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THE FEMBOY NEXT DOOR




Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.

First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him.  When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.

When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed.  The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.

Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.


One

Arriving home it all seemed much smaller, as though my time away at college had shrunk the town I had grown up in, but I knew that wasn’t the case—my time away in the city had instead allowed me the space I needed to grow. I was older now, wiser, or so I thought, larger in both spirit and body.

I had visited home briefly over the three years I had been away, long weekends here and there during the holidays, but now I had a whole summer to reconnect with the place that had nurtured me, the place where I had grown up, the place that held so many memories for me, and as I made my way down the tree line streets towards my parents' house I realised I had missed it, missed the quiet quaintness, the idyll, the calmness, and, most of all, I had missed the people. After three years I was finally back and I was ready to reconnect with everything I had left behind, a new man ready to explore the place that had helped mould me.

My mind drifted over everything I had left behind and I couldn’t help wondering how things had changed, how the people had changed, my friends and neighbours. I had seen my parents growing older, a little more grey here and there, a few more wrinkles, just as I had changed. Making the most of cheap access to the college gym I had finally bulked out, eating and drinking a little too much in the first year I had hit the weights and rowing machines and the treadmills hard, finding I enjoyed the endorphin rush of getting the blood pumping and my heart racing, so that, though I was no male model, I was at least toned under what little fat I carried.

I was broader, with thicker arms and legs, and I walked with more confidence, less brash arrogance, more calm maturity. I had graduated with high marks in my course, and was hoping to get a job in the closest city working in my field with one of the more exciting and innovative firms. My hair had grown out over the last two years too, almost chin length now, falling in loose dark auburn curls that I kept swept back, and a short but full beard, just a little scruffy and dishevelled, in a manner that my last girlfriend had said made me look handsome and rugged.

I wondered what people would make of me now, daydreams about how they might compliment me or flatter me, seeing me with new respect, remembering only the thin, awkward teenager I had been when I had left, seeing me changed suddenly into a charming, handsome young man. I had been just as tall then, but a lot thinner, and self-conscious, my awareness of my own intelligence making me obnoxious at the same time as being timid.

Time spent among people of equal, and sometimes greater, intelligence, had softened my edges, and the chance to socialise with people like me in a new environment had given me a quiet, humble confidence that set me at ease. I wondered how time had treated those who had stayed behind in my home-town, my old friends, teachers, neighbours, old girlfriends, and I smiled as I imagined the weeks ahead, reconnecting with people, relaxing, taking a moment to myself before setting off on my journey as an adult.

I was lost in day-dreams as I approached my parents' house, planning the things I wanted to do, the places I wanted to visit before leaving at the end of the summer, aware that once I found a job and a place of my own that I’d likely never be returning to this place again, at least not for so long, and not in the same way. The sun was high and the day was warm, a light sweat on my brow and chest as I carried my heavy bags down the street, and I was paying little attention to my surroundings.

“Adam?” A voice called my name, one I recognised. “Adam Cooper, is that really you?”

I stopped and fixed a smile I hoped was charming, maybe even dashing, turned to the source of the voice. Rose, the girl next door, the girl I’d grown up with, and the girl that had broken my heart more than once during high school.
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She was stood just outside her parent’s house, next to a small car, shopping bags in hand. Her cheeks were flush with just a hint of pink from the heat.

“Hey, Rose!” I replied.

She looked just as amazing as I remembered, slim and short, but perky and almost effervescent with an energy and an inner joy that seemed to make her blue eyes sparkle. Like me she had grown, blossomed, her figure filling out, becoming curvaceous but still toned, her hair grown long, bright blonde, tied back into a plain ponytail.

She was in just simple jeans and a thin sweater, only a hint of make-up, but she looked as stunning as I remembered, and just seeing her brought back a wave of memories and emotions. The times I had spent around her house, messing about, playing computer games with her and Dale, her younger brother, the times we had gone to movies together, wondering if we were friends, or if it was a date, the one night just before I had gone off to college when I had finally acted, and we had kissed, more than kissed, in her room while her parents were out.

I blushed, suddenly flustered, not quite sure how I should feel or act. We had stayed in touch for the first year or so but, eventually, had drifted apart. Distance and time had dulled whatever had existed between us, and now as I looked at the pretty, beautiful girl next door I felt… changed.

“I heard you were coming back for the summer.” Rose said.

There was a moment of quiet, both of unsure what still existed between us after the years we’d spent as close friends, those awkward teenage moments, after those last weeks before I left, after the intervening years. Did I feel the same? Did she?

“Yeah.” I said, breaking the awkward quiet. “Back for the summer, just relax while I look for a job. Been looking forward to it.”

Rose smiled, nodding.

“How have you been?” I asked.

“Good. Really good.” She said. “I’ve got work at the veterinary clinic as a nurse while I study. You remember I always wanted to work with animals, right? And I volunteer at a local shelter. It’s tiring but… I really like it.”

“Oh wow. That’s… that’s great!” I said.

“What about you?” She asked. “I heard you graduated?”

“Yeah, I’m good… college was great. I got pretty good marks so I’m hoping to get a decent job, but it feels weird knowing it's all behind me if you know what I mean?”

Rose gave a light, soft laugh. She nodded.

“Yeah, that makes sense.”

She stared at me for a moment.

“You look good.” She said. “All grown up.”

It was my turn to laugh, a slight warmth to my cheeks.

“Guess college suited me?”

“Yeah. I guess. I barely recognised you. The beard though…”

Rose stared at me, a subtle frown.

“Not a fan?” I asked.

Rose laughed again, shaking her head.

“Not really, but so long as you like it that’s all that matters.”

I nodded. There was another silence.

“How’s your family?” I asked.

“Good. Mum and dad are still together, though dad’s had a grumpy shoulder the last year or two after falling off his bike. Nothing bad, just… a bit of pain here and there. Mum’s got a new hair cut, gone short. I tease her that she’s having a midlife crisis and wants a toy boy, so you might have to look out.”

Rose laughed. I had always liked her parents, and Rose’s mother had always been beautiful, much like her daughter, small and slim with a pretty face, subtle curves that I could not help but notice as a teenage boy spending long summer days playing with Rose and Dale in the back garden. Just imaging it made me blush, a subtle thrill and the naughtiness of it.

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I said, grinning. “And what about Dale?”

“Oh, he’s good. All grown up and graduated high school and he’s off to college at the end of the summer in the city. He missed you when you left.” Rose said. “He’s been looking forward to seeing you, hasn’t been about to settle since he heard you were coming back for the summer.”

“I missed him too.” I said, meaning it. “And I missed you…”
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As I spoke there was the sound of rattling behind me, the sound of small, hard wheels rolling over tarmac, coming rapidly closer. I stalled, turned to face the fast approaching noise, and my eyes went wide.

Dale was skating down the road towards me in a hurry, a massive smile on his face and he had… blossomed. He had grown up, gone was the awkward teenager, replaced with a stunningly pretty young man.

Dale had hung around with me and Rose often. A little less than three years younger than his sister and just a little more than two years young than me, he had grown up with us, the nerdy, annoying little brother, and, as an only child, he had almost felt like my little brother at times since we spent so much time together. If Rose was out or busy we’d often play board games or computer games together, and he’d often chat to me about his favourite new toys or TV shows or hobbies.

When he had troubles or felt fretful he’d often come to ask me questions about what it was like getting older, asking me for advice on how to make friends or be confident, I guess seeing me as an older brother figure in the same way that I saw him as the younger brother I never had. We’d spent hours together, playing, hanging out at the shops or the arcades, going to movies, him tagging along with Rose and me as we struggled to work out if we were friends or something more.

At the time I’d left he’d been in the middle of that awkward adolescence phase, growing from the boy he was into the young man he’d be, and I’d not seen him since, though we’d exchanged a few messages here and there, wishing each other happy birthdays and merry holidays. He wasn’t that awkward adolescence any more though.

Growing up I’d assumed that since Rose took after her mother, Dale would take after his father, a tall, broad, mountain of a man with a gruff exterior but a kind heart. He hadn’t though. Seeing him it was clear that out of the two of them, Dale was more like their mother.

Slim and toned, petite, he was almost beautiful as he glid across the tarmac road on a pair of retro roller skates towards me. He was wearing tiny cut-off denim shorts with long white socks that ran up to his lower thigh, two bright pink bands at the top, the exposed meat of his plump, toned thighs smooth, soft, hairless, along with a short-sleeved pink plaid shirt that was tied around the waist to leave his taught, smooth belly exposed, with the top buttons undone and open to expose his throat and a hint of his collarbones. His hair was cut and styled into a long pixie cut, swept to one side, a light reddish-blonde lightened by the sun, his cheeks flush from exercise and flecked with freckles.

I felt a tightness in my chest as I looked at him, suddenly flustered, my mouth dry, his smile radiant. As he skated closer I could see that his lips were a bright, glossy pink, his eyes lined with a dash of eye-liner, a hint of eye-shadow, just the barest hint of make-up to make him seem even… cuter.

“ADAM! Oh my god!” Dale’s voice was loud and cheerful and excited.

His enthusiasm made me laugh and blush. He skated faster, rushing at me, a subtle wiggle to his hips, his shorts tight around his firm ass, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him.

As Dale grew closer, before I had a chance to react, he launched himself at me, jumping into the air and flying towards me so that I had no choice but to catch him, dropping my bags and wrapping my arms around him as I staggered back to stop us both from falling over. He was light, slim and petite, and easy to hold, but I was still glad I had been hitting the gym hard over the last year or so, not sure I’d have been able to catch him if I were still the same scrawny boy I’d been when I’d headed off to college.

Dale, apparently supremely confident in my strength and my reflexes, showed no fear or sense of self-preservation. He wrapped his legs around my waist, his arms around my neck, and hugged me tightly. I smiled, the warmth of him comforting, his body soft and delicate, his affection a blessing.

“Missed me?” I said, giggling.

Dale squeezed me tight, though he was not strong enough to be any real threat. He nodded as he nuzzled into me, squirming, the sensation of holding him and his subtle movements causing an odd fluttering in my belly. His hair smelt of coconuts and musk, and I took a deep breath without even thinking.

“Soooo much!” he said.

Dale lifted his head and looked into my eyes, grinning, a sparkle of mischievousness that I recognised in his green eyes, his face inches from mine.

“I’m glad your back though. Now we get to spend the whole summer together. And you can tell me all about college. Did you hear? I’m off to the city! It’s going to be AMAZING!”

He had changed, grown, become more confident and outgoing. Gone was the timid, shy, awkward boy he’d been, replaced with a bright, happy, giddy, vivacious young man, stunningly pretty, and for a moment, as he looked at me, I felt… something. Dale wiggled again, and giggled, biting his bottom lip, staring at me.

“I’ve really been looking forward to seeing you.” He said, his voice softer, quiet, almost coy.

I blushed.

“The beard suits you by the way. I like it. You should totally keep it.”

I felt my cheeks and throat turn pink with a rush of blood, suddenly warm. I laughed, smiled, and Dale just stared at me for a moment, eyes wide, grinning, hugging me as I held him.
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“You can get off of him now Dale.” Rose said.

Rose. The girl next door, Dale’s older sister, my friend… I’d completely forgotten she was there. I flushed an even deeper pink and shifted, suddenly embarrassed, trying to disentangle myself from the cute young man who’d leapt on me.

Dale untangled is legs and arms only reluctantly, an exaggerated pout that made my chest feel tight. I shifted my hands to his hips and lifted him easily, his figure slim and light, and dropped him down onto the ground, holding him for a moment as he found his balance on his roller skates, my hands on his hips, just above the waist of his tiny, tight shorts, gripping his smooth, soft skin. Dale smiled at me, winked, grinning.

“Thanks for catching me.” He said, a subtle wiggle of his hips.

I released him, blushing, smiled.

“You… didn’t really give me much choice.” I said.

“I knew you could handle me. Look at you now, all buff and manly. No way you’d drop cute little me… would you?”

I smiled, shook my head.

“No, not if I could help it.”

“I knew it.” Dale said. “I’m just too precious.”

“Too annoying.” Rosa said, giggling.

I laughed, flustered, my heart beating quick. I looked at Dale for a moment, seeing just how he’d changed, how he’d grown, how he’d blossomed.

“I told you he’d grown.” Rose said.

I nodded.

“All glowed up!” Dale said, grinning.

To emphasise his point Dale lifted his arms and spun in his skates, almost pirouetting, turning in front of me to show off his lean, trim figure, his subtle curves, his long, smooth legs, his pert ass, his toned, soft stomach, long arms. As he turned back to face me he was grinning, a cheeky smirk.

“See...”

“Stop flaunting and come give me a hand getting these bags in.” Rose said.

Dale laughed, gave me an exaggerated sigh, rolling his eyes.

“I dare not incur more of my charming sister’s wrath. I’ll see you later, hopefully…”

Dale winked at me and skated off, a sway and wiggle to his hips as I watched him go, his smooth, toned legs in his long socks, the cute booty shorts, his tiny pink plaid shirt. He was… so different, but the change suited him, and he seemed happy, outgoing, so much more confident than I remembered him, so much more… flirtatious.

