wasn’t the only one.

Lin put a hand on Thomas’s back and grabbed the shirt, as if he wanted to rip those annoying clothes that were keeping him apart from his best friend’s bare skin.

Thomas’s mind couldn’t think of anything. There was only Lin, the kiss, and their pent-up sexual tension that was bottled up for ten years.

He brought his childhood friend wearing a dress to the couch without stopping their kiss. He didn’t want to part their lips unless to use their mouths for something else. But before Thomas could lie on top, Lin pushed him and sat on top instead.

With wild eyes, the cross-dressing boy ripped the shirt, the buttons flying everywhere.

He looked at that chest and at that belly he had seen so many times. And just like ten years ago, he kissed and licked it.

As his tongue moved, without warning, Lin bit Thomas.

“Ouch,” the man said, but it made no difference. Lin had lost his mind too. And this time without the booze.

But to Thomas’s surprise, as he was nibbled and bitten here and there, he felt his dick throbbing more than ever. Am I a masochist?

… And Lin’s a sadist, he thought when he felt a bulge pressing against him. That’s a new side of him I never imagined…

Overtaken by the excitement, Thomas grabbed Lin by the shoulders and pushed him. He looked into his best friend’s eyes and pulled him for a passionate kiss.

When they were about to part their lips, Lin didn’t want and kept biting Thomas’s lower lip delicately.

Then Lin moved back to Thomas’s chest. He licked and moved down until he unbuckled the belt and pulled down the pants, freeing the hard dick.

The thought crossed Thomas’s mind and he flinched, covering his cock out of reflex. “Wait! Don’t bite my dick!”

Lin showed a wicked and sly smile, one that Thomas had never seen. Since when he could make that face? I never knew!

“Don’t worry. I won’t… if you behave…”

Thomas said nothing as Lin put his dick in the mouth.

Just like ten years ago, the cross-dressing boy sucked the manhood as if it would satisfy his longing. Thomas’s eyes lost its focus.

Holy… shit… It’s not the first time he sucks my dick… but it feels totally different from back then!

Before he knew it, Thomas grabbed the back to Lin’s head. “Yes… yes!” he shouted, completely lost in the blowjob.

Thomas felt the inside of his friend’s mouth with his dick for the second time in his life. He could feel the creases; he could feel the back of the throat. Holy shit… this is too fucking good!

Why the fuck didn’t we keep doing this since the first time?

Despite his anger for wasting years without this kind of BJ, he was reaching his limit. No, damn it! I need to… I need to think of something else!

But all he could think was Lin. Their first kiss. The first time they pretended to be a couple at a party. When Lin was forced to be a flower girl in a wedding and they shared a dance for the first time. When they lost their virginity with each other. How they made each other better whenever one was feeling down.

Fuck… I’m totally in love with him, Thomas realized as he let his load inside his friend’s mouth.

Ah, crap!

“Sorry for not warning,” he said, his face red from shame. “I was too into…”

Lin didn’t seem angry as the semen filled his mouth.

He stared at Thomas and opened his mouth, showing the white fluid. He brought his hand closer and smeared two fingers with the seed.

Under the incredulous expression of Thomas, Lin brought the dripping fingers to his ass and shoved them inside his butt without hesitating

The girly boy’s face became red as he massaged his own butt. But even so, he never stopped looking at Thomas, who was completely frozen, except for the dick.

After a few moments, Lin took his fingers from his ass with a wet sound, drank the left-over semen and sat on Thomas’s once again hard dick.

Slowly, the tip entered. His cock pushed the muscles apart and then the rest of the member was inside the cross-dressing boy’s ass.

It’s tight, Thomas thought. And that was the only thing he could think.

Suddenly Lin took off the dress.

He was wearing the bikini underneath it?

But that wasn’t all the surprises. There was a growing bulge between Lin’s legs. As he began to move up and down slowly, his dick became too big for the bikini.

Thomas wasn’t repulsed by it at all. He had seen that cock so many times it was rather cute now.

But he had no time to think of anything when Lin began moving his body a bit faster.

Thomas couldn’t stop wincing. He could feel the insides of his childhood friend’s ass. Whenever Lin moved, he felt the muscles pressing against his cock. As if it was trying to swallow his dick. And the sensation was amazing.

I never knew sex could be this good!

With his mind blank, Thomas moved his hips to match Lin’s.

That only added to their pleasure.

Lin’s face was red and completely indulged in the pleasure of the dick inside his ass.

His breathing was irregular. He sweated so much it soaked his bikini. Even so, he didn’t stop moving up and down.

Fuck! I’m on my limit again, Thomas thought, biting his lips and smashing his closed fists on the couch.

But he could do nothing to stop his pleasure, filling Lin’s ass with his seed.

And he wasn’t the only one. Lin’s semen poured out of his dick, seaming the bikini and Thomas’s belly.

But he didn’t dislike that. Fuck… I’m more perverted than I thought… Despite what was on his mind, he couldn’t stop smiling.

Lin panted. He looked at Thomas with unfocused eyes. But he too was smiling.

As Thomas looked at that face he had known almost his entire life, he realized.

“Marry me,” he proposed, completely serious.

Lin looked at him with a puzzled expression, as if he didn’t understand the words he just heard.

It took a while, but the comprehension finally hit him.

“A-are you drunk just like last time?”

“No. My mind’s never been this clear. I know you my whole life. I don’t want to even think about spending the rest without you,” he said, staring Lin in the eyes. “I wanna be your husband. I wanna be with you for the rest of my life.”

Lin’s face became an alarming shade of red. But it wasn’t the same from when he lost control of himself to the pleasure.

It was an embarrassed red.

Lin covered his face with both hands.

A moment later, he looked at Thomas through the gap of his fingers.

“Yes,” he mumbled.

Thomas smiled and pulled Lin to hug his childhood friend and future wife.

Then he managed to switch places with his lover, making sure the cross-dressing fiancé was on his sides.

Thomas put Lin’s legs in a 90-degree angle.

When he looked at that hole dripping with his seed, his dick hardened.

With a lewd inviting face from his future wife, Thomas put his dick inside that pleasure hole again.

As he thrust hard and fast, Lin’s head bumped against the arm of the couch. But instead of complaining, he just showed a lewd and sexy expression.

Holy crap! How many more expressions is he keeping from me?

The idea of wanting to see them all only drove Thomas to thrust harder.

When they lost their virginity together, he could only do it once. It didn’t help that the booze wore off.

But now I’m gonna make up for that. I’m gonna show Lin how much I’ve improved. Just like he showed me things I never knew about him, I’ll show him too!

Even after cumming for the third time, Thomas wanted more.

Lin was the same.

But their bodies were too exhausted for that.

“No need to rush.” The cross-dressing fiancé pulled Thomas for a kiss. “We got the rest of our lives to fuck,” Lin said with a huge smile.

Thomas felt his heart thumping louder.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”


Childhood friend wins

We do this so much it’s normal now, the girly boy thought as his childhood friend thrust the dick into his ass.

“Don’t hold back… do as hard as you want… as usual,” Kali said in a panted voice, pressing his lips.

Instants after he spoke, he felt Igor moving faster, the dick going in and out of his pleasure hole. It’s like he’s an animal in heat…

Kali could feel the warm and sweaty body rubbing against his back, their balls touching with each thrust. It’s like he’s trying to thrust his dick through my body…

The next moment, he felt the cock that filled his ass throbbing and knew; Igor was about to cum.

I told this idiot not to cum in my ass. It’s a pain to clean everything later… But he never listens, Kali complained in his head. If he at least used a condom… but no, his dick is too sensitive for that. And yet he has no problem using my ass as cum toilet…

Fuck, there it goes, the girly boy thought as the load filled his pleasure hole.

Igor stopped moving after he came. Then he fell on top of Kali, both men panting. When he recovered enough strength, he pulled his dick out of his childhood friend’s ass, turned the girly boy around and kissed him.

He always does this after sex… I get that he likes fucking my ass, but kissing a guy isn’t too gay? We sort agreed to the sex, but kissing feels weird…

Despite what was in his head, Kali didn’t push his childhood friend away. I’m doing this for him anyway… ever since that day…

It was a normal and boring day. Kali had nothing better to do and went to Igor’s house to kill some time. But what he found was his childhood friend desolated. When the girly boy looked into those red and swollen eyes, he knew at once. His girlfriend broke up with him…

Kali said nothing. All he did was sit next to his friend and let him cry until there were no more tears.

After a long time, Igor didn’t feel so crappy and explained the situation. His girlfriend hadn’t just broken up with him; she had cheated with two guys. At the same time. The worse was that he had caught them on bed.

Kali already disliked her; now he hated her.

Is there a way I can cheer him up…?

The girly childhood friend knew the usual stuff they did were no good. Playing games, watching movies, reading manga, or just hang out… Nowhere near good enough to make him forget that bitch even for a little while…

He thought and thought as his childhood friend cried. The best solution is to make him laugh… And I just know how… Kali blushed.

With a lot of insistence, the girly boy managed to convince Igor to get out of that room. He dragged his childhood friend to his house and made him wait in the bedroom.

Can’t believe I’m gonna do this, the girly boy thought, standing on the other side of the door. Thank goodness no one’s home right now. I’d die of embarrassment if anyone other than Igor saw me like this… Actually, I don’t want even him to see me like this…

After preparing his heart, he straightened his skirt, fixed the pantie that was digging into his ass and took a deep breath. Then he opened the door to his own room.

Igor was lying on the bed burying his face on the pillow.

The girly boy got close and poked him. “Hey.”

It took a couple more pokes, but Igor finally looked at him. His eyes were desolated again. But a second later, his face lit with a smile. Then he was laughing and crying at the same time.

“What the hell are you wearing?” he managed to ask before laughing even louder.

The girly boy pressed his lips as Igor laughed. I’m doing this for him… I’m wearing this humiliating outfit again for him, he told himself to withstand the embarrassment.

Kali was dressed as a cheerleader. A pleated red mini skirt, black pantyhose, a skimpy top that pretty much only covered his non-existing chest and pompons. His hair was tied in a ponytail at the back of his head, which was Igor’s favorite hairstyle.

The first time the girly boy wore that outfit was during carnival. They went with their friends and everybody cross-dressed. The problem was that, while Igor and the others looked ridiculous, what you would expect from most cross-dressing men, Kali looked too cute.

Everyone blushed and made things more embarrassing. Only Igor laughed his ass off when he saw, saying even though Kali looked feminine enough, he never expected the girly boy to look better than most women around them.

It took a long while, but Igor finally stopped laughing. He cleaned the tears on the corner of his eyes as his breathing returned to normal.

“Thanks for this, man. I needed a good laugh,” he said, flashing a true smile.

Despite his embarrassment and mixed feeling, Kali was satisfied with the results.

“You’re welcome,” he said in a strained voice. What he didn’t expect was the way Igor kept glancing at him. Unconsciously, he covered his exposed belly button and his crotch with the pompons. “W-what…?”

“It’s just that, now that I look at you dressed in that again, I realize that you’re really cute,” Igor said, not bothered by his own comment.

Kali couldn’t help but blush.

“Hearing that I look cute in this doesn’t make me happy,” he lied, not meeting his childhood friend’s eyes.

“I’m just telling the truth.” Igor shrugged.

“Yeah, well… shut up. This is already embarrassing enough. Especially…” Kali raised his skirt, revealing the erotic black pantie he wore. “It was the only one that fitted me… my sister’s gonna kill me…”

For the first time, Igor blushed. He raised both hands to block the sight. At the same time, he closed his eyes and turned his head away. “Dude! What are you showing me?”

Despite his words, in the next second, he was looking at the girly boy’s panties through the gap between his fingers. Then he shut his eyes again.

It took a moment for Kali to realize. Then he flashed a sly smile.

“It’s just some underwear, man. You shouldn’t be embarrassed. There’s a dick underneath.”

Even so, Igor refused to look again.

That only made Kali’s smile grow. Oh, crap… this is too much fun…

“Look,” he said in a more commanding voice.

Igor hesitated but obeyed. He opened his eyes slowly, glancing at the bulge hesitantly.

“See? It’s just a dick covered in an erotic pantie and a pantyhose. A dick you’ve seen before when we were kids.”

“Don’t remind me…”

Despite his amusement, Kali noticed the bulge on Igor’s pants. Now way… for real? He got a boner after seeing me in lingerie?

“Why? Because of this?” The girly boy stepped on the bulge between his childhood friend’s legs.

Igor winced and had no reaction.

“Holy crap… it’s already this hard… because of me…”  Before Kali could stop the impulse, he began rubbing the dick with his foot.

Igor pressed his lips and looked down.

What the hell am I doing…?

Even so, Kali didn’t stop the impulse. In fact, he let it take over.

The next moment, the girly boy freed the dick from those annoying clothes and rubbed the tip with the fabric of the black pantyhose between the toes.

The cock twitched and trembled. The tip oozed with pre-cum.

Igor groaned, but Kali didn’t stop. Crap… look at his face… this is too funny!

The hard dick began throbbing. A few seconds later, Igor came. His face stopped wincing, but his cheeks were too red. He didn’t look up at his girly childhood friend.

Kali, on the other hand, was focused on the white sticky cum dripping from his toe.

“So much…” When he realized the reason, all his amusement went away. “You were saving yourself for today, weren’t you?” he asked in a serious and low voice.

Igor nodded, completely dejected.

Oh shit… it’d be his first time… How much bad luck he has to walk on his girlfriend cheating on him with two guys on the day he hoped to lose his virginity?

And here I am teasing him and his unused dick…

“Do you wanna do it with me?” Kali offered after a while.

Igor stared at him, his face filled with disbelief.

“Dude… what the hell are you saying…?”

“I just wanna help you. I don’t like seeing you depressed like this…” Kali shrugged. “It really bums be too… more than I expected…”

“Dude… you’re offering to have sex with me…” Then the light of comprehension filled his face. “So you are gay… everyone always said that you were because of your girly looks…”

“Fuck you, dude. I’m not gay. And I don’t think having sex with another guy just once makes someone gay. Just think of a bro helping his childhood bro.”

“You’re crazy… offering your ass to me…” Igor shook his head. “Or do you actually wanna fuck my ass?”

Kali wasn’t paying attention to his friend’s rambles anymore. His eyes were focused a bit lower, on his friend’s limp dick.

Watching the cock’s reaction, the girly boy suddenly raised his skirt again, giving Igor another full panty shot.

It was so fast the childhood friend had no reaction. Due to the shock, he stared at the bulge intently, his face an alarming shade of red.

And his dick reacted.

“You say I’m gay for offering to help you lose that persistent virginity of yours, but you’re the one who’s getting a boner for a cute guy wearing panty and pantyhose.”

With great effort, Igor raised his neck to stare Kali in the eyes.

The girly boy stared back with his skirt still raised, a sly smile on his lips.

What’s he gonna do?

Before Kali could react, Igor placed his feet between the girly boy’s legs and struck the back of the knees at the same time.

When Kali lost his balance and fell on top of him, the childhood friend kissed him.

The cross-dressing boy kissed him back, using his tongue to increase the pleasure.

When they parted their lips, Kali flashed the sly smile again.

“I only said I’d let you fuck my ass,” he said in an entertained voice, placing his arms around Igor’s neck. “I never said anything about kissing.”

“Shut up,” he mumbled, kissing him again.

As they kissed, Igor pushed his friend against the bed and pulled something from his pocket.

“Why do you have lube?” Kali asked, mildly surprised.

Igor blushed and averted his eyes. “I thought my ex would be interested…”

“You’re a virgin, and yet was already planning to have anal sex…” Kali chuckled as he shook his head.

“Turns out, she was interested in anal sex… but not with me…”

Kali showed a sad smiled as he stared at the face that got more dejected by the seconds.

“Well, at least this won’t go to waste now,” he said, climbing on the bed and lifting his hips.

Igor said nothing for a while.

Even without seeing, the girly boy could tell his friend was too nervous.

But even so, despite the trembling hands, Igor pulled down the pantyhose and the black silk pantie.

I bet his face looks like a tomato, Kali thought, holding back a laugh.

But when a foreign thin, long, and slippery something entered his ass, the urge to smile vanished at once.

I offered to take his virginity out of pity, but I didn’t think this through…

Igor’s gonna put his dick into my ass… Igor’s gonna cum in my ass…

Even with the mixed feelings for his sudden and spontaneous offer, Kali never thought of taking his words back.

Because I’m a man and real men keep their words. I’ll take Igor’s virginity like I offered! My ass can take a dick once!

Despite his determination, he winced and blushed as the second finger went in his ass, massaging and spreading the lube everywhere.

The second finger went in so easily… It’s not so bad… but it’s weird… especially when he spread his fingers apart like that…I can feel a cold breeze inside my asshole…

I know he’s not doing but it feels like he’s blowing into my ass…

The thought only made Kali blush even more.

But that wasn’t the only reaction. His dick began to twitch and grow.

Wait… for real? Am I getting a boner because of an anal massage?

But before he could be sure, sooner than he wished, Igor pulled his fingers with a wet sound.

Oh, crap…

A moment later, Igor placed both hands on Kali’s hips.

Oh, crap… oh, crap…

Even so, the girly boy raised the hips a little more to make it easier for his friend to thrust his dick in the ass.

Kali made sure to close his eyes as he braced himself.

But it was a mistake. His dick only twitched more.

With my eyes closed, everything seems so erotic… he could be doing anything back there… putting anything he wanted into my ass…

I’d never know the difference since I’m an ass virgin…

The idea and the anticipation only made his ass throb.

Oh, fuck… hurry up and fuck me, Igor… I can’t stand anymore… let’s get this over already…

Take my ass virginity and let’s get it over already.

The next moment, he felt something pressing against the entrance of his ass.

That’s just the tip… Kali felt his knees shaking.

Just hurry up…

The next moment, Igor thrust his hips a little and the dick entered the pleasure and virgin hole.

It’s so thick… and warm… and throbbing…

I know he put lube, but even so, his cock’s going in so easy…

Igor pulled the dick out. Then he pushed it back in. Then out. And in.

For a virgin, he’s not so bad… or maybe I don’t know enough about anal sex… I’ve never done it like this…

Kali squirmed and bit the pillow as the dick went in deeper and deeper in his tight ass.

Fuck… it’s not so bad… it hurts, but not as much as I thought…

Even with the pain, the pleasure was better. His hard dick was proof of that.

I’m getting hard with his cock in my ass…

But I’m not gay… I mean, it’s normal to get a boner with this… something about hitting the prostate or something…

Yeah, I’m not gay just because I’m enjoying a dick in my ass.

And neither is Igor…

We’re just two childhood friends having sex. That’s all.

But as he reasoned out with himself, everything changed.

Igor began losing his mind, thrusting harder and faster. His cock was going so deep it was touching Kali’s pleasure spot.

Fuck!

Why does a virgin like him has a cock this good?? If I had something that big and thick, I’d fuck so many girls…

Kali bit the pillow harder to avoid the moan that was begging to escape his red and delicate lips.

If I moan, it makes this gay.

“I’m cumming!” Igor shouted after a while.

“Nhm… hold it… I’m almost there too…” Kali said in a strained voice. What the hell am I saying…? Should I want this to end as fast as possible?

“I can’t! Your ass is too tight! It’s squeezing all the cum out of my dick!”

The next moment, Kali felt the load filling his ass. Then Igor stopped moving.

“Damn it, man… at least pull it out first… and I didn’t even cum… It’s not polite to cum before your partner, you know?”

After the dick was out, the semen leaked out of the ass.

“Sorry… and thanks… Kali,” the ex-virgin said, lying next to the girly boy completely exhausted.

Kali wanted to be mad. He offered his ass and didn’t even cum. But when he saw his friend’s satisfied face, he couldn’t feel anger.

“Yeah… whenever you’re having girl trouble, you can count on me!” he said with a smile.

“It was just this once… I’m not gay,” Igor said, panting and smiling.

Despite those words, the girly boy never expected his ass would have a dick trashing inside so many times.

At first, Igor said nothing, even though he clearly wanted to have sex again. But at least he tried to come up with an excuse, however lame it was.

“You asked a girl out and she laughed at you?” Kali couldn’t hide his surprise when his friend told him while they were playing games.

Igor nodded, looking dejected, dropping the controller. Then he glanced hopefully at his childhood friend.

The girly boy took one look at that sad face and sighed.

“Wait here.”

Kali went to the bathroom. He came back wearing yoga pants, a sports bra and his hair tied in short twin tails.

“Where did you get that?” Igor asked, his mouth hanging open as he stared at his cross-dressing friend.

“Do you wanna ask questions or you wanna feel better?”

Igor said nothing, taking off his clothes.

The next moment, he pulled the flask from his pocket and was lubing up his childhood friend’s ass. Then he pushed the girly boy against the desk and fucked that tight and not-so-virgin-anymore ass.

It’s only the second time we fuck, but he’s getting better… or better yet, he’s not letting his anxiety make him rush.

But just like their first time, Kali didn’t cum.

Guess it’s alright… I mean, I’m not gay… I’m just letting him use my ass to forget his troubles with girls… I shouldn’t enjoy…

As time passed, Igor’s excuse became more and more half-assed.

“You’re watching a porn and couldn’t cum no matter how much you masturbated?”

“Yeah… And now I’m stuck with this boner,” he said, showing his bulge. “My balls are blue…”

Kali sighed, shook his head, got on his knees, and sucked Igor’s throbbing cock.

Wonder how many straight guys can say they’re good at sucking dicks…? Or know the taste of cum…?

He stopped wondering as his mouth filled with semen.

But Igor didn’t seem satisfied with cumming once.

“Fine… I got some time before class…”

Kali didn’t even cross-dress. He just put on a skirt and took off his underwear.

Even so, it was enough for Igor to fuck him so much the girly boy’s legs were too weak for him to go to class.

By the tenth time, Igor stopped coming up with an excuse.

“You just wanna have sex?” They were playing video game Friday night when Igor said out of the blue. “Only if you beat me.”

Igor won and the console was still warm when Kali put on a pink laced panty the childhood friend had bought and spread his legs to receive the now familiar dick.

When did he buy this underwear? He’s becoming gay… guess my ass is too good, he thought as Igor thrust harder. But I’m not good either… I’m letting have his way with my ass… if this goes on, my butthole’s gonna have the shape of his dick…

Their strange situation as childhood friends with benefits went on for weeks. But everything became more intense when Kali told he hadn’t cum once all that time.

Igor seemed to take the news as a personal offense and a challenge to his manhood.

The same night Kali had told him about that, Igor came to his room.

“What…? You were studying anal sex…?” the girly boy asked, having a hard trouble believing his friend.

“I have… Let’s have sex now. I’m gonna make you cum!” he announced filled with confidence.

Kali felt strange. But above that, he felt intrigued. I’ve never seen him so determined…

“Fine. Let’s see what you got. But you’re a slow learner ever since you’re a kid. I doubt you can make me cum with one lesson.”

Kali changed into a one-piece swimsuit and came back to the room. Before he had time to lean over the desk, Igor pulled him closer for a kiss.

He got better at this too, the girly boy thought as slipped the tongue inside his childhood friend’s mouth.

Then, without parting their lips, Igor slipped a hand inside Kali’s swimsuit. The next moment, his finger slid inside the now familiar ass.

The girly boy smiled in his head. I knew he couldn’t resist going for my ass. He said he studied, but it’s the same thing.

Igor led Kali to the bed. When the ass was all lubed up and ready for his cock, he pulled his fingers and stroked the dick.

“Wait…!” Kali shouted in surprise. He’s never touched my dick! And his slippery hand feels good!

Igor ignored him, stroking the dick even faster.

Without stopping his hand, he kissed Kali’s neck. Then moved down the chest and the belly.

Then, for the first time, Igor put Kali’s cock in his mouth.

The girly boy widened his eyes, his face an alarming shade of red.

And his embarrassment only grew as his dick became bigger inside his childhood friend’s mouth.

Despite the tongue movement and how one hand rubbed the shaft and the other played with his balls, the girly boy didn’t feel close to cumming.

My dick’s hard, but there’s something missing…

When he realized he couldn’t make it ejaculate with his mouth alone, Igor took the dick out.

Kali was about to turn around, but his childhood friend didn’t let him.

“Let’s do it face to face!” he said with a wild look

“What…? But we’ve never done it facing each other… it makes this even gayer…”

“I wanna see your face as we fuck for the last time.”

“What? Last time…?”

“A girl confessed to me today,” Igor explained in a serious face. “I’m gonna say yes to her. So today’s the last time we’re gonna fuck.”

Kali felt a pang in his heart.

“For real…?”

“Why do you sound so disappointed? I thought you hated letting me fuck your ass.”

“I do… but it’s so sudden… and you’re talking like it’s not your fault…”

“That’s why I’m gonna make you cum as a present for taking my virginity.”

The girly boy said nothing as he averted his gaze and opened his legs.

He didn’t know why, but he was on the verge of crying.