Dale grabbed several bags and skated up the drive to the front door. I bent to collect my bags and looked to Rose who was smiling. She shook her head.

“Sorry… I probably should have warned you. He’s become a bit of a handful, but he’s sweet as honey under all the manic energy.”

I nodded, glanced over her shoulder in time to see Dale disappearing into the house, glancing back briefly over his shoulder at me, grinning, a wiggle to his butt as he vanished. I felt hot and almost giddy, looked back to Rose.

“Yeah he… he seems a lot more confident and outgoing. The last time I saw him he was still in that shy awkward phase.”

Rose nodded.

“Yeah, took him a while but he’s found himself now, and he’s happy, and that’s what matters right?”

I nodded, emphatic. I was happy for him. He seemed almost bursting with energy and joy and light and his enthusiastic greeting had left me flattered and feeling glad to be back. Sure, he might seem a little unconventional and wild, but that he was happy was what mattered. It was what I’d always told him—be yourself, love yourself, and learn to be the kind of person who makes you happy. I was glad to see he’d listened.

“Yeah. Absolutely.” I said.

I stood for a moment feeling oddly awkward and flustered. I took a deep breath and could still smell coconut and musk, the scent of Dale’s shampoo and soap clinging to me, making me giddy.

“Well… I should get going, go see mum and dad.” I said.

“Sure. Maybe I’ll catch you soon? I mean, I’m working a lot at the moment, but I’m sure we can find time to catch up and reminisce.”

“I’d like that.” I said.

“And if you get bored hanging out all day on your own just give Dale a shout. He’s not doing anything all summer and I know he’d love to catch up. You two could sit around and play video games like you used to. He’s been dying to ask you all about what college is like.”

I felt a warmth in my cheeks, smiled, nodded.

“Yeah. I think I might.” I said. “I’ll see you around.”

As I walked off towards my parents' house my head was spinning, a tightness in my chest, a fluttering in my belly. Were my old feelings for Rose coming back or… I shook my head, laughing at myself. I was tired and hot. I needed to get home, unpack, shower and eat. Tomorrow was a new day, and I was sure I had a very interesting summer ahead of me.


Two

I rose early, still used to my regular schedule, and set off for a run before the day grew too warm, taking a slow steady jog around my old neighbourhood, waving to people I recognised as they headed off on their commute. By the time I got home my father had already left for the day, and my mother was just getting ready to set off for work.

“You have any plans today?” My mother asked.

I shrugged, drinking a tall glass of cold orange juice, the chill of it making my stomach clench. I was sweaty and breathing heavy, but I felt good after my run, invigorated and ready for the day.

“Not sure. I was thinking of taking a week or two to just relax, get my head sorted before I started looking for a job and a place to live and stuff. If you need me to do anything around the house though or head out and…”

My mother held out a hand to quiet me.

“You just relax sweetie. You worked hard, got good marks, and I’m sure soon enough you’ll be busy again. If you want to take a little time then do it, you deserve it. I know you won’t be able to laze around for too long. You’re too frantic to be able to sit around doing nothing. You’re like your father.”

I laughed, nodded. My father was notorious for not being able to sit still, always flitting from project to project, working on home improvements, hobbies, work deadlines. Being compared to him by mother, the man she still adored, felt nice.

“Well… if you do need anything just shout.” I said.

“I will, but do try to relax a little okay? And I know Rose and Dale have both been eager to see you back. Try to find some time for them too okay?”

I nodded again.

“Yeah, sure. I think I can manage that with my busy schedule.”

My mother laughed as she collected her bag and keys. She crossed the kitchen towards me and rose up on her toes to give me a soft kiss on the cheek and I reciprocated. It felt nice being home, comfortable, but I could not help noticing the extra grey in my mother’s hair with a pang—she and my father were getting older, but then, we all were.

“I’ll see you tonight sweetie. You have a lovely day.”

“You too.” I said.

As my mother left to head off to work I finished my orange juice, washing the glass up and putting it on the side to drain, before heading upstairs to shower. I had a busy day ahead of me doing nothing, and I didn’t want to waste a second.

I showered first, relishing the harsh flow of hot, steaming water, the shower at my parent’s house luxury after the shower in my rented student flat, taking my time, basking in the heat and solitude. As I washed, lathering my hair and face and body with soap, letting the water rinse me clean, my mind drifted. An image of Rose, yesterday, the girl next door grown older, becoming only more beautiful with age, her content, charming smile, her bright eyes, yet… it wasn’t the same. She’d changed, I’d changed.

Over the years at college I had dated several women seriously, and had fleeting encounters with a few more. They had all been memorable, beautiful, engaging women, each different and unique, each special in their own way, but none of them had lasted more than a few months, none of them had captivated me in the way I yearned to be captivated. As I thought back to high school and my adolescent crush on Rose I remembered the frustrations and longings, but when we had finally admitted our feelings to each other, when we had finally acted on our mutual desire for each other it had just… fizzled out, just like every relationship I had ever had, something critical missing.

I had been excited to see Rose again, eager to see if perhaps now we might rekindle that special something from our youth, but seeing her yesterday it felt… not how I had imagined. It was like I was more interested in the idea of her than in her, captivated by the idea of a relationship and intimacy only to find the real thing… lacking something. I felt almost deflated, an emptiness inside myself that I could not describe.

I was glad to be home for the summer, and was excited to see old friends, spend one last lazy summer with them before setting off to start my life as a functional and productive adult. Rose was still one of my best friends, and I was excited to see her parents again, old high-school buddies who were still around. My mind drifted back to Dale’s greeting, his cheerful enthusiasm, and I couldn’t help but smile.

The way he had greeted me had made me feel special and cherished, that he really was glad that I was back. I had missed him, missed just hanging out with the dorky little brother I’d never had, only now… now he was grown up.

I pictured him in his roller-skates and long socks, his tiny, tight shorts, and the tied pink plaid shirt he had been wearing yesterday, his cute pixie cut and the tiny bit of make-up he had been wearing, his sparkling eyes. It had been odd, seeing the new version of him, but I couldn’t help but admit he looked good, cute even, and I was happy he was confident and had found himself. I smiled, a warm glow in my chest and belly as I remember his hug, the way he had leapt into my arms, squirming, wrapping his arms and legs around me. He had felt so soft and delicate, and his joy and enthusiasm had made me feel warm, flattered.

As I washed I felt my body tingle, a rush of blood, and my cock swelled, hardening. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, relaxing, letting my hands run over my body, a tingle up my spine, one hand slipping down to caress my cock, soapy and slippery. My mind wandered, and I pictured long legs, short-shorts, tight around a pert, perfect ass, roller-skates, a happy, cheeky smile… Dale… I shook my head and pulled my hand away from my cock.

What was wrong with me? Why was I picturing Dale? I mean… yeah, he was cute, even pretty, but… he was my best friend’s younger brother. And I was straight.

I forced a laugh. It had been a while since I’d been intimate with a girl, so maybe I was just frustrated, and I had to admit it had felt nice when he’d hugged me, the affection and attention making me feel good. He was a boy though, a man really now, even if he had looked hot in those tiny shorts and those long socks. My mind drifted again and I forced myself to focus.

I rinsed off the last traces of soap and stepped out of the shower. I dried off and looked at myself in the mirror. My hair and heard were both a little wild, but I was trim, toned, and looked pretty good. Maybe I just needed to tidy myself up? I had let myself go a little caveman during the stress of my finals. Rose had clearly not liked it, and neither did several of my other female friends. Maybe a shave…

I remembered what Dale had said though, the way he had stared at me, at my beard, almost admiring me. He had said it had suited me, telling me to keep it.

I shook my head, grinning, a slight blush to my cheeks. It was a lot easier than shaving, and a few more weeks wouldn’t really hurt.
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Dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, a pair of loose, worn sandals, I grabbed the novel I was reading, a trashy sci-fi adventure to help my brain reset, and a banana, and headed out into the garden to relax. The sun was high and bright, the sky a clear blue, and I settled down on a patch of lawn to just enjoy the quiet.

I fell into the plot easily, enjoying the heat of the sun on my bare arms and legs, the back of my neck, the soft sheen of sweat on my skin, a gentle breeze, and I almost forgot where I was for a moment, just drifting, at peace. As the narrative reached a particularly intense moment I shifted, sitting up, and out of the corner of my eye I caught a glimpse of someone staring at me and jumped.

“Sorry.” Dale said. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

My heart was beating quickly from the scare, and I took shallow breaths. I laughed and shook my head, folding down the corner of my page, closing my book, putting it down next to me.

“It’s fine.” I said, a slight frown, puzzled.

Dale was sat on the patio just outside the backdoor, cross-legged, elbows on his knees, hands together to support his chin, leant forward, staring at me, smiling. He looked cute, almost elfin, a subtle flush to his freckled cheeks, a hint of eyeliner and eye-shadow, dark, bright pink, glittering, catching the light of the sun, and his lips were plump and wet and pink.

“How long have you been there?” I asked.

Dale grinned. He looked unabashed, but coy, fluttering his eyelashes, nibbling on his bottom lip as he tilted his head just slightly to the side.

“Maybe five or ten minutes. I saw you in the garden from my room and thought I’d hop over the fence like old times to say hi, but… you didn’t seem to hear or notice me, and you looked engrossed in your book so I didn’t want to disturb you.”

I laughed, lightly.

“So you just sat there watching me?” I asked.

Dale nodded, grinning, a glint of mischief in his eye. He was wearing sneakers, bright pink, and long white socks, a pair of worn black denim hot-pants that were high cut, revealing ample thigh, his smooth, soft, flawless skin, and a short white t-shirt with a loose neck and tiny sleeves that left most of his thin arms exposed.

Unbidden the memory of my shower this morning rose up, picturing Dale in his roller-skates, his tiny shorts, his enthusiastic hug, how soft and small he’d felt, the way he’d wiggled. My cock throbbed, hard, engorging, and I blushed. He looked so cute.

Dale was still grinning, though his smile had shifted, becoming almost a smirk, as though he were aware of what I was thinking, what I had done this morning in the shower, how I had touched myself, briefly, while thinking of him. I shifted as I tried to adjust myself, trying to relieve the discomfit of my growing erection.

“Well, the view was nice.” He said.

Before I could react he shifted, rising up to stand, his legs long and smooth, his cute long socks. He wiggled as he crossed the lawn towards me, ass swaying, and as he moved to sit beside me I could not help but stare at his ass, his shorts tiny, exposing a pert handful of each smooth, soft cheek, the way he wiggled as he sat down, bending and twisting so that I had a brief, perfect view of his pert ass. My blush deepened. What was wrong with me?

Dale sat facing me and stared at me for a moment, grinning.

“So… what are we up to today?” He asked.

I stammered, blinked.

“We?”

Dale nodded, still grinning.

“Of course silly! I’ve been waiting for ages to spend some time with you. You don’t think now you’re back I’m going to waste any of the time we’ve got do you? You’ve had the morning to yourself, so now I’m going to keep you company.”

He grinned at me, clearly not about to be refused.

“I was just going to sit and read. If you want to join me then…”

“BORING!” Dale said, loud and exaggerated, giggling.

I couldn’t help but laugh with him. He was so full of joy and enthusiasm is was hard to resist his charms.

He shifted, moving closer, leaning towards me so that he could stare up into my eyes. I felt almost pinned by the dazzling, beautiful greenness of his intense stare. His pink lips, the way the make-up accentuated his natural beautify. I took a deep breath and there was the rich scent of musky perfume.

“You’ve been away for ages… and I’ve missed you. We used to hang out loads and now you’re back so we have to make up for all that missed time.” Dale said. “And we’ve only got the summer, so we can’t waste any just sitting around, silly!”

He grinned at me. It was hard to resist him. With the sun out I felt warm, almost hot, my head spinning, a tightness in my chest and a fluttering in my gut. I shifted, aware that my cock was hard, moving to hide my obvious erection from Dale.

His gaze flittered down, to my crotch, for only the briefest moment, and his smile spread, a blush to his cheeks as he bit his bottom lip. He lifted his gaze to look back into my eyes and his grin shifted again.

“And don’t pretend like you didn’t miss me too and don’t want to see more of me.”

My cheeks almost burned and I was glad that my beard hid the worst of my blush. I shifted, squirming, unsure what to say, how to reply.

“Plus I’ve got loads of questions about college life. What’s it like? Do you have any tips? Any places I should go? Stuff like that. I figure you want me to have a good time and stay safe, right? You want to look after me, don’t you?”

I nodded. The thought of Dale off at college, partying, meeting people, was bitter-sweet, a pang of something I couldn’t quite place.

I’d known him for years. We’d grown up together, the pair of us only just over two years apart in age, and I wanted him to have a great time, to experience all the things I had, to grow and discover himself in the same way I had, but, seeing him now, I also wanted to keep him to myself, wanted to be a part of his journey in a way I couldn’t easily explain.

Dale took my silence as agreement, and just grinned at me. He turned and looked down at the book I had been reading, picked it up and turned it over to see the cover.

“Oh, I heard about this one. It’s meant to be good.” He said. “Maybe you could lend it to me when you’re done reading it?”

“Sure. I’d be happy to.” I said.

He turned and looked at me, a wistfulness in his eyes.