He’s a jerk… I can’t believe a girl confessed to him… and he’s still gonna fuck me…

With his face determined, Igor thrust his cock into that ass.

Kali never felt so self-conscious about the dick and the man attached to it.

As the dick went in and out of his ass, the girly boy felt his heart in pain.

He’s never been this rough… look at this face…

I’m not gonna see that face again…?

I know we’re gonna still be friends, but it’s gonna feel like something is missing…

Then Kali knew what it would be.

His cock… I’m gonna miss his cock now that my ass has its shape…

As Igor thrust the dick deeper into that ass, Kali felt angry.

I’m not letting a random girl he met steals him from me!

For the first time since he lost his ass virginity, the girly boy took action.

He began moving his body.

The added movement enhanced his pleasure tenfold.

I can feel the dick deep in my ass!

Like he’s thrusting through me!

Fuck!

This feels so much better!

Igor’s face showed his surprise. But he didn’t stop.

Kali wrapped his legs around his childhood friend’s waist.

“I’m not letting some random bitch steal you from me,” he said in a low and jealous voice. “I’m gonna make you addicted to my ass. No pussy will ever feel as good as me!”

Igor gulped, but never stopped moving his body.

His throbbing cock hit against the girly boy’s prostate.

Yes! Oh, fuck yes!

This is it!

His own dick oozed with pre-cum.

Igor realized and grabbed it, stroking the cock.

The added pleasure was too much.

For the first time ever since he took Igor’s virginity, Kali came.

As the seed poured out of that dick and smeared the childhood friend’s belly, Igor gave one last powerful thrust and let his load fill the girly boy’s ass.

Both men panted and stopped moving at the same time.

Even so, Kali didn’t unwrap his legs. He made sure Igor couldn’t pull the limping dick out of his ass.

The childhood friend licked his hand smeared with semen.

“I don’t wanna waste a single drop,” he said with a strange voice.

Kali blushed. “I don’t mind. You’re gonna be drinking that every night anyway.”

Igor’s face became blank. Then he smiled.

“Yes, I will,” he said before kissing the girly boy.

Despite the kiss taste like cum, Kali never loved a kiss so much.

It was their first kiss as lovers.


My family ships me with my sissy childhood friend

This isn’t normal, Mateus thought as he saw was his childhood friend and his mom cooking together. It’s definitely strange… right? I can’t be the only one who thinks this… right?

For most people, it might be nothing to be concerned about. It was just two people who knew each other for a long time cooking together.

That would be the case, if not for the fact that his best and oldest friend was wearing a skirt and a pink apron that his mother had bought especially for him.

And I can’t tell him to take those clothes off because he looks too good, Mateus had to admit, though reluctantly.

Why doesn’t mom care at all that the cute boy she saw growing up with her son is suddenly cross-dressing and acting like this? He’s wearing a miniskirt! I can see his panty, for God’s sake! When we joked about cross-dressing during carnival, she almost flipped. But now… it’s like she’s completely forgotten that he’s a guy!

“Hey, Mateus. Taste this,” the girly boy said, walking towards his friend with a ladle. Without waiting for an answer, Lui forced his friend to taste the sauce.

“Hot!”

Mateus breathed through his mouth until the liquid had cool down a little. Then he drank it. After a second, he licked his lips for the aftertaste.

“It’s good,” he said, averting his gaze but still watching his girly childhood friend through the corner of the eyes. Did he help cook this? He was so bad at it a few weeks ago…

“Really? That’s great!” Lui beamed, his cheeks a shade of pink.

That sight made Mateus blush and his heart thump louder.

Damn… I always knew he was cute… people mistook him for a girl all the time… but now that he’s wearing a skirt, it’s easy to forget that he has a dick down there just like me… right?

Mateus sat on the chair and placed his elbows on the kitchen table. Then he watched as his girlish friend went back to the stove. The cross-dressing boy’s smile only grew when he told Mateus’ mom the was approved.

“What are you two making, anyway?” he asked, more to say something and take his eyes off Lui then out of curiosity.

“Beef stew,” Lui announced.

“M-my favorite…?”

“Yep. I’m teaching Lu how to cook all your favorite meals. It’s good for him to learn. You know, for the… future,” his mom said in a voice full of meaning.

With a smile of someone hiding a secret, she turned back to the stove. Then she and the childhood cross-dressing best friend exchanged glanced and giggled together.

Lu? His name is Lui, mother. Don’t give him a girly and cute nickname. He doesn’t need that… And why are you two giggling like that? And for the future? What does that mean?

But deep down, Mateus had an idea. Even though he refused to admit, it was obvious. My mom ships me and my male childhood friend…

And it all started that day…

Just like any other day during their college break, Lui had come to play video games. On that day in particular, however, they were eating the rest of the chocolate topping of the cake Mateus’ mom was helping his sister cook. And by helping, she was doing most of the work.

Mateus made a sarcastic comment, which made Lui laugh. The childhood friend ended up getting his shirt all messed up with the chocolate.

To avoid ruining his white shirt, he took it off and grabbed one of his friend’s clothes right away without even asking.

Mateus couldn’t help but laugh at the sight. The shirt was too big for the petite boy. It made Lui look as if he was wearing nothing but the shirt.

“If you go out like that, mom’s gonna think we just had sex,” he jested, still laughing. “It looks just like the boyfriend shirt!”

“Shut up. There’s nothing I can do. You don’t have clothes my size and I can’t wear mine. I don’t wanna ruin this shirt.” Lui blushed and averted his eyes.

Before Mateus made another joke, he got out of the room to get the shirt cleaned. But when he came back, he had a strange look on his face.

“What’s wrong?” Mateus asked without pausing the game.

“You’re really just like your mother,” Lui said in a strained voice. He looked as if he wasn’t sure if he wanted to cry or laugh.

“Why?”

“She… she said the same thing you did when she saw me wearing your shirt…”

“What? No way… for real?” Mateus laughed.

“Yeah… Actually, she said she always suspected there was something between us… and she was glad it finally had happened, because she was afraid you might never find someone and end up alone,” Lui said in a listless voice, his eyes empty.

Mateus finally paused the game to look at his best friend.

“Did you just insult me?” he asked slowly.

“Hey, don’t blame me.” Lui raised his hands defensively. “Those were your mom’s words…”

“Oh, fuck… Am I so pathetic my mom prays for me to become gay and hook up with my best friend?”

“Apparently, yeah…”

Mateus sighed heavily and rubbed his eyes. “Did you at least defend our heterosexuality?”

“I tried to… But it was hard,” the boy in the shirt too big for him said with an empty smile. “She looked so happy that her suspicions became true…”

“Great…” Mateus used all the sarcasm he could muster. “Just great. Now I have to explain to my mother that I’m not fucking my best friend nor that we’re gay. It’s gonna be a fun conversation.”

“Oh, c’mon. It’s not a big deal… What will change, really?” he asked with an apologetic smile, his cheeks a shade of pink…

Fuck it… that’s what he said back then, Mateus thought, watching Lui’s back while sipping the coffee and waiting for the meal in complete silence.

But look at him now… wearing that miniskirt and that alluring black stocking… he knows I’m into that, so why is he wearing it? What’s he planning? To give me the weirdest boner ever? Well then, you have succeeded! My dick is hard thanks to you!

And I don’t want you to take care of it!

Or do I…?

No!

Arhg! Look what you’re making me think!

As Mateus brooded over his boner and the cause of it with a strained face, his sister entered the kitchen.

“Is the food ready?” she asked in a sleepy voice, yawning and rubbing her belly.

“Not yet,” Lui said with a smile.

“Okay…” The girl looked at the cross-dressing boy without saying a word. Then she turned to her older brother with a strange smug. “Hm…”

“What?” he asked in a grumpy voice, though he already knew what she would say.

“Nothing at all… I’ll just sit here and watch my future brother in law.”

“Shut up,” Mateus said in a hushed voice. “You know this is partially your fault, right?”

“Huh? How come?”

“Mom would never let this kind of thing if you were the girly daughter she always wanted,” he said in an angry whisper.

He knew he was being unfair, but he wanted someone to take out his frustration.

But his sister didn’t seem mad at all. All she did was flash her annoying smile.

“Sorry if I’m not into wearing skirts or nail polishing or stuff like that,” she said. Then she glanced at the cross-dressing boy. “Thank goodness there’s someone here who likes that in my place.”

“Likes what?” their mother overheard their conversation.

“Shopping,” his sister said before Mateus could think of something.

“Oh, speaking of shopping,” their mother said, her face lighting up with joy. “Lu and I are going to the mall this afternoon. Wanna join us?”

“No thanks.” The girl yawned. “I’ll leave that to brother’s future wife,” she whispered to Mateus.

But before he could reply, Lui set the plates on the table.

Though the girly boy hadn’t heard the conversation, he looked at the siblings with a puzzled expression. But since neither Mateus or his sister said anything, he simply smiled.

That expression once again made Mateus blush and avert his eyes, his heart thumping louder. It’s not fair… not only he’s too cute, this idiot little sister was also saying some weird stuff … of course I’m gonna blush, and my heart thump louder…

Mateus’ father came into the kitchen. He glanced at the boy wearing a miniskirt and then sat in his usual seat at the head of the table. Without saying a word, he began reading the newspaper.

Hey, dad. Aren’t you gonna say anything about seeing your son’s best friend dressed like a girl? You’ve known him ever since he was learning to walk. Don’t you think that despite being cute, it’s a little strange for him to wear a miniskirt? Mateus wanted to say but kept his silence instead.

It wasn’t the first time the head of the family saw his son’s closest friend dressed as a girl. In the beginning, he hesitated, not sure how to act regarding the cross-dressing boy. But by now, the old man was used to it and was pretty much treating Lui like a girl.

Actually, he treats him almost like his own daughter… in law, Mateus admitted reluctantly. Does he ship us too…? Are he and mom in on this together…?

The lunch was delicious, something Mateus had to admit aloud when his best friend asked him directly. That answer made the girly boy so happy that he couldn’t look at Lui’s smile without blushing. What’s happening to me…?

After the meal was done, he and his sister cleared the plates and washed the dishes.

“Aren’t you glad that your future wife knows how to cook?” she asked him in a low teasing voice.

“Shut up…”

“He’s cute and knows how to cook. Now all you need is to check how’s the sex,” she pressed on, her smile too sly.

“I’m not listening to you,” Mateus said in a strained whisper, trying to ignore all the pictures of Lui in sexy outfits and lewd expressions popping into his head. But he was failing, and his face betrayed him.

“If the sex between you too is good, I call dibs as the bridesmaid,” she said, almost on the verge of laughing with her brother’s reaction.

To his luck, they had finished doing the dishes. Mateus raced to the fridge to pick up a beer under his sister’s laugh.

“We’re off to the mall,” his mother said by the time he finished the alcohol.

The girl’s face lit with an idea. “Wait. I changed my mind. I’m going too,” she said, drying her hands.

The surprise was plain on both the woman’s and the cross-dressing boy’s faces. But then they smiled at the same time.

“That’s great honey. The three of us, shopping together… it’s gonna be like in the movies, us gals hitting the mall and all,” she said, not hiding how happy that made her.

Lui’s not one of the ‘gals’, mother. I haven’t watched those movies you’re talking about, but I’m pretty sure there’re no cross-dressing boys. And I doubt any of those women look as good as Lu. I  mean, Lui, Mateus thought. But he had no time to bring that up. Instead, he turned to his sister, grabbing her by the elbow.

“What are you planning?”

“What do you think? I’m tagging along ‘cause I don’t want my future sister in law wearing lame clothes,” she said in a tone suggesting it should be obvious. “Could you imagine what people would say?”

They would say a lot about me marrying a cute guy, that’s for sure. Even though he’d look good on anything, his clothes would be the last of our problems! Mateus wanted to say all that to his little sister and that teasing attitude of hers. Instead, he bit his lips and kept his silence again.

After they, his father went to his bedroom to take his afternoon nap before the football game. With nothing else to do, Mateus took another beer and went to his own bedroom to do the same.

I can’t believe my entire family ships me with my childhood friend… do they really want us to date and eventually get married? I know I’d be lucky to be with Lu, I mean, Lui, but still… he’s a guy… a really cute and fun guy… that I’d be lucky to be with…

It was the last thing he thought before his mind drifted into sleep…

“Hey, Mateus, wake up,” a gentle voice pulled him from dreamland. “Look what I bought.”

Confused, the boy blinked many times. He ran a hand over his mouth to clean the drool before looking around. It took some time for his eye to focus enough to recognize his childhood friend.