“I really have missed you.” He said, quiet.

There was a moment of silence. I didn’t know how to respond.

“There’s a movie out at the moment I wanted to see.” I said. “Dumb sci-fi like this book, but it's meant to be fun. If you wanted we could go later, maybe grab something to eat too, a chance to chat and catch up?”

Dale stared at me and grinned.

“Just the two of us?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Yeah, I mean… if you want to invite someone else that’s cool, but I was thinking…”

“Just the two of us sounds perfect.” He said, interrupting me. “You get the tickets, I’ll get the snacks. Unless you want to nibble on me?”

I opened my mouth to reply but was too flustered. Dale smirked, giggled, then rose to his feet, stretching, lithe and trim, his figure lean, subtle curves, his hips, ass, t-shirt lifting to expose his taught stomach, long smooth legs.

“I… I’ll just need to get changed.” I said.

Dale nodded.

“Me too. I mean, I know I look cute in this, but movie theatres can be pretty chill with all the air conditioning, and I’m not even sure you could keep me warm if I wore this… though I’d be happy to let you try.”

Dale giggled, amused by my flustered reaction.

“I’ll be round in a bit. See you soon.”

Dale winked and spun, rushing off over the lawn. I sat and watched him go, the wiggle of his hips and the sway of his ass just a little more exaggerated, his tiny shorts showing off his smooth thighs and the soft swell of his ass cheeks, pert and bouncy. He leapt and clambered over the fence with an easy grace, agile and full of energy, then vanished from view.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the lingering scent of his perfume. My head was spinning but I was smiling. Just what had I let myself in for?


Three

Dale arrived at the front door wearing tight, ripped black jeans and his bright pink sneakers, with a very baggy hoody sweatshirt, pastel pink with white design stencilled on the front, a cute cat-girl image with the word kitten written underneath. He looked… cute, the jeans hugging his legs, hips, ass, the rips showing small windows of smooth skin, and the baggy sweatshirt just made him seem small and precious, in need of protecting.

He’d obviously touched up his make-up too, his eye-shadow a little heavier, with dark eyeliner and mascara, a touch of blush powder to give his face a subtle glow, his nails painted pink to match the bright pink of his lips, plump, wet, glistening. I felt a swell of pride thinking that he’d made the effort for me, heart fluttering, almost giddy, and I could not shake the tingle at the back of my skull, my cock half hard in my jeans.

We chatted as we made our way to the cinema, talking about the things I’d got up to at college, the friends I’d made and the courses I’d taken, my exams, what it had been like in the city, my plans for the future, my hopes for employment and a new life back in the city.

“If you got a job there we’d be living in the same place again, you working, me studying. Maybe we could see more of each other… would be a shame to go so long before I get to spend any time with you again.” Dale said, teasing.

I looked down at him as he walked beside me and smiled. The thought made me happy.

I had missed him while I had been away, and being back, spending time with him, it felt… almost new, exciting, and I wanted to spend more time with him. The thought of not seeing him again for possibly years after the summer was over made me feel… empty. I told him I agreed, said I hoped to find work there and if I did, we should definitely keep in touch.

He smiled at that, a subtle pink to his cheeks from more than the make-up. As we walked he stepped in closer to me, his body pressing against my side, and he slipped his arm through mine, hugging my forearm. I smiled, and did not resist, a slight giddiness.

We talked about Dale’s last few years at school, how he had struggled when he was younger with who he was, what he wanted, how to express himself, how he had finally learned to accept himself and, in doing so, had become happier, more joyful and confident. I told him that I remembered how awkward and shy he’d been when I’d left, a young man in his mid-teens struggling, always self-conscious, timid, wary to engage in conversation or put himself out of his comfort zone, the space be occupied diminishing gradually over the years until he existed in just his own room, hiding from the world.

“I like you more like this.” I said. “Not to say I didn’t like you before of course. I’ve always thought you were sweet, you’re kind, and generous, and smart, and funny, but… you’re happier now, and I like seeing you happy.”

Dale smiled at me. He squirmed next to me, hugging my arm tighter as he walked beside me. He had blossomed into a beautiful young man and I felt almost proud to have him beside me.

As we walked towards the cinema I was aware of people noticing us, glancing at us, men and women, and I couldn’t help but smile at the thought of them seeing us together, perhaps thinking we were on a date, the way Dale was snuggled up next to me, his arm through mine, the slim pretty young man going out with the dishevelled wild-man.

I’d changed into old jeans and a comfortable old work-shirt I’d had for years, a pair of heavy leather walking boots and a knitted jacket that had seen better days. Next to Dale, dressed in his fashionable ripped black jeans, in his cute bright pink sneakers, his baggy but cute soft pink hoody, with his hair in the cute pixie style and with make-up on, I knew we must look like an odd couple to be together, and I couldn’t help but grin, a swell of pride.

We weren’t together though. We just old friends, catching up, hanging out, chatting, getting to know each other again. I’d grown up with Dale, the silly boy next door. He was my best friend’s little brother, and even as cute and pretty as he was I was straight. This wasn’t a date… was it?

“You know you’ve only got yourself to thank really.” Dale said.

I looked down at him and frowned. He looked up at me and smiled, nibbling on his bottom lip and fluttering his eyelashes in that way that made me feel flustered.

“For me changing, being this happy. It’s down to you that I learned to accept who I was, that I learned to just be me and be happy.”

“How so?” I asked.

Dale smiled up at me, pretty. He was the same boy I remembered but changed too, older, more mature, but… somehow sillier, more carefree, happier, and his confidence and inner brightness, his joy, made him radiant, beautiful. I felt a tightness in my chest, an ache that felt warm and comforting. He hugged my arm again and as I took a deep breath I caught the scent of him, perfume and soap, the soft musk that was only his, and it was almost intoxicating.

“You remember when we used to talk, while Rose was out and we were playing video games and just hanging out? You were probably the only person who really talked to me, listened to me, and… it meant a lot to me. I was shy and awkward and I kind of knew I was a little different, but it scared me. I was scared about being rejected, about people being cruel or pushing me away or hating me, or even just being cruel to Rose and my parents.”

I nodded, listening. I remembered those chats well. They were some of my favourite memories, hanging out in the living room, playing dumb video games while I waited for Rose, chatting with Dale. I had joked he was a pain, like an annoying little brother, the way he followed us around, followed me around, pestering me with questions and telling me about his new hobbies and interests, his latest favourite TV show or game, but I had liked his company, liked the way he had constantly pestered me. As I had grown older, as we had grown older, we had become close, and though outwardly he had changed from daft child to sullen teen, with me he was still friendly, open, and I valued the moments we had together, the conversations we’d shared.

He’d listened to me, and I’d listened to him. We shared emotions, worries, anxieties, had bonded, telling each other things we’d told no one else, and my heart had ached for those times while I was away at college. I was back now though, and we were together again, just the two of us, and though Dale had changed, grown up, blossomed, there was the same spark in his eyes, the same cheeky grin, and I felt utterly comfortable in his company, like I’d never been away.

“You told me that were are all on our own private journeys, and that the only life I had a responsibility to live was my own, not anyone else’s, and not the life anyone else thought I should live. You told me I was special, and unique, and that I shouldn’t change for anyone except myself, that being true to myself was the only thing that mattered, and that you liked me, and that you wanted me to be happy.”

I smiled at Dale, remembering that conversation only a week or so before I’d left to go to college. I’d been trying to cheer him up, but had never realised he’d been listening so closely, that he’d taken so much of what I’d said so seriously.

“When you left I… I missed you, and I was sad, but I decided to listen. I wanted to show you I’d listened to what you said, and… and I wanted to make you proud of me. I wanted you to be proud of me for being brave and true to myself, rather than hiding and pretending to be someone I wasn’t.”

Dale’s smile faltered for a moment as he remembered something difficult, and for the first time since I’d been back he seemed vulnerable and fretful, worried, almost scared, and I wanted to hug him, reassure him, but did not want to break his flow. He wanted to tell me something and I wanted to respect him by listening.

“It was hard, in the beginning. Everyone thought they knew who I was and I was suddenly changing. They didn’t know me though, they knew who I was pretending to be. Some people were kind and others… not. When it got hard though and I doubted myself I just thought of you, and… how you’d listened to me, what you’d said. That helped me stay strong. Over time it got easier, and I was happier. I kept some old friends, lost others, but then, if they don’t like me as I really am are they really friends? I made new friends too, and people liked me as me, not as someone I was pretending to be.”

I smiled, Dale’s words making me feel warm and content. Knowing he was happy, that he had friends and had found himself, seeing him as the beautiful, confident, charming young man he’d become made me happy and… something else. I shook my head, clearing my thoughts.

“I’m really glad, but it’s all you. I didn’t do anything. You’re the one who was brave and did all the hard work. All I can say is you’re an amazing young man Dale, and I’m glad to know you and privileged to get to spend time with you.”

Dale looked up at me, squeezing my arm as we walked side by side towards the cinema. He blushed, nibbling on his bottom lip, and I felt a sudden urge to… I pushed the thought aside, flushing suddenly at my silliness.

“You helped though. You listened to me. You encouraged me. You helped me be confident about who I was because I knew that you’d always be there for me, and… well… you… I...”

Dale’s cheeks went suddenly deep scarlet. He looked away, giggled, suddenly awkward and shy for the first time since I’d come home.

“What?” I asked.

Dale smirked, looked back up at me, grinning. He fluttered his eyelashes and stared at me, the tightness in my chest worsening, and I felt a hot pit in my gut, almost an ache, a hunger.

“Maybe I’ll tell you later.” He said. “Right now you need to get the tickets, but first, what snacks should I get?”
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I bought the tickets as Dale wandered over to the refreshments stand, and as I stood in line waiting to be served I couldn’t help but watch him walk off, his tight ripped jeans hugging his long legs, the subtle sway of his hips and ass, the pink, baggy hoody only serving to accentuate his small, petite frame. He looked undeniably cute.

The change in him had been remarkable, but it was more than just how hot he’d become. It was the joy in him, the inner light, bright and brilliant, a sense of confidence and happiness that shone a light of happiness on anyone around him, lighting the world, making it seem better for his presence.

The queue shifted and I bought two tickets to the movie, headed off to find Dale. He was stood outside the entrance to the screens, waiting for me, and I stopped, watched him for a moment. He hadn’t seen me yet and was scanning the foyer, people watching. There was a slightly shy, timid look about him, almost anxious, nervous, but he remained undeniably cute and charming, and I felt a swell of pride that he was with me, even if this wasn’t a proper date. He was cute, hot even, intelligent and charming and funny, and I realised that the prospect of seeing more of him when he went off to college and I found work in the city made me happy, excited for the future.

I stepped off and as I approached Dale noticed me, his face breaking into a wide, happy smile as he saw and recognised me. There was a look of eagerness, excitement, and almost relief in his eyes—had he been worried I was going to run out on him?

Just the thought made my heart ache, leaving him alone without explanation. I lifted the tickets and held them up. Dale had bought a large soda with two straws, a large tub of popcorn, and some chocolate candies.

“I think I got enough, but if we run out of snacks you can always nibble on me.” He said, biting his bottom lip.

I couldn’t help but blush, and I was glad for my beard which hid the worst of it, though from Dale’s expression it was obvious he’d noticed, a subtle smirk that showed he knew his teasing had been successful.

“Right… sure.” I said, flustered. “But I think that should be enough so you should be safe.”

I was playing along, but just saying it made me feel almost light-headed. Was I flirting with him? Was I flirting with my best friend’s younger brother? We were just two friends seeing a movie… weren’t we?

Dale just giggled. I offered my free arm to him, and he took it, eagerly, looping his arm through it and falling in step beside me, close, his body warm against my side. I felt glad for his company.

“Shame…” Dale whispered, a subtle note of teasing and something more in his voice.

My blush deepened and I handed the tickets to the young woman checking them. She smiled at me, at us, as she told us how to find our screen and we walked off, close, just the two of us as we headed off to find our seats.
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The theatre was dark and cool, and as the trailers began Dale lifted the armrest between the two of us so that he could move closer, leaning into me. I looked down at him, confused for a moment, but he just smiled up at me.

“It’s cold, and you’re nice and warm and comfortable. You don’t mind do you?” He said.

I smiled, my heart beating hard. I shook my head, told him I didn’t.

I took a deep breath and he shifted to sit close next to me, again slipping his arm through mine, pulling my hand onto his lap, letting it rest on his thigh, his hand on my forearm, holding my hand in place. His head rested on my shoulder and he felt comfortable there, a tingle running down my spine. I shifted slightly, though did not pull away, moving just a little bit into him, adjusting myself as my cock swelled slightly, my head spinning.

Dale let out a soft sigh, and seemed to relax into me, softening, a tension I hadn’t realised was there leaving both of us at once. I squeezed his thigh, once, gently, soft and plump, but toned, and he squeezed my forearm in reply, though neither of us spoke. My heart was racing, and I kept my eyes fixed on the screen though I remained hyper-aware of the slim, soft body next to me, leaning into me, warm and comforting, and my mind drifted. My hand on Dale’s thigh felt warm, his body smooth, alluring, and I could hear my heart drumming, each inhale and exhale loud, the scent of him almost making me dizzy, but I did not pull away, remained in place, unwilling to break the spell, content and happy.