With some effort, Mateus finally realized that Lui’s large silhouette was due to all the shopping bags he was holding.

“How much did you buy?” he asked in a groggy voice, trying to sit up.

“A lot!” the girly boy exclaimed, smiling from ear to ear.

Before Mateus said anything, Lui dumbed the bags on the bed.

“Where did you get the money for all this? I thought you were broke…”

That’s why I paid for the movie tickets the other night, Mateus thought but said nothing. If I say this, it’s only gonna add to the ‘we’re together’ thing…

“My mom gave me some money for this,” the cute girlish boy said, looking through the contents of the bag.

“Your mom…?” Mateus scratched his cheek as he looked at all the bags.

“Yeah… why?” Lui asked with a puzzled expression. “Something wrong with that?”

“No, it’s just that… I mean, isn’t this a lot for something a hobby…? Actually, what’s up with this cross-dressing of yours? Why suddenly you don’t mind dressing as a girl? Didn’t you use to hate when people thought you were a girl?” Mateus finally asked all that was in his mind from the first time he saw Lui wearing the boner giving skirt.

The cross-dressing boy stared at his best friend for a long time in silence. Then he dropped his shoulders and looked down.

“I honestly don’t know. Remember the day when your mom thought we were sleeping together?”

“Yeah…” Like I could forget…

“Since then, she kinda made me cross-dress…”

“My mom did?” Mateus didn’t manage to hide his shock. I knew she was involved in this! This has her finger all over. So that’s why she didn’t flip out about Lu, I mean Lui, dressing as a girl… she was behind everything the entire time!

“Yeah… It was the day when I came here, and you weren’t home yet. She asked me to help organize some clothes your sister was donating. So your mom… well… she was really pushy about me trying on the clothes, saying it’d look good on me and everything… You know how she can be…”

“Oh, yeah,” Mateus said, nodding. “But if it was only she being pushy, how come you’re now going out to the mall and shopping?”

Lui blushed and averted his gaze. Despite his efforts to suppress his smile, the cross-dressing boy was failing.

“Well… it kinda became fun…”

“Dressing as a girl became fun…?”

“Yeah… I mean, I was only cross-dressing when your mom made me. But then I began thinking the clothes were cute and I didn’t mind trying out more. Then I started paying more attention to what the women were wearing. And then I started wanting to try all those clothes. I cross-dressed more and more, and my family didn’t mind. Neither did yours. And that’s where we are now…”

And now my family started shipping you and me… Wait, does that mean his family ships us too?

He shook his head to dismiss the idea. He wouldn’t get any answers by himself, anyway. And Mateus wasn’t sure he wanted to know.

“Are you planning to become a full-time cross-dresser? Going to college dressed as a girl and all?” he asked after a long silence. Mateus himself didn’t know how that would make him feel. More weird boners, I think.

“To be honest, I don’t mind. I mean, I’ve been mistaken for a girl my whole life. Now I’m just gonna increase that misperception.”

“Okay… But… you hated when people mistook you for a girl…”

“Yeah… but now I don’t mind now. I mean, it’s been really fun hanging out here in a skirt.”

“So… are you a trans-woman…? Do you… do you want to become a girl…?” Mateus asked, trying to be as delicate as he could.

“I thought about it… but I don’t think so,” Lu said in a low whisper. “It’s been really fun dressing and acting like a girl. But I don’t wanna become a real one. Nor I wanna abandon my guy side. I know it’s weird, but I want both… To be a cross-dressing boy… Is that bad?”

Stop looking at me with those eyes. It’s so cute it’s unfair, Mateus thought, averting his gaze.

But it was too late. His heart pounded so loud he was afraid Lu would hear him.

Despite the embarrassment, he couldn’t help but want to gaze at that cute face. And when he looked at his cross-dressing childhood friend through the corner of his eyes, Mateus couldn’t stop himself.

“It’s not bad! If you want to dress as a girl, then do it! You’re already cuter than any of them!” he shouted, his face getting warmer. “If anyone complains, then they’ll have a problem with me!”

“Thanks, Mateus!” Lu smiled as a few tears rolled down his face. The next moment, the girly boy leaned across the bed to give his childhood friend a tight hug. “You’re the best friend I could ever ask for!”

Mateus pressed his lips, his face a wild shade of red. “Don’t hug me like this while dressed like that!”

Lu broke the hug and stared at his best friend for a while. “Why? You don’t think it’s cute?” he asked, his voice brimming with innocence.

Mateus groaned. I don’t know if he’s messing with me or not. “No… you’re the cutest…” I’m so weak…

“Thanks.” Lu beamed again. Then he turned to the shopping bags. “Hey, can I… can I show you what I bought today…?” he asked, playing with his fingers

Mateus gulped. He was about to remind his girly friend that he didn’t care much about clothes, just like his sister. But under those eager eyes and that embarrassed smile, he couldn’t say no.

“Sure…” I’m really weak against him dressed as a girl… Hope it doesn’t get me into trouble in the future…

Without wasting a moment, Lu got up and was about to take his top off.

“Wait! Why are you changing here?” Mateus exclaimed, completely flushed.

Lu turned to him with a puzzled expression. “What wrong? It’s not like I’ve never changed in this room.”

“Yeah, but… but…” You didn’t wear girl’s clothes that makes me confused before! He kept that to himself. “At least… change behind the wardrobe door…”

Lu rolled his eyes. “Fine. I don’t know why though.”

It’s because I’ll get a weird boner, that’s why.

As the girly boy walked to the other side of the room with all his bags, Mateus went to the other side of the bed. There, near the head, he couldn’t see what happened behind the wardrobe door.

But for some reason, not seeing made it worse for him.

No matter how much he tried, Mateus couldn’t stop his imagination from running wild, visualizing many things.

My best friend. Someone that I’ve known since we were kids is getting naked behind that door. He took a deep breath as the image settled on his mind.

Cute… too cute, he thought as the picture of Lu in a miniskirt and black stocking pushed itself into his head. Then Mateus shook his head. No! Don’t picture it!

Once again, he failed.

Is Lu… wearing a panty and a bra? I mean, he doesn’t need a bra, but I doubt my mom would let him walk out of a store without buying one… and if he is wearing panties, wouldn’t that look strange with his balls?

Once again he couldn’t stop himself from imagining it.

Lu’s cute round and tight ass covered by a pure white panty. It looked perfect in his mind, even with the extra bulge. No… it looks good because of the bulge… sort of a forbidden scene…

Mateus couldn’t help but get hard. Then he blinked a couple times.

Wait… what the hell is wrong with me? Getting hard by imagining my friend’s ass and balls… no wonder my entire family thinks we’re gay…

“I’m done.” Lu’s happy voice came from behind the wooden door.

Mateus’ heart pounded louder and faster. Wait! At least give me some time to prepare mentally!

But he never voiced what was in his mind.

A second later, Lu stepped out from behind the door.

Mateus’s jaw dropped. His childhood and best friend was wearing a one-piece short frilly black dress. The gap between the hem of the dress and the black stocking was too irresistible. The frills around the chest hid the lack of boobs. With the high heels, he looked more than just beautiful.

“How… how do I look…?” he asked, blushing and averting his eyes as he grabbed the elbow.

Mateus struggled to find words. I always knew he looked like a girl, but to think a dress makes such a difference! If I didn’t know he was a boy, I’d be embarrassing myself in front of him and getting rejected right now!

“You look like… I… never thought… a boy could look so cute,” he managed to say, his body temperature rising.

Lui flashed an embarrassed but happy smile. “Really? You think so?”

“Y-yeah… If I said otherwise, I’d be mad…” Maybe I already am, he thought, discreetly pulling the pillow towards his lap to cover his crotch.

“Thanks. You’re the best! If you liked this, I can’t wait to show you the rest.”

“There’s more?”

“A lot more!” he exclaimed, not hiding his joy, going behind the door again

Oh, shit…I doubt my heart, or my pants can take it… He should be more aware of the effects of his figure in a dress have on me!

The next second, he heard sounds of someone undressing.

My best friend is getting naked behind that door… my best friend, who looks and now dresses like a girl, is getting naked in my bedroom… my best friend who my entire family ships me with his taking off that dress and putting on another outfit…

What will he show me next…?

Mateus had no idea how much time had passed, but he found himself anxious. He wanted to see Lu dressed in all his favorite clothes.

How much will a china dress cost? Not a real one, of course… And it’d be one of those shorts ones… where you can almost see the panties, but you can’t… that’s too sexy… and if Lu wore it…

But then, sooner than his heart wanted, Lu left the cover of the door.

The girly boy now wore a frilly mini-skirt with a tight blue tube top blouse. Those exposed shoulders of him were too lovely, but unlike before, he had a garter belt now, and it pushed Mateus to the limit.

Why, damn it? You’re doing this on purpose, aren’t you, Lu? Wearing clothes that you know I have a fetish! If your plan was to make me have a boner, you already succeeded!

“W-what do you t-think of this?” Lu asked in a shy voice.

Fuck it, dude. Don’t stutter embarrassed like that. It’s too cute!

Despite the turmoil inside his head, Mateus managed to keep his cool.

“Y-you l-look g-great…” Or so he thought.

Damn it! Why did I have to stutter so much? Am I a little boy talking to his crush?

But that didn’t seem to make a difference for Lu. “That makes me so happy,” he said, smiling and chuckling.

Thump. Thump.

Oi, oi, oi, heart. Stop pounding louder for a cute boy. Not only a cute boy, he’s my best and longest friend!

Mateus had enough. He knew he wouldn’t be able to control himself if that fashion show continued.

“H-hey, Lu. D-don’t you think it’s enough? I mean, instead of showing me all your c-cute clothes, how about if we play some game?”

The dejection crossed the girly boy’s face for an instant.

“You’re right… it’s not like you enjoy this kind of thing… I’m sorry for forcing you,” he said in a low voice, looking at the floor.

Mateus felt a pang in his heart. No… I don’t wanna see that face hurt… I wanna see him smiling all the time!

“W-wait. It’s not that I don’t like it. I just that rather play games with you. You know, like we always do,” he added in a hurry.

Why that face makes me wanna protect him?

“You’re right…”

“Ah, damn it!” Mateus scratched his head with both hands. “One more! Show me once more outfit. The one you liked the most, and then we’ll play games, okay?”

Lu’s face illuminated with a smile.

“Okay!” the cross-dressing boy said before racing back behind the wardrobe’s door.

Don’t you dare, heart! Don’t you dare do that again!

Despite his threats, his heart thumped louder as he saw that smile.

You’re an idiot, you know that? That smile belongs to Lu. I’ve seen it many times. Just because he’s dressed like a girl… an unbelievable cute girl… it doesn’t change that fact.

After this last outfit, we’ll play games like always and the only difference will be Lu wearing a skirt… that’s all… nothing to get a boner for…

Too soon for Mateus, Lu poked his head from behind the door.

“I’m ready,” he said in a low voice, his cheeks red.

Wait… if he’s blushing now… what kind of outfit is he wearing…?

Mateus froze. He had no idea what to say.

In one hand, he was afraid to find out what kind of clothes could make Lu embarrassed. Is it another one of my fetishes?

On the other hand, he wanted to know. He looks so good in girl’s clothes… he’s cuter than most girls I’ve ever seen…

I wanna see him…

Gulping and with his eyes wide open, Mateus managed to nod once despite his stiff neck.

Lu took a deep breath and stepped out from behind the door.

He wasn’t wearing a dress or a skirt anymore.

The cross-dressing boy was wearing a two-piece green bikini. The top, with the strap around his neck, had frills to trick the lack of chest. In the same way, the bottom part had frills to hide the extra parts that a boy like Lu had.

Mateus froze as he gaped his male childhood best friend dressed in that skimpy bikini.

Even if his mind stopped working, his body didn’t. The reaction that was happening between his legs was unmistakable.

Trying to be discreet as possible, he put his arms on the pillow over his lap. “You look… too cute…”

You look like the girls of my dreams…

No matter what he felt, Mateus would be honest with his best friend.

“Hehe. Thanks! I picked this one myself.” Lu smiling and laughed as he twirled around. Then he stopped and played with his fingers, his face red. “I was thinking of you the whole time…”

Mateus widened his eyes. Go ahead, heart. Just go. Even I have to admit this is too much. He gave up fighting his losing battle as his heart thumped faster.

“I-if you want, we can go to the beach… or the pool,” he mumbled, not looking at his friend directly. What am I saying?

“Really? That’s a great idea. Hehe… it’s like a date with you,” the girly boy murmured to himself, but loud enough for his friend to hear.