We ate the popcorn as the trailers played and the movie began. It was silly but fun, action and comedy, predictable enough but also well crafted.

We ate the popcorn and the candy, at times both of us going for the same snack, our hands brushing against each other, a moment of… something, before one of us moved just aside, neither of us looking at the other. I was smiling, and my cheeks were aching, but I could not stop myself.

The movie continued and Dale shifted, squirming beside me, squirming into me, hugging my arm, a deep breath, a long, slow, content exhale. His head was on my shoulder as we watched the closing scene of the movie, and I shifted, aware that the movie would be over soon and we would need to leave, aware of the obvious bulge of my semi-hard cock in my jeans, yet even as I shifted, adjusting myself, I left my hand on Dale’s thigh, and he kept his grip on my arm.

As the movie ended, the final credits rolling, I swallowed the lump in my throat, watching the screen, not yet brave enough to move and break the moment. The theatre began to clear and Dale squeezed my arm again, still leaning into me, head on my shoulder.

“Wasn’t bad.” I said, voice cracking slightly, the first words I had spoke in just over two hours.

Dale nodded, murmured his agreement. He remained as he was, nestled against me. The lights came up and, finally, reluctantly, I sat up, moved my hand off Dale’s soft, warm thigh. He followed my lead and we both made ready to leave, slowly, silent.

My mouth was dry. I turned to take a last sip of soda, leaning to take the straw in my mouth and… Dale had obviously had the same idea.

We were face to face, inches apart, leaning towards each other almost as though we were about to… my cheeks turned pink and Dale blushed, looking cute. I smiled.

“You first.” I said quietly.

Dale smiled at me, lowering his eyes, biting his bottom lip. He took a sip of the drink and muttered his thanks, sitting back. He took one last piece of chocolate and ate it as I drank the last of the soda, offering me the packet.

“There’s still a few left.” He said. “Shame. I really was hoping you’d nibble on me. But maybe later…”

I almost choked on my mouthful of soda. Dale smirked at me, winked, then rose to his feet, wiggling his hips as he headed down the aisle slowly, making his way out of the theatre, the empty popcorn box and the bag of candies in hand. I grabbed the almost finished soda and hurried after him, laughing at his brazen teasing.

He waited for me at the end of the aisle and, as we made our way out of the screen, he again slipped his arm through mine, a simple gesture that made me smile. I pulled him in close and my hand just barely brushed his hip as we made our way to get dinner.
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We ate burgers and fries and sat opposite each other, chatting, laughing, oblivious to others around us, and I found myself more comfortable in Dale’s company than I’d been in a long time, yet, at the same time, I was oddly nervous, a fluttering in my stomach when he’d stop to stare at me or tease me, playful and silly and joyful. As we sat I at times felt something brush my calf, my thigh, fleeting, gentle, so that I could almost believe I were imagining it were it not for Dale’s smirk each time.

I shifted, fidgeting, my cock throbbing in my jeans, uncomfortably tight, and my heart beat quickly, drumming, struggling to focus. He looked so cute, and the way he stared at me… we were just friends though, hanging out. This wasn’t a date… right? I was straight and Dale was my best friend’s little brother. Even as cute and pretty as he was I was still straight… right?

As I finished my burger and fries I watched Dale munch through the last of his dinner. His foot again brushed against my leg but I’d been waiting for it, a plan already in mind.

Before he could react I grabbed his ankle and held it, holding his leg, tugging it gently so he slipped down in his seat, his eyes going wide in shock, struggling not to laugh as he fought against me. I was stronger though, and he had no chance of winning. I tugged once more, gently, threatening to unseat him.

“You wouldn’t dare…” He said, staring at me, grinning, cheeks pink.

I just smiled.

“This is payback for teasing me.” I said, laughing.

Holding his ankle firm I reached down with my other hand to slide the ankle of his jeans up, running fingers up over his ankle, shin, calf, tickling. His blush deepened and he stared at me, fluttering his eyelashes, biting his bottom lip.

His skin was soft, smooth, flawless, and I stroked his leg, ticking, teasing. He squirmed but stopped struggling, relaxed, staring at me, breathing hard, cheeks pink, watching me. My cock throbbed as I stroked his leg, his smooth skin, gentle, tender now, watching the way he was blushing, fidgeting, as though he were enjoying it. Was he enjoying it?

I didn’t stop and my touch became gentler, less tickling, more teasing, playful. He slipped lower in his seat and his foot slipped forwards, my hands running up his leg, gripping his calf gently, and his foot pressed just barely between my legs, on my cock, a slow gentle caress against my growing erection.

Dale smiled at me, bit his bottom lip harder, his foot slipping up and down my hardening cock. I squeezed his calf harder, head spinning, staring at him, took a deep breath.

“I know other ways I can pay you back for teasing if you want?” Dale said, giggling.

I smiled, shifted. I pulled his foot away, flustered, and dropped it gently to the floor.

“Spoilsport…” Dale said. “But I notice you didn’t say no.”

He smiled at me and I opened my mouth to speak, to say something but… no words came. I was too flustered to talk, too turned on. He was so playful and flirtatious and pretty… but we were just friends, weren’t we?
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I walked Dale home, comfortable in his company, his arm again slung through mine in a gesture that felt almost as though we’d always been doing it. We walked close, talking, reminiscing, discussing our plans for the future, but there was something… different, something unspoken that I could not quite put into words.

I felt both light and heavy, nervous and excited, and I walked slowly, wanting to extend the day, the moment, my time with Dale. By the time we arrived home the sun was low and the day was cooler. The street was quiet and I walked Dale up to his front door, stopping there as he slipped his arm out of mine, stepping around to stand in front of me, facing me, looking up at me.

He smiled, blushing, and the tightness in my chest became almost painful. My heart drummed, loud.

“Thanks for today.” Dale said.

I nodded.

“You don’t need to thank me. I had fun. It was nice catching up with you and hanging out.”

Dale’s blush deepened, biting gently on his bottom lip as he squirmed slightly.

“Same. I… I’ve missed you, and today was… it was really special.”

Dale’s voice was soft, quiet, a slight wavering. He looked up at me with big, green, beautiful eyes. He was so cute and charming and the way he stared at me…

Dale moved, stepped closer, pressing into me. I felt suddenly hot, a tingle running up my spine. Dale leaned into me, pressing into me, his body slim and small and soft, staring up at me, and I leaned into him, the warmth of his body making my belly flutter.

He rose up on his toes, slowly, nervous and timid, smiling, fluttering his eyelashes, biting on his bottom lip. He looked coy, almost frightened, and it made my heart ache.

He stared at me, trembling against me, and I moved, leaning into him, my arms almost moving on their own, my hands holding Dale’s slim hips, the subtle curve of his waist, and I lowered my face to his. He smiled.

Our lips met, soft for a moment and then, suddenly, hard, hungry, ferocious. Dale’s arms wrapped around my neck and my grip on his hips tightened. I kissed him, hard, as though ravenous, and he kissed me back with equal fervour, passionate and intense, desperate for me.

My body felt hot and light, heady giddy. My cock swelled almost instantly, becoming hard, aching, and Dale pressed against me, grinding against me, against my almost painful erection, moaning into the kiss. What was I doing?

I pulled back, breaking the kiss, my will almost crumbling as he stared up at me, beautiful and beguiling. Dale smiled and licked his bottom lip, his pink lipstick smeared.

“A perfect end to a first date.” He said.

His arms were still wrapped around my neck, my hands still on his waist. He wiggled his hips, squirming against my throbbing cock, making me shudder.

I stepped back, head spinning, unsure what to say. Why had I kissed him? Why had I enjoyed it so much?

Dale disentangled his arms and smiled, blushing. He did a subtle wiggle, a small, quiet murmur of pleasure.

“That was nice, but I should head in.” He said.

I nodded, smiling, flustered, giddy, confused, but… happy in a way I had not been in a long time.

“I’ll see you tomorrow maybe?” Dale asked.

There was a note of fear in his voice, a subtle tremble, and he looked nervous, almost anxious.

“Yeah, you will.” I said, reassuring him.

His smile rose and he looked radiant. He turned, slipped his key in the front door’s lock, opened the door, and vanished, glancing back over his shoulder only briefly, still grinning, a deliberate wiggle to his butt that I knew was for my benefit.

What was it he’d said? A perfect end to a first date.  That had been a… first date?  I smiled, a soft laugh. I was already looking forward to seeing him tomorrow.


Four

My morning run was harder and longer than usual, and I pushed myself, trying to exhaust my mind and body before the day had even begun, trying desperately to clear my head of the thoughts and images and memories that had been plaguing me all night. Why had I kissed him?

Dale was my best friend’s younger brother, the younger brother of the girl I had had a crush on for years, the first girl I’d ever… and I’d missed him. I couldn’t even say it was an accident or a mistake. I had wanted to kiss him, and even now, my feet pounding against the pavement as I ran mile after mile, I wanted to kiss him again. The thought of him, soft and adorable, those eyes, the way he looked at me, the way he felt against me, the way I felt when I was with him, those perfect, full, soft lips… it made me hot.

I was sweating and breathing hard by the time I arrived home, exhausted, but my mind was still spinning in circles, images of Dale, memories of our kiss, the way he had squirmed against my erection, the way he had felt with my hands on his hips and his arms around my neck. My cock throbbed, aching, and I headed up to the shower, eager to douse myself under a flow of very cold water.

I had grown up with Dale, he was almost like a little brother to me, and though he was a young man now, though he had blossomed into someone beautiful, charming, joyful, it felt… wrong. I had always thought of myself as straight but now… the way Dale made me feel, the way being around him made me feel, the way my body had reacted to him, the way I craved him… maybe I wasn’t?

That was a different question though, for another time, and I knew enough to know that I didn’t need to label myself to be happy. Whoever I was, whatever I was, I knew I was a good person… but Dale… it felt wrong, as though I were...

As I stripped off my running gear and set the shower running I resolved to be move level headed, more reserved.  I need to be sensible, so he didn’t get hurt, so I didn’t hurt him.

It made something inside me ache, pushing aside a fervent longing that I had only just realised was there, but I knew it was the sensible thing to do… right? I stepped into the flow of water and closed my eyes as I began to wash.

Soapy hands ran over my skin, and my mind drifted, memories of sitting next to Dale in the cinema, the scent of him, his warm body nestled against me, my hand on his thigh, teasing him while we ate dinner, him teasing me, flirting with me, that kiss, the way it had felt to hold him, Dale kissing me back, grinding against my hard, throbbing cock as we embraced.

My cock swelled, hard, throbbing, and my hands slipped down, slick and wet, stroking the thick girth slowly, teasing, my belly fluttering. I thought of his long legs, the way he had looked in those roller skates and long socks, the tiny shorts and the knotted pink plaid shirt on my first day back, the way he had leapt at me, expecting me to catch him, the way he had felt, so small and soft, so pretty, his legs wrapped around me as he had smiled at me. I pictured his bright green eyes looking up at me, blushing, nervous but eager, waiting for me to kiss him, his soft pink lips, his body warm and soft, his scent.

My hand stroked my cock faster, teasing over the head. I was close, and I imagined kissing him again, harder this time, pinning the pretty young man against the wall, hungry for him, my hands roaming his body as his hand stroked down, over my cock, teasing me.

My balls tightened and I was close, so close, the image of Dale bright in my mind. I pulled my hand away and opened my eyes, my cock throbbing, hard, a drop of pre-cum forming. What was I doing? What was wrong with me?

He was my best friend’s little brother, one of my best friends, almost like a brother to me. We had grown up together. Here I was fantasising about him while showering. I was a pervert… and Dale deserved better than just being treated like a sordid fantasy.  He deserved better than me. In that moment I was ashamed of myself.
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I ate a light breakfast, not really hungry, then grabbed a bag and packed it with nuts, fruits, a large bottle of water, and headed out in shorts and a loose sweater, walking boots, not sure where I was going, wanting to just clear my head, be alone. I walked away from home, away from the centre of the small town where I had grown up, heading towards the edge where the roads and houses thinned out to become dirt paths, fields, woods, and hills.

The sky was clear blue, with not a single cloud to taint the brilliance of it, and the sun was high, hot, blazing down on me as though with the weight and fire of my sins. Dale deserved my respect and my friendship, and I should have treated him better. He was a beautiful and joyful young man, my friend, and he was not an object for me to use and fetishise.

I climbed hills, over stony ground, long grass whipping at my shins, my heavy footsteps disturbing rabbits and birds as I went. I traipsed through woods, where the air was thick with the miasma of rotting leaves and damp soil, thick ferns crowding me. I wove along a maze of overgrown paths until I was lost, stopping only to drink when I was thirsty, and snack when I was hungry.

It was hours later when I began, with only half intentions, to make my way home. I wasn’t ready yet, but I knew I couldn’t avoid facing reality forever.

By the time I arrived home it was late afternoon and the day was cooler, though still too warm. I was sweaty and dusty, and I approached my parents' house with heavy steps, not sure how I would react when I saw Dale again, aware that I needed to be better. That he deserved better.

The street was thankfully empty, and I made my way back to my parents' house undisturbed. It was quiet, empty, and the silence was almost condemning. They should have both been back from work by now.

I made my way through to the kitchen to get a drink, thirsty after drinking the last of my water several hours before, and as I fetched a glass of cold water I noticed a note on the side, from my mother. They were going out for the night with friends and would be back late. I had the evening to myself, but they had left money for pizza if I wanted, and there was food in the fridge, along with plenty to drink.

The time alone would be good for me.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a slow sigh. I needed another shower. After that it was comfortable old clothes, pizza, and video games, a night just to myself, to clear my head. No distractions.
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After my shower I dressed in a pair of old, worn, ripped jeans and a favourite t-shirt that was stretched out of shape, sun-bleached, but comfortable for its nostalgia and familiarity. I settled down with pizza, beer, and an old copy of one of my favourite video games, and I made myself comfortable on the sofa in the living room. I was in the middle of one of the early levels, exploring side areas as I reacquainted myself with the controls and the characters, relishing in the off-beat soundtrack, when there was a knock at the door.

I paused the game and hefted myself to my feet, padded barefoot to the front door. I opened the front door and… froze, smiling without realising it, a knot in my stomach, my heart skipping.

It was Dale, looking nervous, small and vulnerable, coy, uncertain. I felt a heat spread across my cheeks as my fantasies about him from earlier came flooding back.

“Hi.” He said, voice small and quiet. “I called earlier to see if you wanted to hang out, or get some food, but… you weren’t in?”

There was a catch to his voice, a fear. I felt a pang in my chest. Was he frightened I was going to reject him because of what had happened between us? Did he think I would turn my back on him? Just imagining it made something inside me ache and I wanted to hug him tight.

“Yeah I… I went out for a walk, just to explore. It took longer than I thought. I only got back an hour or so ago and I just jumped right in the shower and then ordered pizza.”

Dale smiled, a look of relief, apparently satisfied that I hadn’t been at home, hiding, ignoring him when he called. He stood, looking up at me, and I felt the previous tension and stiffness dissolve, relaxing.  Being around him, close to him, just felt… right.

Dale was dressed in black shorts that left his long legs exposed, tiny and tight, with long socks over his calves and thighs, his bright pink sneakers, and he was wearing the same pastel pink hooded sweatshirt he had worn yesterday. His make-up was subtle and faint, and there was a redness to his eyes that made me worry he’d been crying. Had I caused him that hurt?

“Can I come in then? I’d still like to hang out… if you’re okay with that?”

I smiled, nodded, knowing I probably should find an excuse to refuse, but not wanting to. I wanted his company, wanted to be around him, but I need to control myself.

I opened the door wide and gestured for Dale to enter and he slipped in under my arm, grinning, seemingly happier, and as I shut the front door he walked off down the hall towards the living room, swaying his hips, wiggling his ass, his butt pert and round in his tiny shorts, the fabric cut high leaving a smooth handful of each cheek exposed.

I could not help but stare after him, taking a deep breath, inhaling the scent of his perfume and his soft body. As he turned off the hall and stepped through the doorway into the living room he glanced back over his shoulder and, seeing me stare after him, winked.
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I couldn’t help but feel nervous, almost anxious, as I made my way through to the living room where Dale was waiting for me. After what had happened yesterday I didn’t know what to say, how to act. What did it all mean? What had that kiss meant?

I tried not to fret or worry though, tried to put my anxieties out of my mind. Dale made himself comfortable on the sofa, picking up the second controller and settling down, almost like when we were younger only… things were different now. He had grown up, blossomed, becoming beautiful, and I… I had kissed him, and enjoyed it.

Dale glanced up at me only briefly as I walked past him to take my seat, picking up my old controller and resuming the game. Without even needing to speak Dale took that as his cue to join me and a brief message popped up on screen letting me know that a new player had joined the game. It was easier with two players, Dale supporting me when I was swarmed by enemies, me assisting him as he took on the powerful elite units we came across, and it was more fun playing with him than playing alone.

We laughed, both of us enjoying the old game, the nostalgia, the memories. We didn’t talk, not really, except to call out moves to each other or ask for help, laughing excitedly as we played, mashing buttons to make up for our time dulled skills. We pushed on into the later levels and, eventually, we both died at the same time, and it seemed like a sensible place to take a break.

I turned to Dale and he was sat at the other end of the sofa with his legs crossed under him, looking cute and almost pixieish, his soft, smooth thighs on show, his baggy hoody only serving to make him look even prettier. He seemed almost shy, timid, and I felt a pang of guilt about avoiding him, about taking a seat on the sofa so far from him but… I was just trying to protect him. Wasn’t I?

“You want a drink?” I asked. “We have some beers or sodas. And if you’re hungry there’s some pizza left, but it’ll be cold by now.”

Dale smiled, blushing. The way he bit his bottom lips made my chest and my jeans feel tight. Why did I feel this way about him? It was wrong, wasn’t it?

“A beer would be nice. And pizza is almost better cold… right?” He said, laughing.

There was an awkward silence for a moment as I looked at him. The memory of our kiss, the way his body had felt, rose up, and I felt the urge to take him in my arms. Maybe I wasn’t as straight as I’d always thought? But… that didn’t matter, labels didn’t matter.

Dale was my best friend’s little brother, he was almost like a brother to me. We’d grown up next door to each other and I couldn’t take advantage of him like that. I had to look after him, protect him, so why did I want to…

I took a deep breath and tried to force myself to calm the tempest of emotion and urges raging in me. I rose to my feet and moved off towards the kitchen.

“Two beers coming up.” I said.

My heart was thundering. As I passed Dale he looked up at me, turning and shifting to watch me leave, his eyes wide, a look of admiration and adoration and… something more, a look of almost hunger. I felt my cheeks blush and I hurried off to get out drinks.
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“Here you go.” I said, passing Dale the open bottle of beer.

He smiled at me as he took it, still munching on the slice of cold pizza he’d taken from the box on the coffee table. His cheeks flushed a soft pink and he chewed quickly, swallowing as he took the offered drink.

“Thanks.” He whispered.

I smiled at him, stepped around him, and walked to sit at the other end of the sofa. He watched me, smiling, and as I sat he shifted, moving down the sofa to sit close beside me, his body just barely touching mine, his hips and thigh warm.

I took a deep breath and could smell the soft, musky scent of his soap, sweet and floral, feminine, and a dusky, rich perfume that made the hairs on the back of my neck tingle. I felt hot, a tightness in my chest, and I took a deep swig of my beer, swallowing.

“You know… I was worried.” Dale said. “When I called on you earlier and you didn’t answer I was… I thought maybe I’d upset you, that you were pushing me away. But you weren’t… were you?”

He looked up at me, eyes wide and beautiful, lips pink and soft and wet. I felt him shifting, squirming, unsure and timid, shy, worried. I turned to face him and had to fight the urge to grab him, lean in, kiss him hard to show him just how wrong he was but… I couldn’t. It would be wrong of me to take advantage of him. He trusted me.

“Of course not. I… I just wanted to take a walk, clear my head, that was all. I’d never push you away like that, you’re… you mean a lot to me.”

I looked at Dale as I spoke, voice soft, earnest. I never wanted to hurt him. The thought that my actions had made him worry caused an almost tangible pain to flutter in my gut.

“You… you mean that?” He asked.

I nodded, smiling. I wanted to hug him, hold him, but I knew if I did that I would not be able to resist the lure of him, of his lips, his body. I could not stop thinking about him.

“I thought maybe that… that the kiss had scared you off. I… if it did I’m sorry. I… I don’t want you to stop hanging out with me, I’ve been looking forward to spending the summer with you and I’d rather be… rather be just friends than lose you.”

“You’re not going to lose me.” I said. “I’ve been looking forward to this summer too, and come the autumn if we’re both in the city then maybe we can hang out more then too.”

Dale smiled, relaxing, a look of hope that made my heart flutter. He was so beautiful and full of joy, so unique and wonderful, and I wanted more than anything for him to be happy and safe.

“It’s just… I… I really like you. I really like you.” Dale said. “You’re hot and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t attracted to you, but… I wasn’t planning on kissing you, I wasn’t planning on any of what happened but when I saw you I just… I just couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t help but flirt with you a little and to be honest I didn’t expect anything to come of it. I thought you’d just take it as harmless teasing and we’d just hang out like we used to and I could just admire you without actually doing anything about it and I didn’t mind that idea. I mean… I always thought you were kinda… straight, I guess… you only ever seemed to go for girls so I just assumed, but then that’s none of my business really, and you don’t need to explain yourself to me obviously.” Dale was babbling.

He paused to take a breath, blushing, and he bit his bottom lip, fluttering his eyelashes at me. He was flirting with me again. He couldn’t help it and… I liked it.

“I don’t know… maybe I got the wrong idea but it was almost like you were flirting back, and I just couldn’t stop myself. The way you looked at me, the way you made me feel, I just wanted to be close to you. Teasing you, being teased by you, being with you I felt… I felt special, cherished, and I just… when you said good night and you were so close, the way you were looking at me, I couldn’t help it. I just… I just wanted you so badly.”

My heart was racing, thumping. Watching Dale, being so close to him, I felt almost giddy. His big, beautiful green eyes stared up at me, lips so soft and wet and plump, the memory of them on my lips, kissing me back as I held him. My cock throbbed, a dull ache.

“But if that kiss was too much or if I was wrong or if I upset you by flirting with you then I’m sorry. I… I won’t do it again. I just don’t want to lose you so soon after you got back.”

I smiled, a pang in my chest. Dale looked so soft and delicate, so vulnerable, and something in me hungered for him. He was so close, his body so soft, the scent and heat of him driving me wild.

“I… you did nothing wrong.” I said. “That kiss was amazing, and your flirting was… it was fun. I've really enjoyed being back, spending time with you, and you didn’t read it wrong. I mean… I thought I was straight too, but maybe I’m not, not given how I feel being around you and the way I want you, but… that kiss, the way you felt, I just… I can’t do that again.”

Dale smiled, blushing, his brow furrowed with confusion. He stared at me for a moment then shifted, moving closer. His body pressed against mine, warm, soft and I longed to wrap my arms around him, hold him, taste him.

“Why can’t you?” Dale asked, voice soft and seductive. “I mean… I’m not going to pressure you if you say no, but… if you want it, and I want it, then why can’t you?”

I swallowed the lump in my throat, struggling to restrain myself from leaping on the pretty, sexy boy beside me. He was so hot, and the way he looked at me, the way he spoke, made me yearn for him.

“I…” I felt suddenly nervous, uncertain. “I just… I just don’t want to hurt you and… we’re friends. I’m best friends with your sister. We grew up together. It would be wrong, wouldn’t it? I mean, you’re almost like a little brother to me.”

Dale smiled, suddenly emboldened, confident, almost smug. He shifted, moving closer, pressing his slim, smooth, hot body against mine, teasing me, flirting with me, hunting me. I knew if he continued my resolve would begin to crumble.

“If you want it, and I want it, how can it be wrong? We’re both adults, and…” Dale blushed, a deep pink. “You know, I’ve always had a crush on you, ever since I can remember, though I didn’t realise it at the time.”

The way Dale looked at me, biting his bottom lip, squirming to press against me, it made me flustered, hot, my cock throbbing swelling, lips tingling. I wanted him, but I couldn’t give in… could I?

“You were always so kind to me, so sweet and caring, and whenever I was close to you I just felt… happier.”

Dale smiled, a seductive, cheeky, mischievous grin.

“You want to know when I realised it was a crush? When I realised just how I felt about you, how much you meant to me? You want to know when I realised who I was?” His blush deepened, a shyness, nervous, coy. “Really, it was you who was to blame.”

He giggled.

“Just before you left for college you were hanging out with me and Rose and then… you two went up to her room. I kind of… I snuck up, to see what you were doing, and I saw you. I saw both of you, making out, and I… I watched, just for a bit. I saw you and the way you were kissing her, the way you were touching her, the things she… she did to you, that you did to her, even though I didn’t see much I… I felt so hot. I was angry, and jealous, but more than that I just… I wanted you. I didn’t want her to have you. I wanted you for myself. I wanted you to kiss me the way you were kissing her, touch me the way you were touching her.”

My head was spinning. I remembered that night but to think of Dale watching… how much did he see?

“That was when I realised who I was, what I wanted. I knew then that I had to stop hiding, stop pretending I was someone different, that if I ever wanted to be happy that I had to be true to who I was. So I… I grew up. I learnt to be brave and strong, like you told me. I knew that if I wanted to stop being miserable I needed to just be myself.”

“You’re beautiful.” I whispered, trying to reassure Dale but also meaning it.

He smiled at me and his blush deepened. He bit his bottom lip and looked at me, teasing me, flirting with me.

“I just… I always assumed that I’d never get to have you. That we’d be friends, but that… well… that I wasn’t your type. Sure I wasn’t happy with that, but I could accept it. Now though… since you’ve been back, the way you look at me, the way you are around me, the way you kissed me, you like me too, don’t you?”

I nodded, slowly. Dale smiled, fluttered his eyelashes.