Damn it, man! Are you really trying to make me gay for you? It’s not like this isn’t confusing enough…

“Y-you showed me… that bikini… now let’s play video game…” Mateus said to change the subject. Before my underwear gets any wetter.

“Okay!”

Lu got behind the wardrobe’s door again.

Mateus stood still and grew quiet as he strained his ears. All in order to listen to the sound of his cross-dressing best friend getting undressed and dressed again.

“Ah, damn it… This thing is so hard to put,” Lu complained, struggling with something. After a couple more seconds of him grunting, he sighed. “Hey, Mateus, come here help me with this.”

Mateus was afraid to ask. He knew he shouldn’t. But his curiosity was bigger.

“Help… with what…?”

“With my bra,” Lu said in a nonchalant voice.

“Your what?” Mateus shouted. He didn’t even bother to hide his surprise.

“My bra,” Lui said again in the same tone. “I’m not used with the hooks yet, so I need some help.”

“Why the hell do you need a bra? You don’t have any boobs! Or did you buy some too?”

“Because I want to wear, of course. It’s cute and it matches my lingerie.”

Your lingerie…? You’re actually wearing lingerie…?

The image of Lu dressed only in a cute white laced underwear popped into his head right away. And with it, the reaction in his pants became stronger.

“And no, I don’t have any actual boobs, so there’s no need for you panic that much.” But by the way he spoke, Mateus knew the cross-dressing boy was rolling his eyes and smiling at his reaction at the same time. “Now come here and help me.”

Mateus crossed his fingers breathed slowly and deeply through his nose. But since he couldn’t find any excuse to not help his friend, he got out of the bed.

I’m gonna see Lu wearing a bra… I’m gonna see Lu wearing a bra, he thought, taking his time to cross the room, trying to hide his boner with the hem of his shirt.

Then he found himself staring at best friend’s bare back.

Mateus had no idea how to react to that sight. His skin looks so smooth…

Lu held the cute white bra on his chest with both hands, almost as if he was embarrassed to show his front.

“Please,” the girly boy said in a low voice, his cheeks a shade of red.

I’m the one who should be embarrassed, damn it…

Averting his eyes, Mateus grabbed the hook and tried to close it. But he failed. I’m not good unhooking either…

“You can’t do it without looking…”

Gulping, Mateus forced his head to turn. Lu’s small… and cute exposed back…

He couldn’t stop his eyes from lowering all the way to the firm and round butt covered by a white lace panty.

He’s wearing the white lace panty! Lu’s wearing the white lace panty just like I imagined it…

“Mateus?” Lu asked after some time, turning his head to his friend.

The boy raised his gaze at once and fastened the hook, looking away in the next instant, his face an alarming shade of red. “There. Done.”

“Thanks… but why are you still touching me…?”

Mateus looked back. Without realizing, he was still touching Lu’s back. He pulled his hands right away.

Lu blushed and showed a delicate smile.

“Your hands are so big…”

“H-hey… w-why are you saying that stuff while getting embarrassed…?” Mateus asked to take the attention away from him.

Lu chuckled. “Aren’t you the one getting embarrassed?”

“No, I’m not… and why should I? I mean, you’re still you, my best friend. Just dressed as a girl, that’s all… T-there’s nothing to get nervous about…”

“You say that I’m still me, just dressed as a girl,” Lu said in a teasing voice. Then he lowered his eyes. “Then what’s this?”

Mateus followed his best friend’s gaze. What the girly boy was looking was the bulge in his pants. He quickly covered his boner out of reflex.

Shit, I completely forgot because of the bra and the panty!

“This is nothing!”

Lu flashed a smile. But it was different than the others so far.

It was a sly smile.

“To be honest, I’m a little surprised… You keep saying that I’m the same. That I’m the same friend you’ve known pretty much your entire life. But all it takes for you to get hard is for me to dress like a girl…”

“I-it’s just a reaction… to the panty and bra… you know I’m into those,” Mateus mumbled, too embarrassed to look Lu in the eyes.

“Yes… I know you’re into white lacey underwear,” the girlish boy said in a low voice.

Then Lu took a step closer. Now he was so close it was hard for Mateus not look at him.

Fuck! He smells so nice I could get intoxicated!

Without saying anything, Lu raised his friend’s shirt and touched the chest.

Mateus felt a jolt of excitement from where he was touched.

And all that excitement concentrated between his legs.

Lu slid his hand down slowly.

The jolt only grew as the fingers made his way down.

It tickles, Mateus thought, getting more and more hornier.

Then the hand was at the bulge, making it grow even more.

“Are you still insisting it’s only the clothes?” Lu asked in the same teasing and seductive voice, his chuckle too lovely to the other boy.

Mateus gulped and remained still, saying nothing. He was afraid anything he said would betray his inner thoughts.

What… what… what’s happening?! Is this for real or some gay erotic dream?

Wait, why would I be having a gay sex dream with my best friend?

But no matter what he thought of the situation, it never crossed Mateus’ mind to take a step back nor remove Lu’s hand.

After a moment of silence from both men, Lu closed his fingers around the hard manhood, right above the dark stain.

Mateus let out a weird squeal and pressed his lips. But it was too late.

Lu had heard.

With a sly smile, he rubbed the dick over the clothes.

“You get this hard by seeing me wearing girl’s underwear… I’m so glad I remembered what you liked…”

I knew he was doing it on purpose! Wearing my fetishes!

“I-I told you… i-it’s the panty and the bra… it’s not like I’m into cross-dressing boys…”

Even close to his limit, Mateus remained stubborn. His underwear was already smeared with pre-cum. Fuck… why this feels so good…?

“Is that so?” Lu said, pulling his hand back suddenly.

“Don’t stop!” Mateus shouted. His dick was throbbing too much. If he left it like that, it would hurt. He looked into Lu’s eyes and then averted his gaze, his face completely red. “Finish what you started… at least…”

Lu flashed a smile full of joy.

“Since you asked so honestly…”

The girly boy pulled Mateus’ pants and underwear down in one go.

The dick rose up when it was free of clothes.

Lu looked at it with a wild smile and then pushed Mateus on the floor, sitting on his friend’s belly, the dick almost touching his butt.

The cross-dressing boy searched through his shopping bags and pulled a little plastic bottle. He forced on Mateus’s hand before turning around to face the hard dick.

“What’s this?” It took a moment for Mateus to realize it was a bottle of lotion for anal sex.

He opened and closed his mouth, too stunned to say anything.

Lu turned only his head, his face redder than ever. “While I take care of this boner, you prepare me…”

“Why the hell do you have lotion?” Mateus finally had found his voice. Did you buy this with my mom and sister?

“Don’t make a boy any more embarrassed… Do you really have to ask why I have that?”

Mateus gulped and said nothing as he stared the back of Lu’s head. Then his gaze lowered to the butt inches away from his face.

As he stared at the bottle of lotion in his hand and that inviting and juicy ass covered by the white panty, Lu leaned forward.

Not seeing what was happening only made it more arousing.

A few seconds later, he felt Lu grabbing his dick.

His hands are a bit cold… it feels good…

But the feeling got even better when he felt his dick entering something moist and warm.

It took too long for him to realize what was happening.

Lu had put the dick into his mouth.

My best friend is sucking my dick…

The idea was an absurd a few hours ago. And yet he didn’t care.

Oh, shit… this feels so good… I never thought…

Where did Lu learn how to suck a dick…? Has he been practicing?

Mateus’ eyes began to go in and out of focus as Lu continued the oral sex, a stupid smile crossing his lips at the same time.

I don’t care that my first time getting my dick sucked is with a dude… this is too good!

And to his surprise, he wasn’t the only one enjoying.

Before his eyes, Lu’s manhood was also hardening.

The bulge in the panties became bigger and bigger, until the dick was too big for the small panty.

No way… Dude… are you really getting hard sucking my dick?

But the answer was right before his face.

My boner should be getting away by seeing this… since I’m not into guys… but it’s not… fuck it, I don’t care!

Before he knew what he was doing, Mateus pulled the cute panty down until he could see that juicy ass in its natural state.

Then he opened the bottle of lotion and smeared the butt with the slippery liquid.

I wanna kiss it… I wanna bite it this cute ass!

And then he did.

His ass tastes delicious, Mateus thought, nibbling a bit harder.

“Ah!” Lu stopped sucking for a moment to let out a cute voice.

“Sorry… did it hurt?”

“No… it felt good…”

That voice made his boner harder.

As Lu put the dick inside his mouth again, Mateus nibbled on the butt again and slipped the index finger inside girly best friend’s ass.

“Ah…” Lu let another moan escape with the dick still in his mouth.

A moment later, he turned his head to Mateus and smiled before getting back to what he was doing.

He liked that…

Gulping, Mateus moved his finger inside his friend.

I have no idea what I’m doing, he thought as he tried to get every inch of that tight hole smeared with lotion.

In the movies, I’ve never seen the guy doing this to the girls… they just bang them in the ass…

But I can’t do that… it’ll hurt Lu… right…? I can’t have that… I don’t want that. I want him to feel good… just like he’s making me feel right now.

Mateus slipped the second finger in.

It went in much easier, he thought, spreading his index fingers apart and pushing his hand further, going as deep as his hand could.

But before he could make sure he had reached everywhere, he felt his limit coming.

And no matter how much he tried, Mateus couldn’t prolong the moment.

Fuck! I’m gonna cum!

He wanted to warn Lu as he pulled his fingers from the butt, but his voice was stuck in his throat due to the pleasure.

Lu!

A second later, he felt his load pouring inside his girly best friend’s mouth.

As Mateus tried to recover his breath, Lu leaned back with his hand covering the mouth.

“Sorry… I should’ve warned you,” Mateus said to his friend’s back.

Then he heard Lu swallowing.

Wait… no way…

Lu turned around to face him, showing a smile with his lips pressed.

“Did you just…?”

To answer the unfinished question, the girly boy opened his mouth. There was nothing.

Mateus pressed his lips and widened his eyes.

“It tastes like you,” Lu said in an alluring voice.

No way… Mateus couldn’t stop smiling.

With a satisfied expression, Lu turned his entire body around and leaned closer to his childhood friend.

“Are you still gonna say it’s only the bra and the panty?” he whispered in a seductive and teasing voice.

With his breathing shallow and fast, Mateus brought Lu even closer. Then he kissed his best friend. The boy he knew for ages.

Kissing him should be disgusting… he was just sucking my dick… he just drank my cum… and yet… and yet…

And yet Mateus couldn’t stop kissing Lu.

I don’t care anymore… I just want to see this boy happy!

He placed one hand behind Lu’s head to kiss him with more passion. With the other, he pulled the girly boy closer, feeling the warmth from that boy dressed in the cute panties and bra he liked so much.

The hand on the back slid down to the butt again. Still kissing, Mateus slipped his index and middle finger inside the tight ass again.

But it wasn’t tight. It was much looser. My dick will fit nicely… it’s like this ass was made for my dick.

As their kiss became more intense, and his fingers moved faster, Mateus felt a liquid smearing his belly. He parted their lips for a moment.

“Did you just cum…?” he asked, unsure if he was mad for that or proud for being the cause of that.

Lu blushed, nodded and averted his eyes.

“I’m just so happy that this is finally happening… I couldn’t control myself…”

It was at that moment.

At that moment, Mateus realized he had fallen in love with his girly childhood friend.

Maybe I was in love with him for a long time and only now realized.

But it made no difference.

Overtaken by his desire, Mateus pushed Lu against the floor and stripped him of the panty completely.

The surprised crossed the cross-dressing boy’s face. But then the surprise became joy as he saw Mateus’ dick hard again.

Blushing and smiling at the same time, the boy in the bra opened his legs.

With wild eyes that only wanted to make love and make Lu happy, Mateus put his dick inside the boy he knew his entire life.

Despite all his arouse and desire, he managed to restrain himself.

I need to do it gently… I can’t hurt him…

But it was hard as his dick went deeper inside his friend.

Holy…! I know I massaged and all, but it’s like the ass is gulping down my dick… it’s like this hole was made for my dick!

Keep calm and go slowly… slowly…

That was what his mind was thinking. But his body didn’t obey.

Little by little, Mateus lost control of himself and thrust his hips faster.

“Ah! Ah!” Despite pressing his lips, Lu moaned.

Fuck! Even his moans are too cute… let me hear more!

He thrust faster and harder, almost losing his mind completely. But I can’t… not yet… or I’ll hurt him…

“Hey… Mateus… you can… go as fast… as you want… I’ve prepared… for this… I’ve prepared… for you…”

Despite panting and wincing, Lu managed to say with a smile.