“I like you too. I really like you. I’m very attracted to you and I want you. I think you want me too. If you do, if you’re attracted to me the way I’m attracted to you, well… there’s nothing wrong with love, with pleasure. Is there?”

I shook my head. Dale smiled.

He shifted, moved away from me. I felt suddenly adrift without his body close to me, pressing against me, and I had to struggle not to reach out and grasp him, claim him.

“If you don’t want me then I understand. You just need to say, but… if you are attracted to me, if you do want me, then the answer from me is yes. It’s always been yes.”

I opened my mouth to speak but Dale moved before words could leave my lips. He pressed one finger to my mouth to silence me.

“You need to be brave, like you told me to be brave. You need to be true to yourself. If you want me, and trust me, I want you to want me, then you need to stop doubting yourself, stop letting your head get in the way of your heart. There is nothing wrong with taking risks, and at the end of the day, isn’t love and happiness worth taking a chance on?”

I nodded, slowly. Dale smiled, withdrew his finger.

He rose slowly to his feet and looked down at me as I sat looking up at him, struck dumb and mute by the truth of his words. He was so beautiful, inside and out, and I wanted him.

“I’ll see you tomorrow hopefully.” Dale said. “Maybe then you can… you can tell me what you decide?”

Before I could reply Dale leant forward and placed and single kiss on my forehead, his lips soft, the scent of his perfume driving me wild. I almost reached out to grasp him but, as though reading my mind, he moved quickly, and was gone and out of my reach before I could react.

“Good night handsome.” Dale said.

“Night beautiful.” I said, smiling.

Dale blushed, offered a small wave. I watched as he walked out of the room, a swagger to his hips and ass that I knew was for my benefit. He was so utterly sexy and my cock throbbed hard at the sight of him.

He walked out of the door and out of sight. Moments later there was the noise of the front door opening and closing as Dale left. I was alone, my head was a mess, and I had a lot of thinking to do—but one truth rang loud and clear above the chaos of thoughts and emotions… wasn’t love and happiness worth taking a chance on?


Five

“What’s wrong dear? You look a little worried?” My mother asked.

I looked up from the bowl of half-eaten cereal I had been stirring and saw my mother standing on the opposite side of the kitchen with a coffee cup in hand, watching me, a worried expression on her face. I forced a smile in an attempt to reassure her.

“It’s nothing, not really. I’m fine.” I said, trying to sound cheerful.

I was lying though. It had been two days since Dale’s visit, and I hadn’t seen or heard from him, even when I made a point of sitting out in the back garden or wandering the streets, hoping to bump into him. I was worried about him, worried I’d hurt him, but… more than that, I was confused.

“Are you sure? You seem down. You were so happy when you first got back but the last few days you’ve been… lost in your own head. Has anything happened?”

I shook my head.

Something had happened though. I had gone on a date with the pretty boy next door, the boy I’d grown up with, the brother of my best friend, my first crush, my first… a boy who was almost like a brother to me. He was a young man now though, and the date had been… amazing.

We had talked, in a way I’d never really been able to talk with anyone, and laughed. We had flirted, teasing each other, comfortable with each other, and I had felt drawn to him, attracted to him in a way that was new and exciting and addictive, and he had acted like he was attracted to me, making me feel special and wanted. We had kissed, passionately, a kiss that had made my head spin and my cock ache, our bodies close, my hands exploring his smooth, soft, body, and just the memory was enough to make me blush.

It was wrong though… he was my friend, my best friend’s little brother, and I couldn’t risk that just because I was confused. And that was all this was, right? I was just confused… I’d always been straight, attracted to girls, but the way Dale made me feel, the way he looked at me, the way I ached for him...

What if I wasn’t confused? What if I wasn’t as straight as I thought? What if my feelings for him were more than just some fleeting infatuation with the hot, sexy, pretty boy next door? What if my feelings ran deeper?

I knew how Dale felt about me. He had confessed, telling me how he felt about me, bearing his soul in an act of courage and honesty that only made me admire him more, but then… he had left, and now it was up to me to decide how I felt about him. How did I feel?

It had been only days since I had seen him, but already I missed him. The thought of not seeing him again, not being close to him, not feeling his lips on mine, his body, made me feel nauseous and weak. I needed to be brave…

“Yeah I just… I’ve had a lot on my mind that’s all.” I said.

My mother stared at me, frowning, studying me as though reading my face. Slowly she smiled, nodding.

“You’re going through an important time in your life and I can imagine it’s hard but…” My mother paused, a subtle frown. “You should know you’ll always have our love and support. Just… we want you to be happy.”

She smiled at me, a subtle watery glaze to her eyes. The way she spoke… did she know what I was thinking?

Dale and Rose and their parents had lived next door to my parents ever since I was a baby, and though not best friends they were close. We had spent vacations together, eaten meals together, shared holidays and birthdays, triumphs and disasters. Did they know about the date I’d been on with Dale? Did they know about his long-running crush on me? How obvious was it that I had fallen for him?

Shit… had I? I smiled as I realised the truth.

I had fallen for him.

I had fallen for the boy next door. I had fallen for Dale, a friend who was almost like a little brother to me.

Just being around him made me happy, and seeing him made me smile. I couldn’t help it. He was beautiful inside and out. We were both adults, and we each wanted the other. Nothing else mattered.

I laughed, chuckling, and smiled for the first time in days.

“You okay there?” my mother asked.

I nodded.

“Yeah. I think I am. I just… I just need to make a phone call.” I said.
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There was the click of the phone being picked up on the other end, then a moment of silence, and I could almost feel Dale’s tension, his nervous anticipation. I took a deep breath, this was it. Be brave.

“Hi.” I whispered.

I was terrified, but I tried to keep my voice calm, neutral. What if I had waited too long? What if Dale had changed his mind? What if I had hurt him and there was no undoing what had been done?

“Hi.” Dale said.

His voice was quiet, soft, but I could hear his smile, and that was enough to make me relax.

“Sorry I didn’t call sooner.” I said. “I’ve been out in the garden and on the street though and I didn’t see you. Are you… are you okay?”

There was a pause.

“I’m okay. I just wanted to give you space so I might have been avoiding you, letting you have time on your own to think, but you don’t need to apologise for taking your time. You need to think, and I don’t want to rush you. You’re worth waiting for, no matter what you decide.”

Dale’s words were kind and sincere. He was a beautiful person and I was glad he was in my life.

“Thank you.” I said. “But… about that. I’ve been thinking and…”

I smiled without thinking, a broad grin that was audible in my voice, a note of excitement and fear, aware that what I was about to say would change my life forever, both our lives, but I was excited for it, excited for the unknown future that lay ahead for me, for us. The thought of Dale’s company, his laughter and smile, his flirting and teasing, his lips and body, made the back of my neck tingle and my cock throb.

“You were right. I think…”

“Stop!” Dale said, interrupting me. “I think... I know what you want to say and just… not on the phone. I’ve waited long enough for this and I want to see you when you say it. I want to be able to see you and you see me. Is that okay?”

I smiled, laughed, a sense of joy. This was just like Dale and it was perfect. He was perfect.

“Sure. Is now okay? I can come right over. I’ve… I’ve missed you.”

There was a moment of quiet.

“Tonight. Rose and my parents are out so I’ve got the house to myself and… I want to make sure I look my best for you. Is that okay? Can you wait that long for me?”

I could almost hear the teasing smirk. I grinned, picturing Dale’s pretty face, his blush, the way he nibbled on his bottom lip, coy and flirtatious.

“Tonight.” I said. “I can wait. For you, I’m happy to wait.”
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I showered and dressed in a pair of black jeans that weren’t too worn, a white shirt that I generally only saved for nights out or semi-formal occasions, and a pair of heavy black boots, wanting to look my best. I checked myself in the mirror and did the best I could with my scruffy hair and beard—Dale had said he’d liked it though, that it made me handsome, so I’d kept it. Finally, I added a splash of cologne, on either side of my neck, on my chest, the scent of wood and spice deep, raw, masculine, and I hoped Dale would like it.

I left the house and made my way next door, a familiar walk that I’d made hundreds, perhaps thousands of times before, yet it felt different now, poignant, each step heavy with the importance of the moment. I took a deep breath, the late evening air still warm and fragrant with the scent of cut grass and blossoms, soil baked under a harsh sun. My heart drummed, hard and fast, and there was already a soft sweat forming on my brow and back.

I reached the door to Dale’s house, Rose’s house, and I paused. There were so many memories tied up in this place, me and Rose and Dale, the three of us growing up, playing, laughing, and now… now all of that was going to change. Would people object? What would people say, think?

At the end of the day though that didn’t matter. Dale mattered. If he was happy with me, if he wanted me in the way I wanted him, if we were happy together, if we made each other happy, treated each other with love and kindness and respect, then what did the opinions of others matter?

I raised my hand and knocked three times, knuckles rattling on wood. There was the sound of movement, my belly fluttering. The latch clicked and the door swung open and Dale stood just inside, staring up at me, and I froze.

He looked stunning.

His make-up was bright but subtle, soft pink lips, wet and glittery, with dusky pink and black eyeshadow, dark eyeliner, long dark lashes, and his nails were painted the same pink as his lips. He shifted, wiggling his hips, and my gaze drifted down.

He was wearing a cute white summer dress that clung to his body but hung looser around his hips and ass, short, decorated with pink roses, his legs, smooth and soft, were clad in white stockings, the lacy tops just barely visible beneath the hem of the skirt, the fabric swaying as Dale wiggled his hips. On his feet were a cute pair of pink heels, open-toed, his toenails painted the same pink as his fingernails. He was beautiful.

“Come in… I have drinks in the kitchen.” Dale said, voice soft, seductive.

He smiled, fluttered his eyelashes, blushing, teasing me. He turned before I could respond and walked off, and I watched him for a moment. His hips and ass wiggled, the skirt swaying, so short I could see his smooth upper thighs above his stocking tops, almost short enough that I could see his ass, and the thought made my cock throb. I smiled, stepped in, shutting the door behind me, and followed Dale through to the kitchen.

I was going to tell him how I felt. I was going to be brave.


Six

Dale stopped by the fridge and opened it, took out a bottle of white wine, chilled, and shook it in my direction. He smiled, wiggling his hips, grinning at the way I was staring at him, unable to take my eyes off him.

“Can I interest you in something delicious?” He asked, teasing, the double meaning of his question obvious.

I nodded, smiling, blushing. He moved to the side where two glasses were already out, and filled them from the bottle. He put the bottle down and picked up the glasses, offered me one with a coy smiled.

I stepped across the floor and approached him, reached out and took the glass. My heart was beating hard, my hand almost shaking. Could he tell how nervous I was?

“To the future?” Dale said, grinning.

He knew what I was going to say, so why was he making me wait to say it? Was he enjoying this moment, teasing me? Or was he scared that I was going to push him away, was he trying to delay the pain he thought was coming?

Dale lifted his glass and tapped it against mine, a small chink as they met, and then lifted it to his soft, pink, full lips. I did the same and we both drank, deeply. I put my glass down and took a deep breath.

“Dale… I…”

“Wait.” He said.

He took a moment to adjust his summer dress, fiddling with his hair, then moved closer to me. He looked up at me with big, beautiful eyes, and it took all my resolve not to kiss him, to show him how I felt, to show him my decision.

“I just… I want you to know that no matter what you’re going to say I’m still your friend. If you want me to be. I still want you in my life no matter what you decide.” Dale said.

I smiled. My heart fluttered as I saw the fear in his beautiful eyes.

“Dale… I want you. I… I don’t care about anything else. The way you make me feel when you’re with me I just… I want you.”

Dale’s eyes shimmered behind a veil of tears that threatened to spill over and ruin his perfect make-up. His bottom lip trembled for a moment before he bit it, hard, trying to hide his emotions.

“You mean…?” Dale’s voice was trembling.

I nodded.

“Dale, I’m saying yes. We’re both adults now and… well… we’re both clearly attracted to each other so… how about we go out sometime, on a proper date.”

Dale laughed, bright and joyful. He shook his head.

“I’ve waited long enough for you. I’m not waiting for a date.”

Without saying any more Dale leapt at me and I caught him, willingly, gladly, wrapping my arms around him and holding him close, his arms reaching up to wrap around my neck as mine wrapped around his waist. He pulled my head down towards his and my hands crept lower, to his ass, squeezing, his body so soft and smooth and sensual.

Dale fluttered his eyelashes, grinning, blushing, lifted his face to mine, and our lips met. We kissed, for the first time intentionally and with the full understanding of what that meant for both of us, both of us aware of how the other felt, of what we meant to each other, of what we each wanted from the other.

I squeezed Dale, pulling him close, his body pressing against mine, squirming, wiggling, his ass pert and soft in my hands, his arms around my neck holding me firm as he kissed me back, his soft, pink, full lips wet, parting, his tongue extending to tease my lips, pressing just barely into my mouth. I kissed him hard, demanding, hungry for him, a tide of desire and lust unlike anything I had ever felt before, and our tongues met, lips pressed together.

Dale moaned, a soft whimper, and he pressed his body against the growing hardness of my cock, teasing me, a shiver running up my spine. He shifted, pressing his groin against my thigh, grinding as I held him, a subtle bulge, his cock growing hard as I kissed him, held him, and that thought made me kiss him harder, hands shifting to roam and explore his body.

Dale pulled his lips back, breaking the kiss, but his arms remained around my neck, my hands on his hips, ass, caressing him, molesting him. He smiled, blushing, breathing hard, squirming, clearly aroused and excited, eyes sparkling.

“I just… I want to say that I… I’ve never done this before, with anyone, but… I want to, with you… please?”

“You mean…”

Dale nodded.

“I have a surprise for you. Go wait in my room and I’ll be there in just a moment. I might have been fantasising about this moment for way too long.” He said, giggling.

I was not about to argue with him.
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Dale’s bedroom was the same, but changed, just as Dale was the same but changed, and I felt oddly at ease but nervous as I sat on his bed waiting for him. There was the scent of perfume and feminine lotions in the air, and on his cabinet sat a large mirror surrounded by a range of make-up and beauty products, nail varnishes and body lotions. There was a pile of clothes in one corner, tossed into a heap as though discarded in a hurry as Dale tried to decide what to wear, and seeing some of them, thinking about seeing Dale in them—booty shorts and tight dresses, tiny tops and mini skirts, long socks and cute little jackets—made me squirm, my cock throbbing in my pants.

What kind of outfits would he wear when we were out together? The thought of people seeing us together, him so beautiful and stunning and confident, made me blush with excitement and pride, the thought of him on my arm, a flush of joy.

“Ready for me?” Dale said, his voice coming from behind the semi-closed door to his bathroom.

I took a deep breath, wondering just what kind of surprise he had planned for me.

“Ready.” I said.

There was a moment of silence then the door opened. My eyes went wide and Dale stood in the doorway, lit from both behind and in front, and he struck a pose—one hand on his hip, one on the doorway to his side, hips cocked, head turned to a slight angle with an obvious pout.

He looked… breathtaking, and I could feel my heart thundering, my cock swelling at just the sight of him. He was mine.

He was dressed in lingerie, girly, sexy, but it suited him perfectly. Long black stockings ran over his smooth, soft legs, with lacy tops, held up by straps that ran over his bare thighs to a black suspender belt that wrapped around his waist, making his hips seem wider, his waist thinner. He wore a pair of black panties, tiny and skimpy, leaving most of his legs, thighs, ass exposed. The finishing touch was the black high heels he wore, making him stand in a way that made his legs seem longer, toned and full, his ass rounder.

His chest was bare, flat belly, cute pink nipples, narrow shoulders, long thin arms. His make-up was the same, but with an extra layer of lipstick applied, and his hair was ruffled now, messy but cute.

He wiggled his hips and winked at me, brazen, but I could see the look of nervousness in his eyes. I wanted him, wanted to claim him as mine. He was perfection.

“How do I look?” Dale asked, a subtle tremble in his voice. “I’ve been saving this outfit for a special occasion, and I might have been hoping to wear it for you ever since I heard you were coming back for the summer, but I never thought I’d actually get to…

“You look amazing.” I said, interrupting Dale’s nervous babbling. “Sexy and beautiful. Now, why don’t you come over here so I can get a better look at you.”

Dale smiled, blushing.

“Just… be gentle with me okay? At least to start.”

Dale stepped off and walked towards me, slowly, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, strutting like a catwalk model, only sexier, hips swaying, ass wiggling, grinning, blushing. It was clear he had practised this and he looked stunning, utterly sensual and wanton, but nervous.

I sat and watched, memorizing every detail of his perfect body, right down to the cute little sexy bulge in his panties. As Dale strutted closer I smiled and rose to my feet, stepping towards him to meet him, looming over the cute, pretty boy I had grown up next door to, his beautiful eyes looking up at me, nervous, excited, happy.

He reached up and wrapped his arms around my neck and I scooped him up, lifting him easily off the floor, holding him, his legs wrapping around my waist as I held his ass, squeezing a pert cheek in each hand. He smiled at me.

“Show me how you need me.” He whispered.

I did not need to be told twice.

We kissed, again, more ferocious this time, urgent, passionate, Dale’s lips wet and soft and plump, my teeth nipping at his bottom lip, my tongue pressing into his mouth. He kissed me back with equal passion and hunger, squirming in my grip, grinding his hips and ass, holding me tight, legs squeezing.

My cock throbbed, hard, and Dale pressed his pretty little panty clad cock against mine, teasing me, my head spinning. I pulled back, breaking the kiss for a moment.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked, almost breathless. “I can wait. For you, I’d wait forever.”

Dale smiled, blushing, squirming, grinding his ass into my hands, pressing his panty clad cock against me. He was so smooth and soft, almost naked, so sexy, and I ached for him, but I needed to know he was ready.

Dale nodded.

“I might not have done this with anyone before but… well… it’s not like I haven’t thought about it, about you, and I’ve had a fair bit of solo practice.”

“Such a slut.” I whispered, teasing him.

Dale’s expression became a mask of faux-outrage and shock and he giggled.

“Slut am I? Well… put me down and I’ll show you just what a naughty little slut I am.”

I did not want to release him but he shifted, unwrapping his legs, and not wanting to hurt him I put him down gently. He looked up at me, dressed in only heels, stockings, suspenders, and panties, and he grinned, a look of mischief and lust in his beautiful big eyes.

“You stand there. I’ve been dreaming about this moment for far too long.” Dale said.

I did as I was told. I watched as, slowly, Dale sank to his knees in front of me, staring up at me, a seductive grin and a sexy wiggle.

As he got comfortable he reached up to grip my belt, and his gaze fell to the thick, hard bulge in my jeans, and his smile grew wider. I almost gasped in delight as one hand teased over my cock, the other slowly unfastening my belt. How did I get this lucky?
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I stared down as Dale fumbled with my belt, tugging it with one hand as the other ran over the bulge of my cock, squeezing, exploring, my cock throbbing in response to his touch. His eyes were glued to the bulge of my prick in my jeans, wide and green and beautiful, a look of arousal and delight, and as he undid my belt, tugging at my buttons, I reached up to run one hand over the side of his face, sweeping his hair out of his eyes to better see him.

He looked up at me and smiled. He squeezed my cock harder, biting his bottom lip, fluttering his eyelashes.

“You don’t have to you know.” I said.

He nodded.

“I know, but I want to. I want this, and more.” He said.

There was a tremble to his voice but also arousal, a note of need, hunger. His gaze fell back down to my trousers as he reached his other hand up to better grip my waist, tugging the buttons undone, slipping his fingers just in to grip the band of my underwear, tugging down my jeans and pants with one motion.

There was a moment when my cock caught, my pants snagging, but Dale was not to be defeated that easily, he tugged, gently, and slipped his fingers along, the tips just barely brushing against the head of my cock and the waistband slipped free, slipped down, my cock popping free, and his eyes went wide as he giggled.

“Fuck.” He whispered. “I might have some practice but you’re… you’re going to need to go slow with me so you don’t break me.”

He looked up at me as he giggled, smiling, and I blushed, flattered. I watched in silence as he lifted one hand to wrap his fingers around my cock and stroked, teasing.

I moaned, unable to restrain the pleasure of his touch. His hands slipped up and down, gently, slowly, his touch, watching him, seeing how pretty, how sexy, how beautiful he was, knowing he was mine, only making me harder.

“You know I’ve fantasised about this a lot.” Dale said. “But you’ll be pleased to know so far you live up to even my wildest expectations.”

“You flatter me.” I said.

Dale giggled, biting his bottom lip, blushing, squirming on his knees, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Oh, I intend to do more than flatter you.”

Before I could speak, before I could react, Dale moved. His hand slipped down to the base of my cock, gripping it, and he angled it straight out, pointing it at his lips as he leaned forward. I watched as the beautiful boy next door leaned in close, his breath caressing my prick, and pressed his pretty pink lips to the head of my cock.

The touch was electric. He kissed, tongue slipping out of his lips, licking, and I moaned, my hips moving almost on their own as I thrust forward.

Dale’s lips were tight, a wet pout, but they yielded, willingly, tight and wet and hot as I penetrated his mouth, his tongue lapping around the head as his lips wrapped tight and he began to suck. My head spun and there was a moan, of pleasure, lust, delight, coming from Dale, his lips working up and down my cock, hand stroking, tongue lapping.

My hips moved almost on their own and my hand moved round to the back of his head, fingers running through his hair, encouraging him, fucking my cock in and out of his mouth as he sucked, stroked, licked, his mouth hot and wet and tight.

He bobbed up and down, slowly, sinking a little deeper each time, and I let him dictate the pace, never forcing him, happy to relish in the warm, wet, tightness of his mouth, watching him, the pretty boy next door on his knees in front of me, my cock in his mouth as he moaned in pleasure.

I gripped his hair tighter, thrusting just a little harder, and Dale whimpered in surprise and delight, looking up at me, his eyes daring me, lips wrapped tight as he sucked, my cock wet with his spit as he stroked my prick. He sank his lips down, taking more of my cock, and I pressed into the heavenly, tight, wetness of his mouth, the head of my cock pressed at the back of his throat.

Dale shifted, wiggling, swallowing, and his throat… opened, and he took my cock deep, into his throat, the motions of his swallowing massaging the head of my cock in the most perfect, wonderful way. He took my cock deep and held it there, looking up at me, eyes grinning even as he choked himself.

“Fuck Dale… that’s… no one’s ever done that… taken so much… fuck…”

It was perfection. My cock throbbed, hardening, swelling, my balls tightening. I was getting close. I wanted to cum, wanted to cum in his perfect, hot, pretty mouth.

“That’s… you’re going to make me cum if you keep…”

Before I could say any more Dale’s gripped the base of my cock tight and pulled his head back, pulling my cock from his throat, lips slipping up, sucking, tight, a tingle running up my spine. He paused for just a moment at the head, licking, sucking, then pulled his mouth off with an audible pop, looking up at me, blushing, grinning.

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long, but no cumming, not yet, I’m not finished with you yet. If you’re extra nice to me though maybe you can try more of my mouth out later.”

I smiled, aching for him, a hunger and a need for him, desperate to claim him as mine, to possess every inch of him.

“That was… amazing…” I whispered, trying to calm my raging, throbbing cock.

Dale giggled. He looked up at me and fluttered his eyelashes.

“I told you I’ve been practising.” He said. “Now, lie down on the bed, so I can show you what else I’ve been practising.”

I did not need to be told a second time.
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I lay on Dale’s bed and sat up slightly to watch him move, rising up from his knees, chin wet, swaying his hips and ass as he made his way to the foot of the bed. In his heels, stockings, suspenders, he was the epitome of raw sexuality. My cock throbbing, aching, still recovering from being so close to cumming down Dale’s throat.

He stopped and looked at me, fluttering his eyelashes, wiggling, sexy and hot. I wanted him, all of him, wanted to claim him, but that could come later. This was his chance to show me what he wanted, to gift himself to me, and as hot and beautiful as he was, I was not about to stop him or resist.

“You ready for me?” Dale asked.

There was a nervous catch in his voice. I smiled at him, nodded.

“Ready and eager. If you’re sure this is what you want then I’m more than ready.”

Dale smiled, blushed.

“I can’t believe I finally get to have you all to myself like this.” He whispered. “I’m going to wear you out this summer.”

He winked, and before I could speak he moved, grabbing my legs and tugging at my boots and jeans, pulling them off, stripping off my socks, jeans, underwear, leaving me naked except for just my t-shirt. He giggled at me, eyes on my cock. The cute little bulge in his panties twitched, his dick hard, a damp spot on the front signalling his arousal.

“That seems fairer.” He whispered. “Now, just stay there and get comfortable. Pretty please.”

I smiled, did as Dale asked. He stepped forward and climbed up onto the bed, crawled towards me on his hands and knees, one hand and one knee on either side of me, crawling over me, his body slim and smooth and sexy.

He stopped just over me, looking down at me, blushing, beautiful, nervous. I reached up and ran my hands over his stocking-clad thighs, running them up, over the lacy tops, over the smooth bare skin, to his hips, his ass, reaching round to cup a pert cheek in each hand, squeezing.

Dale wiggled in my grip, testing my strength, my hunger for him, and I pulled him firmly into me so that he collapsed on top of me, wiggling. I held him there, his cute little panty clad dick pressing against my bare, hard, throbbing prick, grinding.

“You really want me?” He asked, still shy, coy.

I smiled.

“I don’t just want you, I need you.” I said. “Now kiss me stupid.”

Dale giggled, pouting, wiggling.

“Meanie.” He said.

He leaned in and kissed me, hard, reaching his hands out to tangle them in my hair, his kiss hungry and urgent, my lips parting, tongue slipping between his perfect, soft lips, a shiver running up my spine.

I ran my hands up to the waistband of his panties and began to tug them down, gently. Dale felt what I was doing and shifted to help, lifting his butt slightly, wiggling his hips, but stubbornly refusing to break the kiss.

I slipped his panties down, freeing his butt and dick, slipping them down his legs to leave him in just his heels, stockings, suspenders. He pressed into me, wiggling as my hands returned to squeeze his soft, bare ass, his hard, smooth dick pressing against mine, his hips grinding, our cocks pressed together, the sensation a joy and bliss as his smaller cute dick rubbed against mine, making both of us moan.