Mateus gulped. Fuck! Saying that in that cute face and voice is not fair! You’re gonna make me fall in love with you even more, damn it! Don’t make me gayer than you already have!

He thrust his hips as hard as fast as he could.

All that time, he watched Lu’s face.

All those expressions… I had no idea he could make them… I know him for so long, and yet…

Those expressions put him near his limit again. And Lu could tell.

Fuck… I need to last longer… until we both cum…

“Do it inside… fill me with you… with your seed… Mateus,” the girly boy said, showing an embarrassed smile. “I want you inside me!”

Saying that with that face… it’s not fair!

“Fuck it!” Mateus screamed as he poured his semen inside his childhood friend’s ass.

At the same time, the cross-dressing boy’s seed smeared their sweaty bodies.

Panting, Mateus stared at his almost naked childhood friend.

What the hell are we doing…? He wondered but he didn’t regret at all.

Lu’s cheeks were red. He too was panting. But when he noticed Mateus looking at him, he smiled.

“You just made me the happiest boy in the world,” he said in a shy voice.

Mateus blushed.

His dick was still inside his friend, getting limper by the seconds. But when he saw that smile, blood began to fill it again.

With a smile… with just a smile, he made me hard again…

Lu felt it. He widened his eyes and then his smile turned sly.

“There’s a position we can feel even better,” the boy wearing a bra said.

Before Mateus could say anything, Lu pushed him. Now he was the one sitting on top. Half afraid to move, half interested in what his girly friend would do, and he only watched.

The next second, Lu moved up and down, wincing as the dick went in and out of his pleasure hole. But despite that, the joy in his face was much bigger.

Holy shit…! Where… when did he learn to do this?

Mateus was simply lying down as his friend did all the work. And yet, he was sweating and breathing hard.

“Fuck!” he shouted, closing his eyes and smashing his fist on the floor as he tried to hold his third load back.

“You can try, but you can’t resist me,” he heard Lu’s teasing voice.

Breathing through his nose, Mateus tried to think of anything non-sexy to prolong the moment.

Football… world cup… games… playing with Lu…! Oh, fuck!

Biting his lips, he shook his head. Don’t think of him, damn it! Don’t think of him in a bra and with my dick on his ass!

C’mon, think non-sexy thoughts!

But his mind kept coming back to his girly childhood friend.

This is all because of that damn pantie and bra!

Mateus could do nothing as he came inside Lu again.

His girly best friend reached pleasure at the same time.

Completely exhausted, Lu fell forward, lying on top of his friend’s chest, his cum on Mateus.

Without knowing how he should react, the boy wrapped his arms around the cross-dressing boy.

Lu smiled and hugged him back.

Mateus felt it and did nothing to stop his own smile.

Guess this isn’t bad…

No… this is great… I could do this forever… as long as I’m with him…

As they hugged, the door of the bedroom opened.

When he looked, he felt his face losing its color.

“Mom!”

“Mateus… Lu…!” The woman looked shocked.

“I can explain this!” Mateus said, forcing his head to think.

But his mind was still hazed with pleasure and could only think of Lu and his white lace panties and bra.

The woman stared at the two men lying almost naked and hugging each other, their cum and sweat mixed around the floor. Then she smiled.

“Finally,” she said, breathing out in relief. “I thought I was gonna lose the bet.”

Mateus froze for a while as his mind tried to process the word.

“Bet…?”

“Yeah. Your father, sister, Lu’s family, and I bet on how long it’d take for you to get together. If it didn’t happen by today, your sister and I would’ve lost. Good job, Lu,” she said, giving the girly boy the thumbs up.

Lu beamed despite his red cheeks.

“Thanks for all the help, mother!”

Mateus stared between his mother and the man he just had sex with.

With his face completely red, he rested the back of his head on the floor and sighed.

Despite the new fact, he couldn’t stop smiling.

Fuck it… I was completely manipulated… but I don’t mind at all…

If I can be with Lu…


A promise between childhood friends

“Hey, Mario. It’s been a while, dude,” Leonardo said, hugging his childhood friend tightly.

“Too long. You should’ve called,” Mario said, hugging his friend back.

Leo let out an apologetic laugh.

“Yeah, my bad. Everything’s crazy busy. I knew computer science would be hard, but to think I had to sleep at college just to finish a couple of projects… and I didn’t even leave for the last minute!” he complained, his face becoming grim as he relived the memories. Then he shook his head and nudged his petite friend with the elbow. “But let’s not talk about me. How about you? Are you gay already?”

Mario let out a dry and hollow laugh. “Yeah, I am. I turned gay the moment I stepped in the classroom. Now I can’t see a dick without getting the urge to put it in my mouth,” he said, not skimping on the sarcasm as he punched his friend in the arm.

Leonardo laughed as he tried to dodge. “It’s an honest question. You can’t blame me for wondering that. I’ve known you my whole life and never heard you saying you wanted to work with fashion.”

“Yeah, me neither… But ever since that day when the vocational test said that I leaned towards fashion and design, I was researching about the career… I just fell in love with it,” the delicate boy said in a low voice, smiling.

“Good. It doesn’t matter what anyone else says. If you’re enjoying, then it’s great,” Leo said, beaming. “But since it’s a famous course for having like 99% of the class composed of girls and gays, you can’t blame me for reaching that conclusion.”

“Then can I assume you haven’t even seen a girl in a 1000 meters radius of your department?”

They stared at each other in silence. Then they both laughed at the same time.

Mario and Leonardo were childhood friends. They had been studying in the same class ever since they entered kindergarten.

Leonardo was tall and clumsy ever since he could walk on both legs. Even though he was already a college student, puberty still showed its scars on his face.

But it was much better now. According to his childhood friend, there was a time when people could read Braille on his face.

Mario was short and had girly features, something he struggled his whole life. People kept mistaking him for a girl even when he had short hair and wore baggy boy clothes.

Despite being two people that seemed to have nothing in common, when they met, they became instant friends. Only after they graduated high school they went in their separate ways.

“But seriously, man. How are the classes? Is everything okay? And your classmates? Did you make many friends?” Leonardo asked, the worry plain in his voice.

Mario smiled. He is always concerned about me… ever since we were kids… like my clumsy knight, the delicate boy thought.

“Yeah. The classes are a bit hard but fun. The teachers are cool and interesting. The girls are nice, and the guys… well… I hate to say you’re right but I’m the only straight guy,” he said, averting his eyes with a strained smile.

“Ha! I knew it!” Leonardo laughed again. “Did anyone hit on you yet?” he asked in a strangely curious voice.

Mario let out another hollow laugh. “Not at first… They thought I was a butch lesbian because of my baggy clothes. When they realized I wasn’t a girl, some guys started hitting on me…”

“Ha! I knew it! What did you do?”

“Nothing… I said I wasn’t gay, but they didn’t believe. But after a fashion show we had to organize as a class project, they stopped hitting on me…” Mario trailed off.

Leo picked up right away, narrowing his eyes. “Why did they stop?”

Damn it…I could never hide anything from him…

“W-why are you so interested in gay guys hitting on me?”

Leo stopped to think for a moment. Then he shrugged. “Don’t know. Just tell me what happened,” he urged his childhood friend, too interested.

“Urh… I don’t wanna say…” Mario blushed and averted his eyes.

“If you react like that, it only makes me more interested. C’mon, tell me. Tell me. Tell me,” Leonardo insisted, lowering his face to look at Mario at the same height, his eyes sparkling.

The girly both groaned and pushed his childhood friend’s face away with both hands.

“Fine! They stopped because during the fashion show, they saw me in a dress and make-up and started thinking was more like a girl than a guy!” Mario admitted, his voice hollow. “Are you happy now?”

Leonardo kept his face empty. Then he burst into a cackle, his voice so loud it attracted the attention of the people around them.

Damn it… this is more embarrassing than I imagined…

“Are you done?” Mario asked in a low and angry voice after he couldn’t bear to hear that laugh for another second.

Leonardo finally stopped, cleaning the tears on the corner of his eyes. “I can’t breathe! I always knew you could pull off dressing as a girl and even look better than most… but to think gay guys would think you were closer to a girl!”

Mario became redder as he looked away when his friend began laughing again.

“Ah, I feel better after that… I haven’t laughed this hard in years…”

“Last time you peed yourself,” Mario mumbled out of anger.

Leonardo’s face became empty right away.

“That was a low blow. You know people made fun of me for a whole year.”

“You deserve for laughing at my expense. Being mistaken for a girl embarrasses me.”

“Oh, c’mon. You can’t call that embarrassment. It happens so many times you should be used to it by now.”

“I don’t want to get used to people thinking I’m better as a girl!”

“Then you should at least cut your hair to avoid that. Even though it looks better like this… Why did you let it grow this much again anyway?” Leo asked, touching one of the locks of the silky brown hair.

Mario ran a hand through his hair that reached past his shoulder. His cheeks became a shade of red as he averted his eyes. “I like this way,” he mumbled, his hands making a braid before he noticed. Oh yeah… Leo likes braids…

“And what?” Leonardo knew right away there was something else his childhood friend was hiding. “C’mon, man. Spill it. You could never keep something from me.”

“When I hear the girls talking about their hair, I felt jealous. I know it’s a lot of trouble, and it makes harder for people to think that I’m a guy. But I just like long hair and taking care of it…”

“I like your hair like this much more. It fits you much more than that butch lesbian haircut.” Leo seemed satisfied. Then he beamed. The next moment, he sniffed the braid a couple times. “It smells great…”

Mario blushed and averted his eyes, but didn’t push the hand away. “Thanks,” the girly boy mumbled, his heart thumping faster.

There was a little awkward silence between them. I need to say something… But what?

“H-hey, how’s the girl situation in your class? Are there any cute girls?” Mario asked the first thing that popped in his head. Ah, shoot… I know there’s almost no girl in computer science… Why did I have to ask just that?

Leo sighed, his eyes losing its sparkle as he let out a hollow chuckle.

“Just like your course. The stereotype is true,” he said in a dejected voice. “Out of the 40 guys, there are 5 girls. Three are what you’d imagine from girls in my graduation. One has a boyfriend. And the somewhat cute one pretty much created a harem…”

Mario tried, but he couldn’t help but laugh.

“Just like my graduation’s stereotype!” he said, his laugh attracting the attention this time.

Leo waited in silence, chewing his tongue. Then his face lit.

“I’m glad that you mentioned that,” he said when Mario finish laughing.

“Why?” the girly boy asked, narrowing his eyes

“Because of our promise. I haven’t forgotten,” Leonardo said in a serious voice, staring into Mario’s eyes.

The girly boy blinked a couple times. “W-what promise…?” Did we make such a thing? I don’t remember at all…

“I can’t believe you forgot…” Leo shook his head slowly without blinking. “The promise we made when we saw your name on the approved list for the university.”

Mario shook his head as he forced his mind to remember that day.

On the day the results were posted, the girly boy went to his best friend’s house. He didn’t want to see the look on his parent’s face in the case he had failed.

They waited to access the site, which was almost impossibly slow due to the entire country accessing at the moment. As they waited, the girly boy couldn’t help but regret, saying he should have studied more, work harder. He apologized to Leo for wasting his time with all the help with math, physics, and chemistry.

After almost half an hour, they saw the list. To Mario’s utter surprise, his name was in. It was the last name, the last grade to get in.

But it didn’t matter. Because he had gotten in college and would study what he wanted.

Mario was so happy he cried and hugged Leonardo, thanking him over and over again.

Leo had gotten in too, though that was more than expected.

Then, as they cheered, he asked him something, saying it was a favor only a student of fashion and design could do.

“Ah… that… yeah…” Mario said as he remembered, pressing his lips. He averted his eyes and scratched his cheek with a finger. “To introduce you to a cute girl from my class…”

“Yes! You do remember!” Leo beamed. “Now that things have settled, I wanna do this.”

Couldn’t he have asked something easier? Like learning how to fly… “Are you sure you want me to set you up…?”

“Why not? There’s a lot of hot chicks on your class alone, right? It should be no problem for you to introduce one to me. I’m sure there’s one who’d love a geeky computer science nerd. Especially if you talk me up!”

I’m not so sure about that… In fact, from the way they talk, I’m sure none of them would want to date you, Mario thought. But I can’t say that to my best friend…

“I’m not so sure if there’s a girl like that… at least not in my class,” he said instead, trailing off.

“Oh, c’mon. It’s in to be a geek right now. You couldn’t get geekier than me! And from what you said, the girls like you. Please, man. I’m desperate here. You just need to set a blind date. That’s all.”

Mario stared into those eyes, pressing his lips. Then he dropped his shoulders

“Fine…” Damn it… I’m weak against his begging expression ever since we were kids… “I’ll find a cute girl and set a blind date with her… I’ll text you the details…”

“Thanks, dude. You’re the best!”

“It might take a while…”

“No hurry!”

Leo pulled him for another tight hug.

Don’t thank me yet… wait until I can find a girl willing to go out with you…

Mario quickly thought of all the girls in his class and all the conversations they had. The girls were too open with him about boys, even after they found out he wasn’t gay.

As he thought of all the girls, he held a groan. None of his friends would go out with someone like Leonardo.

But I can’t give up… I’m sure there’s someone… somewhere…

***

To Mario’s dread, the day of the date came.

Ugh… I just hope I look okay, the girly boy thought as he looked himself in the compact mirror. To think I’d have to resort to this… He looked down at his mini skirt and heels, and let out a sigh.

Despite giving his best, none of his classmates were interested in Leonardo. Not even when he showed the picture of the prom night, when his childhood friend looked his best.

Can’t believe the girls didn’t even pretend to be interested when I talked about his good points… They only care about his looks… it’s not like his pimples are gonna stick forever… he’s been using the cream everyday…

In the end, Mario had only two options. Pretend to be the date or cancel the whole thing and apologize to his best friend. But after everything he did for me…

So Mario was left with the only option left. He had to become the date himself.

Can’t believe I’m dressed like this… It’s so breezy in this skirt… and I even had the trouble of braiding all my hair… But this was the only option left…  There’s no way I could break a promise to him. Not after everything he’s done for me… If not for him, I wouldn’t be in college…

With one last look at his reflection, Mario, or as he called himself now, Mari, fixed his red lipstick and headed towards the meeting place.

Even among the crowd, Mari spotted Leo at once. With his cheeks a shade of red, the girly boy held his urge to wave at his friend, walking as elegant as he could on top of those heels. These are killing me… even though I spent hours training… At least now the difference in our heights isn’t so bad… we’ll look better standing next to each other, he thought when he was close enough.

But before the girly boy called his date, he stared bluntly. Can’t believe he’d show up dress like that…

The tall nerdy boy was wearing dark blue jeans and a plain white shirt with nothing on it. I’m afraid those are his best non-nerdy clothes… I suppose it’s better than if he appeared wearing that shirt with ‘I dare you to ask me to format your computer’…

But not that much… And he had the decency to shave his patchy beard…

“Mari!” Leo exclaimed when he saw the “girl” from the picture Mario had sent.

“Leo… I mean, Leonardo,” Mari corrected himself, flashing a shy smile.

“You can call me Leo. Everyone does,” he said, beaming, running a hand over his hair.

Mari’s cheek became a shade of red. You’ve never smiled at me like that… and what’s with that hand on the hair? Is that supposed to look cool?

“I’m Mari. I’m Mario’s classmate,” he said, introducing himself as girly as he could.

“I know. He told me. I thought I was being too pushy, but to think he’d introduce me to the cutest girl in his class… he’s the best. I mean, you’re the best!”

Thump…

It’s not that I’m happy he called me cute and the best at the same time… My heart just thumped ‘cause I’m surprised. That’s all. Mari decided to go with that.

And why are you calling me, I mean, ‘Mario’, the best in front of a girl? Try not to mention other guys.

“Haha… I’m not sure I deserve such compliment. There’re a lot of cute girls in our class.” And by cuter, I mean real girls, not a guy wearing a pantie and a skirt like me. Mari kept the last part to himself.

“Mario showed me a pic of his class. I can tell for sure there’s not a single person there cuter than you,” Leo said, his eyes shining in a strange way.

Uwa, you liar… I never showed you any photos of my class. And if I had, you’d notice that I’m not there… not as a girl, at least, he thought, averting his eyes.

“T-thanks, I guess,” Mari said, scratching his cheek, flashing a shy smile. “We’re going to the movies, right? Shouldn’t we get going now?”

“Y-yeah, you’re right! You’re so smart,” Leo said and flattened his shirt before walking to Mari’s side.

Uwa… that’s desperate… calling me smart just because I reminded of the movie… Guess it might’ve been a good idea to come dressed as a girl instead of asking one of my friends… they’d definitely get mad at me for setting this up…

They walked across the mall to the movie theater in silence. You’re not gonna say anything, Leo? I know it’s not fair to leave all the conversation to the guy, but since you’re the one who asked for the date, shouldn’t you try to start the conversation? It’d be a got idea to ask me, I mean the girl, about what she likes and stuff. I think most girls would love a date where they talked about themselves.

But the girly boy said nothing. He couldn’t give his childhood friend any tip as Mari. And Leo was too busy glancing down at his date to start any conversation.

I can’t believe he’s trying to sneak a peek of my boobs… If I were a girl, I’d get mad… but I guess this is more annoying than anything, since I’ve got nothing… I put on a bra and stuffed a little, but that’s just for shows. Did you realize that, Leo? There’s nothing real here! If you touch it, you hand would be sad.

“S-so, how’s computer science? It’s so different from my course I have no idea what exactly you guys study,” Mari picked a random topic when the silence became too long.

“It’s awesome. And hard. There’s a bunch of math and other stuff we need to learn, but that’s the foundation to write codes and programs,” he said, the pride in his voice growing.

“That seems cool. I could never do that. I hate math so much.” Mari let out a hollow chuckle.

Leo laughed and smiled. “You sound just like Mario.”

The boy in the skirt blushed and averted his eyes. That was slip… I need to pay attention… I can’t let my best and oldest friend find out that none of the girls in my class wanted to go out with him and I had resort to cross-dress in order to fulfill our promise… it’d be like stomping on his self-esteem.

“H-how about you? How’s the fashion and designer course?” Leo asked when the silence was back for a moment.

Nice, Leo. That’s a good way to make the date interesting. Ask the partner about them, Mari thought, nodding in his mind.

“It’s amazing, though I don’t like studying the history of fashion. I mean, it’s fun to check out the past and what people called trendy back then, but to recall all that, plus the names and dates are hard. Especially during a test.”

Leo laughed. “I totally get it. We have history of the computer too. Trying to remember dates of important breakthroughs… I’ve always been bad that. And some stuff is so old there’s no meaning in studying. I mean, floppy disk? I’ve never seen one… I think my dad used it,” he said, shaking his head.

“I think we have one of those at home. My mom uses as decoration,” Mari said when he remembered asking what that pen holder was.

Leo beamed. “Just like Mario’s mom.”

The girly boy let out an awkward chuckle as his face became hot. Am I trying to reveal that Mari is actually Mario? And stop mentioning me, Leo. You’re not supposed to talk about another person during a date.

The silence was between them again.

“H-how about those fashion shows you have to organize? Mario told me you had one recently. They sound like a lot of trouble.”

Nice again, Leo. Full marks. That’s a way to keep the date interesting. Keep the conversation back and forth without overtaking the topic.

“They are. I mean, it’s fun, but setting everything takes a lot of work. I’m still bad at sewing,” Mari said with a sad smile. “But the show itself is awesome. Wearing the clothes we made ourselves and with everyone looking at you… if feels like a professional fashion show.”

“I saw a photo. It really looked professional. Your whole class will be great designers.”

Mari pressed his lips to hold his laugh. For a complete liar, that was a nice thing to say. But I never showed you any photo.

“Mario cross-dressed, right? I wished I could see a pic. He refused to show me one of those, no matter how much I begged,” Leo said, shaking his head. “I bet he looked cute than the girls. Except you, I mean.”

The girly boy blushed and had no idea how to react to being called cuter than himself. “T-that was… I can’t say he looked bad… everyone thought he was a girl…” His eyes lost its color as his voice trailed.

“I bet… Hey, could you explain me why the fashion shows have those weird outfits? I mean, I’m not exactly a fashionista, but I’d never wear what the guys wear on those show.”

Mari laughed. How many times did I explain that to you? You just tune out.

“Fashion shows aren’t for displaying clothes per say. They’re for showing what the next trend is. Tight clothes, dark colors, huge accessories… this kind of thing. The designers make those weird clothes that no one would wear to call attention to what they believe it’ll be the trend.”

The light of comprehension crossed Leo’s face. “Now that makes sense. Because, to be honest, I think hobos dressed better than some of those clothes.”

You’ve told me that before, the girly boy thought, chuckling.

“I can’t disagree. Some of the designers go way out of line… But in the end, we’re all artists.”

“Hope you don’t become one of those designers.”

“There’s no way a gu… someone like me would ever get good enough to participate in a fashion show as a designer,” Mari said in low voice.

“Don’t say that. It might be hard. It might be an impossible dream. But everyone should aim for the top. Even if we don’t get there, we’ll be much closer than if we settle in the middle,” Leo said, serious.

Thump. Thump.

Mari blushed. Why do you only look cool in time like these? It was just like that time…

“You’re right,” the cross-dressing boy said in a low voice, not meeting his childhood friend’s eyes.

To his luck, they arrived at the movie theater.

“What movie are we gonna watch?” I’d rather see something fun, like a superhero movie. But since this is supposed to be a date with a girl, I don’t think that wouldn’t be a good choice unless the girl liked it too.

“I was thinking a romantic comedy. But what do you wanna see?”

Mari smiled. “Sure. Let’s go with that.”

Full marks again, Leo. Guess I underestimated you. Now that I think about it, this is your first date ever, right? Even though it’s with a guy in pantie, it’s amazing you’re doing this well. I bet you studied for this.

“Then I’ll go buy the tickets.”

“Wait.” Mari opened his purse but Leo shook his head.

“It’s my treat,” he said with a confident smile.

“You know girls care for these things these days, right?” Mari reminded him, raising his eyebrows. Some girls might be expecting the guy to pay, but some might think it’s off-putting if you try to act like a big shot.

“Yeah, I know. But you came all the way here for me. The least I can do is treat you.”

Mari blushed again under that smile. Nice… I never thought you’d be so good with stuff like this… what else are you hiding from me? Are you a good kisser? Guess the only way to find that out is checking myself…

The girly boy widened his eyes. What the hell am I imagining?

To hide his embarrassment, Mari dragged his date to buy popcorn and drinks, which he insisted on paying. It’s not like you’re rich, Leo. Don’t try to behave like one. After that, they went to watch the movie.

The movie isn’t that bad. But for a romantic comedy, it sure has lots of drama, Mari thought. Then he glanced down at his right hand. I’m more concerned about this over here…

After they had finished the food and drinks, Mari found himself with a strange problem; where to put his right arm. If he used the armrest, there was a chance Leo might hold his hand.

That’s expected in a date, but with a girl. Two guys holding hands… it’s not like we haven’t done it, but we were kids… and it was more like he was dragging me by the hand when he ran from that dog…

If we hold hands, it could mean he’s expecting something else… Scratch that. He’s definitely expecting something more. Whenever we went to the movies under normal circumstances, he hogged both armrests. This is the first time I see him letting me use it. Guess that’s the power of a skirt.

As the movie went on, it got more interesting. So much that Mari forgot all about the hand holding situation. Without realizing, he used the armrest between him and his childhood friend.

And then, near the end of the movie, the girly boy felt something over his fingers. When he looked down, he saw Leo resting the hand over Mari’s. When he glanced up at the pimpled boy, he realized his date forcing himself to stare at the screen, the sweat coming down his neck.

Uwa… I’ve never seen him so nervous, Mari thought, trying to suppress a smile. Not even when he tried to ask that girl out… It’s kinda cute. He’s making sure he doesn’t look at me because he’s afraid of my reaction…

With a sudden urge to tease his friend, Mari flipped his hand and entwined their fingers.

Leo held his breath loudly and jolted in his seat. He gulped, the corner of his lips twitched in a smile, and even in the dark theater, Mari saw his cheeks reddening.

Look at him, getting more and more nervous… This is so funny!

Mari felt his heart thumping louder and had trouble suppressing a sly smile. I wanna see more of his reactions. What kind of expressions he doesn’t show me because I’m a guy?

The girly boy widened his eyes and faced the big screen too. Uwa… What am I doing? What am I thinking? His reaction is too funny, but I can’t play with him like that. He needs to know that this is nothing more than one date… I can’t mislead him…

The next second, Leo turned his head towards Mari with a strange expression.

What is he thinking? Looking at me like with those eyes… Don’t you dare think what I think you’re thinking! Because I don’t think I can reject you under this circumstance. It’ll crush your self-esteem. Then we’ll be two guys kissing!

But it was exactly what the cross-dressing boy was thinking.