My cock throbbed, hard, pulsing with the beat of my heart, and Dale rubbed his pretty little dick against it, teasing me. I kissed him, hard, and my hands squeezed, fingers exploring the pert, soft, ample flesh of his smooth ass. He wiggled his hips, and my fingers crept inward, towards his crack, hungry to explore every inch of him, the perfect, sexy, pretty boy next door.

Fingertips crept in, deeper, caressing along his crack, smooth and soft, and he moaned, wiggled, pressing back, eager for my touch, the way he moved, hungry for me, lusty and wanton, made me giddy. My fingers crept deeper, towards his entrance, his hole, and his crack was slippery, almost wet, and as I brushed over his puckered opening my finger became slippery, pressing in slightly, his hole opening, hungry, hips pressing back for more.

Dale broke the kiss and he looked down at me. He giggled, wiggling, a deep pink to his cheeks, eyes glazed by lust and pleasure.

“I told you I’d been practising, that I was… ah fuck…” He pressed back hard, taking more of my finger into his tight hole. “… that I was ready for you. I’m all slippery and eager to be filled, fucked. Just… just be gentle, to start. I’ve never done this before. You’re my first.”

I smiled at Dale, leant up and kissed him.

“Well, just so you know… I’ve never done anything quite like this before either. At least… not with someone as cute as you.”

Dale giggled.

“I know you’ve had practice, and I don’t mind. I’ll just need to show you I’m better than all those other girls, and you can show me everything you’ve learned while you waited for me.”

“Deal.” I said.

Dale grinned, wiggled, and sat up. He pressed back onto my finger, the tip entering him, and he ground his hips. His cute little dick twitched, and my cock throbbed.

“Fuck that feels good.” He whispered. “But I think I know something that’ll feel even better.”

He smiled at me, fluttering his eyelashes, and reached one hand down to grasp my cock, stroking it. He lifted his other hand to his mouth and licked his palm, then lowered the wetted hand to my cock, lubricating the head with his spit, and rose up on his knees.

“You’re bigger than any of my toys though so let me go slow, okay?”

I nodded.

“When I’m comfortable I’ll say, then you can fuck me as hard as you like.”

Dale shifted forward, my finger slipping out of his ass, and he gripped my cock with one hand, aiming it at his hole as he lowered himself down. He looked stunning, in stockings and suspenders, heels, smooth and soft, his flat stomach and chest, cute little nipples, his dick throbbing.

He stared at me as he ran the head of my cock along his crack, the head teasing over his entrance, wet and ready for me. He moaned, and my balls tightened at the thought of fucking the sexy, pretty boy next door, fucking him hard, cumming in him, claiming him, making him mine. Slowly, carefully, Dale lowered himself down, and I felt my cock pressing at his entrance, easing him open, slipping into his tight, virgin ass.

Dale bit his bottom lip, a whimper of pain as he wiggled his hips, wet, lubricated hole stretching around my cock. Pressure built, his ass unbelievably tight and hot, and he pressed down, clearly eager to be full, fucked, just as much as I wanted to fill him, fuck him. His hole stretched, my cock easing in, pressure, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, I felt him open, my cock popping past his outer entrance, slipping into him, my beautiful slut, the boy next door, my friend and my lover.

“Fuck that feels so… so fucking good… but let me get used to you, you’re massive.”

Dale smiled down at me. I nodded.

It took all the will I had not to grab him and hold him, kiss him, feel him, fuck him, breed him. Dale shifted, wiggling his hips slowly, kneeling over me as he worked carefully up and down my cock.

He rose up, slipping my cock out until only the head was inside his tight ass, then lowered himself down, taking more of my cock inside him. He repeated this, eyes half-closed, breathing slow and heavy, legs shaking as he sank lower and lower onto my cock with each fall, rising up to let it almost slip out, sinking down, over and over.

It was agony, torture, joy, bliss, letting the pretty boy ride my cock, his cute dick throbbing, so hot and sexy in his heels, stockings, suspenders, smooth and pretty, beautiful, face a mask of pleasure as he worked my cock deeper into his tight ass. His hole clenched around my fat prick, stroking, his inner walls hot and wet and tight, stroking me as he worked up and down slowly, taking it deeper, slipping it out, sinking down again until finally, wonderfully, he had it all buried inside him and he sat his full weight on me, panting for breath.

Dale wiggled his hips and looked down at me, smiling, cheeks blushed. I pressed my hips just barely up, forcing my cock deeper, my fat prick throbbing inside his tight ass.

“Easy!” Dale said, giggling. “I still need a moment to get used to you. I was a virgin just a moment ago, until you buried that fat cock inside me, so be gentle.”

I smiled, ran my hands over his thighs, hips, ass, the sides of his torso.

“You’re not a virgin any more.” I said. “Want to know what you are now?”

Dale smiled.

“What.”

“My slut.” I said.

I gripped Dale’s hips firmly and eased my cock slowly, barely, out of his ass, then pressed it back in, deep, hard but gentle. He gasped and his cute little dick throbbed, drooling precum.

“Oh fuck yes…” He whispered.

Dale leant forward, resting his hands on my chest. He looked down at me as he began to work his hips, easing his tight ass up and down my cock with small, gentle motions, riding me, fucking me. I held him tight, my slut.

“I like the sound of that.” Dale said. “And I like the way it feels even more. Now, why don’t you show me how you treat your slut.”

I smiled, and fucked up hard, hips rutting, forcing my cock deep. Dale gasped, moaned, and pressed into me, fucking me back.

I began to move, slowly at first, slipping out, fucking back in, deep, watching Dale as his eyelashes fluttered, eyes glazed with lust. He was beautiful and he was mine.

As it became clear he was enjoying it and I was not going to hurt him I moved more vigorously, faster, harder. I slipped my cock out further, fucked back in harder, burying my prick deep in Dale’s tight, slippery ass. He rode me, fucking me back, grinding his hips, and I held him tight, caressing him, his slim waist, wide hips, pert, firm, soft ass.

“Fuck that’s… that’s so good… more… don’t stop.” He muttered. “Fuck me harder, harder, deeper, make me your slut, show me how pretty you think I am, show me how much you want me, make me your toy, fuck me, fuck me hard.”

I could not disappoint him, and I obliged his request. I fucked harder, faster, hips rutting my cock deep into his tight fuck-hole, stretching him wide, filling him, and my head felt giddy, light, a joy bursting from my chest.

It had never felt like this before, so right, so hot, so utterly perfect, and I never wanted the moment to end. I fucked Dale hard as he rode me, heavy-lidded eyes looking down at me, smiling, blushing.

“Fuck me. Fuck me hard and cum in me, cum inside me, claim me, make your slut. Please…”

“Anything for you beautiful.” I whispered.

I fucked hard, cock slipping in and out of Dale’s tight ass, deep, hard. I reached up with one hand to the back of his neck as the other gripped his ass. Dale rode me, fucking me back as I pulled his head down and kissed him, kissing him deeply as I buried my cock inside him, fucking him, claiming him. I was close.

The kiss was brilliant, passionate, urgent. My balls tightened and I felt my climax boiling, ready to explode as Dale’s ass clenched tight around my cock. I broke the kiss.

“Fuck! I’m close Dale… I’m going to cum.”

I fucked deep, hard, fast, unable to stop myself. Dale forced his weight down onto me, riding my cock, taking it deep inside his tight, slippery fuck-hole.

“Do it. Cum in me. Cum in me and make me cum with that perfect cock. Show me how you treat you slut.”

His voice was hazy with lust and need and arousal. His words spurred me on. I fucked deep, hard, fast, cock throbbing, Dale’s ass tight, inner walls clenching.

He kissed me again as my hands went to his ass, gripping him, pulling him down onto my cock as I fucked into him, hard and deep. My cock swelled, balls tightening, and suddenly, wonderfully, I was cumming.

“Fuck!” I growled as I fucked deep into my slut.

Dale pressed his weight down onto me, forcing my cock deep into his tight ass. My cock throbbed, pulsing, cumming, filling the pretty boy next door with my thick, hot, creamy seed, breeding him, claiming him.

“Fuck I can feel it… fuck…”

Dale pressed down, wiggling his hips, his ass clenching on my cock, milking me of my spunk. I felt his shudder, then his cute little dick twitched, cumming, Dale cumming hard on my cock, a dribble of cum spilling over my belly, hot and sticky.

“Such a perfect slut.” I whispered.

I kissed him hard, pressing my cock deeper, our mutual climax reaching its crescendo, subsiding only slowly. Our kiss ended, and my cock stopped throbbing, my heart racing, Dale’s tight ass full of my cum, my cock beginning to soften.

I did not let go of him, held him close, tight, looked up at him. He fluttered his eyelashes at me, blushing, suddenly coy again.

“Such a nasty man, coming here and claiming my innocence, filling me up with your cum, making me act like such a nasty slut. I hope you’re going to take responsibility for corrupting me.”

Dale giggled, I looked up at him, my heart swelling, almost bursting with emotion, joy, pleasure, happiness, contentment.

“Me corrupting you? Is that how it was?” I asked.

Dale smiled.

“Well… maybe we corrupted each other?”

I nodded, laughing.

“Sure. I can take that.”

Dale wiggled his hips, savouring the feeling of my cock in his ass. I held him close, not wanting the moment to end.

“You know, I think I’m going to enjoy this summer.” Dale said.

I smiled up at him.

“You know, if I were to get a job in the city and a place to live… then there’s no reason you couldn’t enjoy the autumn too, and the winter, the spring…”

Dale stared at me, blush deepening, his smile bright and beautiful.

“Are you…?”

I nodded. Dale was suddenly silent, eyes misty with a veil of tears. He nodded.

“Yes.” he whispered.

I smiled.

“Only one problem though.” I said.

Dale blinked, a look of panic.

“You’re going to need a toothbrush if you plan to stay over.”

Dale giggled, wiggling, my cock still inside him, ass full of my cum, his cum cooling on my belly.

“I’ll just borrow yours.” He said. “After all, it’ll not be the only thing of yours I’ll be putting inside my mouth.”

My eyes and mouth went wide in faux shock.

“Slut!” I said, teasing.

“Wrong.” Dale said. “I’m your slut.”

And then he kissed me to silence me, and I held him. The boy next door, my friend, my love, my slut.

THE END
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Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would...

Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily.

Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond.

When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling?

When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever.  Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother... 


A Private Practise
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Darren was once the star player on his soccer team, fast, graceful, and confident on and off the pitch, talented enough to earn a place at a prestigious college. All that was changing though.

While Darren was still gifted, still lithe and graceful on the pitch, his team-mates were beginning to outshine him, larger and stronger, with more raw power to make up for their lack of natural skill, and Darren was beginning to falter, his performance on the pitch suffering. It was more than that though. Recently he just felt… out of place, as though something were missing. Where the other boys on the team were off dating and meeting girls Darren never really felt part of it, always uncomfortable and self-conscious, his confidence dwindling slowly over time, his performance on the pitch suffering until finally he knew that his place at college was in jeopardy.

When Coach Morrison asks to see him after a particularly bad performance Darren knows it’s to tell him the bad news, that he’s off the team, but Coach Morrison has other plans. Eager to help the young player he’s come to care about, Coach Morrison offers a novel solution to boost Darren’s confidence—do something bold, brave, and out of his comfort zone… perform as a cheerleader.

Confused, and a little nervous, Darren is willing to try anything, especially if it makes Coach Morrison happy.

To his surprise and joy Darren finds he actually enjoys the novel break from soccer, but when Coach Morrison enjoys the performance a little too much he becomes flustered, and suggests that Darren practise alone to boost his confidence. Darren has other plans though. He enjoyed performing for his Coach, and enjoyed the throbbing reaction of the older, handsome man, the power he had over him. Having discovered something new, something bright and joyful and wonderful, feeling more confident and daring than he has in a long time, Darren sets out to explore this new side of him. Eager to uncover just what this all means for him, and Coach Morrison, anxious to explore their new desires, Darren sets about planning a very private practise...


Daddy's Femboy Cheerleader
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Tyler is different: he’s small and slim and almost… pretty, but he likes being different, likes being himself, likes being cute, even if he isn’t the classical definition of masculine or handsome. Kraig, his step-father, likes Tyler too, and his acceptance and kindness has helped Tyler grow into the confident, charming young man he is.

Tyler doesn’t know what he would do without Kraig, the man who has always been there for him, even after his mother left them both. The pair have grown closer now they are alone, and Tyler can’t help but feel as thought something has changed in their relationship… the way Kraig looks at him, the way Tyler feels around his Daddy. Now though, the single women in the neighbourhood have their eye on Kraig, and Tyler can’t help but feel a little… jealous, even envious. How can Tyler show his strong, handsome, older, Daddy just how much he means to him, just how much he needs him?

When Tyler sees something he’s not supposed to, something clicks, and soon he has come up with a particularly naughty plan. As Tyler embraces his inner nature, embracing his prettiness, his cuteness, his femininity, he takes a leap into the unknown… offering himself up to his Daddy as a naughty, sexy, femboy. How will Daddy react, and just what is a Daddy to do with a naughty, sexy, femboy cheerleader?


Healslut
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It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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