Leo closed his eyes and leaned down to kiss Mari.

What? Wait, Leo! It’s me, Mario! Your childhood friend! You’re gonna kiss that guy! Do you really wanna cross that line?

Mari panicked. There was no way he out for him. Not without crushing his childhood friend’s self-esteem. And he already has so little…

Uwa… what should I do? I can’t kiss him… can I? Won’t he get mad if he finds out that the cute girl he’s kissing is actually his childhood friend wearing a skirt and pantie?

Uwa… Uwa… Damn it, Leo. Don’t pucker your lips like that… If I was a girl on a real date with you, I might laugh too much…

Uwa… Uwa… Uwa… Damn it! The hell with it! Mari closed his eyes and leaned towards his childhood friend.

Their lips met. Uwa… can’t believe I’m doing this, Mari thought, moving his tongue inside Leo’s mouth. Speaking of which, he’s better than I thought… I know he hasn’t kissed a girl in a long time… was he practicing? With whom… or with what…?

Better not know…

Completely wrapped in their kiss, Mari didn’t notice when he placed a hand at the back of Leo’s neck and pulled the taller boy closer.

I can’t believe this computer science nerd knows how to kiss… damn it… If I don’t pay attention, I might let myself lose in his lips…

Then the girly boy felt it. His blood began to gather between his legs. I’m getting a boner… I’m getting a boner, he thought twice to make sure it was really happening. I can’t believe I’m getting a boner from kissing a guy. Not a guy, my best friend ever since we were kids!

Ah, damn it… No matter how much he tried to ignore, his boner only got bigger. It’s gonna make a bulge on my skirt… Leo’s gonna notice…

The next second, the taller boy stopped their kiss to breathe. He had a stupid smile on his face, but, to Mari, it looked cute.

Thump.

Uwa… can’t believe that stupid grin’s making my heart pound. It shouldn’t be happening…

But it was.

“Hey, Mari,” Leo said, his face an alarming shade of red.

The girly boy looked into those eyes. I’ve been looking at that face for almost two decades… why is it making me feel so strange now…?

“D-do you… wanna go… s-somewhere more… private…?” Leo stuttered too much but managed to finish his question.

Mari widened his eyes. Yes! I do, was his immediate answer. But he pressed his lips. He’s gonna get disappointed when he realized it’s me… especially at my friend down here…

“I… I… ah…” Mari forced his mind to think of a real excuse, even though he didn’t want. But as he looked at that face, he knew he had to tell the truth. I don’t wanna lie to Leo anymore… “I do… but there’s something… you need to know first…”

“I think I know everything,” he said in a serious face.

Mari flashed a meager smile as he lowered head. “No, you don’t…”

“Then what else do I need to know, Mario?”

The girly boy widened his eyes. As he opened and closed his mouth many times. “What… how… when…?”

“I’ve known you’re cute ever since we were kids. There’s no way I wouldn’t recognize you just because you put on makeup and skirt.”

“And I thought I was doing a good job,” Mari said with a sheepish smile. “Wait, you’ve known the whole time? And you did those things anyway?”

Leo blushed and shrugged.

“I was bummed when you sent me a pic of the girl you had set up for me. But then I realized I shouldn’t. I mean, my best friend tried and then went through all this trouble for me. But when I saw you dressed like that, I felt my heart beating faster…”

Mari widened his eyes again. He blushed and lowered his gaze. “I’m the same… as we kissed, I felt something…” In more than one place… but he doesn’t need to know that he made me hard with a kiss.

“Then…” Leo’s face was full of hope.

They looked into each other’s eyes, both their faces an alarming shade of red.

Without waiting for the credits, they raced to the men’s bathroom.

“Are you sure about this…?” Mari turned his head to ask. “I mean, it’s your first time… to be with a boy…”

The girly boy had his hands on the back of the stall and his hips raised a little. Uwa… I never thought this date would end in this…

“You’re not any boy. You’re my best and oldest friend,” Leo said in a voice full of confidence, lifting Mari’s skirt and pulling down his childhood friend’s pantie. “Cute.”

“Shut up…” Mari pressed his lips to hide his smile. I picked thinking about you, he thought, getting redder, glad Leo couldn’t see his face.

“Okay… I’m doing this,” the taller man said before getting down on his knees.

“Hm,” Mari mumbled. He was too embarrassed to speak.

Then he felt something wet and cold inside his ass. Can’t believe Leo’s tongue is in my ass right now… Can’t believe Leo’s tongue feels so good…

“Hope it’s not dirty…”

“There’s no way any part of you could be dirty,” Leo said when he pulled his tongue out for a second. “It’s delicious.”

“Shut up…” Stop saying embarrassing things! What you’re doing right now is enough!

Mari pressed his lips and squirmed. Fuck… this feels good… So good I can’t help but get hard… where did he learn to do this…?

Leo licked every inch his tongue could reach inside Mari’s ass. Then he slipped two fingers inside the cross-dressing boy’s tight pleasure hole.

As he moved the fingers, Mari’s dick got even harder. It was so big it was raising his skirt. No way… no way I’m getting this hard because my best friend is playing with my ass…

But no matter how much he denied, it didn’t change the fact that the pre-cum was oozing from the tip.

Think of something else… think of something other than the fingers…

But it made no difference. Mari knew he was about to cum. From my ass… I’m about to cum because of anal pleasure… and I thought I was the only straight guy in my class…

He closed his eyes and held his breath, trying to clear his mind.

It was a mistake. As the darkness covered his eyes, his mind could only picture Leo.

All the moments they had shared ever since he moved into the apartment next door.

All the times they got in an embarrassing situation.

All the times Leo smiled at him.

What Leo was doing right now.

Damn… I’m in love with him… I love him ever since we were kids… how could I not see that?

With that new fact, there was no way Mari could stop enjoying his childhood friend’s finger inside his ass.

Leooooo!

Mari came, the semen falling in the toilet with a little splash.

“From my fingers alone?” Leo asked, not sure if he was surprised or proud.

But even without seeing, Mari could tell he was smiling.

“Shut up… Just hurry up, okay?”

I can’t take anymore… I want his dick… I want his dick in my ass!

“But I don’t want to hurry up,” Leo said in a low voice.

Mari turned to him.

Leo was red, but he still had a determined look on his face.

“This isn’t just sex. You’re not anyone. It’s not that I’m about to lose my virginity. I love you, Mari. I realize that now,” he said, his face getting redder. “I’ve been in love with you my whole life.”

Mari’s face became an alarming shade of red. He turned around to face the wall again.

“I’m the same,” he said, barely above a whisper. “I love you too…”

His heart thumped louder than ever, so loud he was afraid Leo would hear.

Leo beamed and hugged him from behind.

It wasn’t just a hug. It was a hug filled with warmth and love.

And something was poking the girly boy on the ass.

The next moment, Mari turned and they looked into each other’s eyes.

The boy in skirt felt a lust in those dark pupils. But there was love there too.

Before he knew what he was doing, the cross-dressing boy sat on the toilet. The moment he unzipped the pants, Leo’s dick rose before his face.

It wasn’t the first time he had seen his childhood friend’s cock.

But it was the first time he wanted to lick and put it in his mouth.

It was the first time he ever thought of putting that into his ass and ride until it was raw.

Leo did nothing as Mari leaned and sucked the dick.

He was too surprised to do anything.

Hope I’m doing a good job… whenever I saw this on movies, I never imagined I’d be on the woman’s place, Mari thought, sucking the tip.

But as Leo trembled in pleasure, he knew he was.

The girly boy licked the shaft while staring Leo in the eyes. Then he put his tongue between the head and the skin, licking around.

When he felt the taste of pre-cum, Mari put the cock in and out of his mouth slowly, getting faster little by little.

Out of impulse, he used his free hand to grab Leo’s balls and play with them.

The taller man jolted and flashed the dumb smile.

Mari could tell his friend was about to cum.

How many times I caught him masturbating and saw that face? And knowing him, he’s gonna forget warning me.

And the girly boy was right.

But what he didn’t expect was that he was the same.

Wait… Did I get hard again by sucking a dick? How gay am I…?

To his surprise, for the first time, he didn’t care about that. People always thought he was gay because of his girly appearance. Only Leo never said that. Only Leo defended him.

And now, here I am… doing gay stuff with Leo, Mari thought, smiling in his mind.

He stroked the cock and they both came at the same time.

Mari didn’t like to touch his own semen. Even if he didn’t touch it, he washed his hands after he masturbated every time to make sure.

But now, he happily drank without hesitation.

“Sorry I…” Leo started apologizing, but he stopped when he heard the swallowing sound. “Did you just drink it…?”

Mari opened his mouth to prove it.

Leo showed a blank face, his mouth hanging open slightly.

“How did it taste…?” he asked in a low voice after he recovered.

Mari thought for a second.

“Like you,” he said, showing a sly smile. “Lewd and shy.”

Leo smiled too. But it was a wild smile. Of a man who wanted to fuck the cross-dressing man before him.

He didn’t have to say it out loud. His dick said it for him, getting hard again.

Without a word, Mari stood up, made Leo sit on the toilet and then sat on the dick, facing each other.

It feels weird, he thought as the cock went in further in his ass. When he was at his limit, he moved to get a better position. I never put anything in there… but a dick… it hurts a little…

But that pain didn’t stop the cross-dressing boy from moving up and down.

Leo widened his eyes with his lips forming a straight line.

Mari was satisfied with that. It was the expression his best friend made when he was trying to hide how happy he was.

I wanna break that expression…

Mari moved faster. The more he moved, the less painful the dick in his ass became. And the further it went inside.

Then the pain was completely gone.

Fuck… it feels so good! If I had known a dick in my ass would feel this good, I’d have done this much sooner.

Mari lost control of himself. He moved as fast as his body could, feeling the dick in and out of his ass.

As the thick and throbbing cock pushed his muscles, the pleasure made his mind go black.

“I’m cumming,” Leo shouted, his eyes out of focus.

“Hold it!” Mari ordered.

He wanted that moment to last as much as it allowed. It’s our first time together… the first of many.

But then even he couldn’t control anymore.

He had found the right spot. The pleasure spot.

The spot when the cock hit, it made his legs weak.

“Ah! Ah!” he moaned to his heart content.

Leo was the same.

They both came at the same time again.

Leo leaned back on the toilet seat, panting.

Mari leaned on Leo, exhausted.

The girly boy felt his seed on Leo’s belly, mixed with the sweat dripping from the stained shirt.

He could also feel Leo’s semen filling his ass. It feels weird, he thought, smiling. A good weird

As their breathing returned to normal, they looked into each other’s eyes.

Leo smiled and wrapped his arms around Mari.

“I love you.”

“Me too,” Mari said, glad all his friends had rejected the blind date.

“I’ll treat you like you deserve.”

“A princess in the streets and a slut in the sheets?” Mari flashed the sly smile.

Leo widened his eyes.

The next moment, the girly boy felt the dick hardening inside his ass.

We’ll make up for all the time we’ve wasted not fucking, he thought, gathering his strength to move up and down again.


Afterword

Thanks so much for reading.

Hope you enjoyed the Complete Otokonoko, or girly boy, collection.

If you did, could you please share and leave a review? It would really make my day.

This might have been the last collection. I’m focusing more on the series and novellas. They’re fun to write. Especially the Magical Girl is a Boy. It’s my favorite.

But it’s not like I’ll stop with the erotica stories. The some of the stories here will become novellas. I have a few more ideas but it’d be too much for a short story.

If you don’t wanna miss anything, sign up to my newsletter.

If you like Married (♂x♂), you’ll definitely love Please Call Me Teacher! It’s a cute and funny rom-com about a cosplaying teacher and his artist student.

[image: ]

If you prefer something action with a cute love story about a guy and his cross-dressing childhood friend, check out The Magical Girl is a Boy! The first volume is available for free.

[image: ]

Once again, thanks for reading.

See you with the next cute sissy boys in skirt story.

OEBPS/image_rsrc7XA.jpg
BOURL »
ISA BOY!

PEDORC





OEBPS/image_rsrc7X8.jpg
WOI‘éllftj %Wlm urt % ernalural
Otokonoko ~ Otokonoko ~ Otokonoko

— Short story collection —
v qli

| ) »
) Y 4
| f

— Sho ttryCllt = —— Short story Collection ——

Pedm\’o Pedoro

Mamu/a/

Otoéonoéo K HILDHOOD

— Short story Collect
@ —— Short story Collection —
\ X A @ SHORT STORY COLLECTION






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc7X9.jpg
CALL ME

Pedoro Pedord





