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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mika looked himself in the mirror on the corner.

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

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

He was feeling completely dejected when Amanda was back.

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

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

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

With another sigh, Mika once again did as told.

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

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

“What…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mika dropped his shoulders and stared at the ground.

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

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

He nodded.

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

She hugged him tighter with one arm.

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

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

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

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

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

This was his second chance after a long time.

He needs to make this play successful, Mika thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah… sure… no problem…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know it’s not.”

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

“The same way you asked me last time.”

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

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

Arthur looked Mika in the eyes.

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

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

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

He buried his face in Arthur’s chest.

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

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

“I love you. You know that… But I—"

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

“I’m sorry…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure?”

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

Mika realized what he said and laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“From the beginning this time,” he said.

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

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

After their lips parted, Mika looked at the floor.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The actors were alone on the stage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Arthur chuckled but then they fell silent for a while.

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

Mika blinked a couple times “What?”

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

Mika checked the time at the clock on the wall.

“I don’t know… it’s already late…”

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

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

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

He closed his eyes and breathed through his nose.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mika smiled. “What happened?”

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

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

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

Mika nodded, and they started rehearsing from the beginning.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry…”

“Don’t be… Please…” Mika cried.

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

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

That was all within the script.

But his heart thumped loudly wasn’t.

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

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

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

And then they kissed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yep,” Arthur said, nodding.

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

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

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

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

“Dressed like that, you can fool many.”

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

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

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

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

Mika drank the other beer entirely before speaking again.

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

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

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

Arthur smiled. “Good, I guess.”

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

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

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

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

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

Arthur narrowed his eyes. “How many?”

Mika shrugged. “What difference does it make?”

“I’m a curious man.”

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

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

This time, the kiss was different.

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

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

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

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

“Yeah… better…”

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

Mika touched his lips and felt his cheek reddening.

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

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

Mika looked away at the same time.

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

“Yeah… I think…wait… it’s not…”

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

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

“How come?”

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

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

“Yeah…” Mika’s voice trailed off.

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

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

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

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

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

Mika didn’t reject it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Only a guy knows how to stroke a dick!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mika felt his legs trembling and then lost his strength.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They looked into each other’s eye.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” Arthur asked without stopping.

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

“Whatever you say.”

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

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

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

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

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

But at the same time, he came too.

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

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

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

Fuck… how much did I drink last night…?

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

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

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

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

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

No… way… this can’t be…

Mika stared at the can for a long time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Cheer boy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rafa looked at his cousin and then sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Delete that now!”

She only laughed. “No way.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That made Rafa laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dorm…?” Rafa tilted his head.

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

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

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

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

They both laughed at the same time.

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

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

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

Jonas blushed and averted his eyes, scratching his cheek.

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

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

“I think the word you meant is embarrassing.”

“That works too.”

They both laughed at the same time again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks…?”

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

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

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

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

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

Jonas hugged, lifted and spun Rafa around.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rafa blushed, feeling his heart thumping faster and louder.

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

“I knew it! I knew it!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His dick answered for him, hardening.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then, too soon for him again, he came.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Dance, sissy boy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But his joy soon vanished.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!” Ric celebrated in an exaggerated way.

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

“Alright. It’s a promise.”

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

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

Lucca leaned back in the chair to watch the reaction.

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

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

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

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

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

To his surprise, Ric’s smile only grew.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So far… you’re forgiven.”

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

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

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

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

Both men blushed and smiled awkwardly at each other.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wha…!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Despite teasing too much so far, Ricardo moved slowly.

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

Though the dick already felt good, Lucca wanted more.

He wanted Ric to trash his ass with that dick.

He wanted Ric to reach deep inside him.

He wanted everything that man could give him.

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

“But–”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No man has ever made me feel like this.

Too soon for him, he came.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Faster… harder…” Lucca said between moans.

Ric heard. “Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

Once again, Ric heard and obeyed.

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

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

Panting, Ric let go of Lucca.

The cross-dressing dancer fell on the toilet.

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

With Ric’s help, he stood.

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

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

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

He pulled from the side pocket and read the text.

Are you free right now?

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

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

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


Work out with a sissy boy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nothing at all…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why and how my name came up?”

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

“Into what?”

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

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

“What’s that?”

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

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

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

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

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

That only made Gabi more and more perplexed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Holy shit!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I know…” he said, dropping his shoulders.

He picked up his phone again, looking at the pics of Otokonoko again. Are there really people into girly boys wearing panties? And there’s a lot of boys in this blue swimsuits with this sort of skirt…

At least I’m gonna get paid a lot for this. He let out another sigh. Guess I’m bound to work cross-dressing…

***

The next day, the cross-dressing personal trainer went to the address his brother gave him. Holy shit… is this for real…? You’ve gotta be kidding me!

Gabi stood before the one of the largest mansion he had ever seen. The front wall took almost an entire block. How come I’ve never noticed this huge mansion in my own city? It’s even bigger than the ones I see in movies!

He lost track of time admiring the size of the mansion. Fuck… it’s not time for to be admiring… Gabi shook his head and walked to the front gate. Where’s the doorbell…? Wait, is there such thing in this monstrosity of a house? Maybe I should call my brother and ask for the rich guy’s number…

But before he could decide what to do, a voice echoed near the junction of the metal gate and the cement wall. “Good afternoon,” a female voice spoke.

“Ah, hi, I mean, good afternoon,” Gabi said, not sure where he should look. Where’s the intercom? Is there a camera? “My name is Gabriel, and I’m here for the appointment with Antonio… I’m the personal trainer.”

Did I need to say that? He wondered after a moment of silence. As the seconds passed and felt longer than ever, a little door on the metal gate opened.

“Welcome, Gabriel. Please, come in. Someone will meet you at the front door,” the female voice said and then hung up the interphone.

With his stomach tightening, Gabi took a deep breath and went through the door. The front lawn was just as impressive as the outside. Fuck… when rich people wanna spend money, they sure know how. Careful to not step outside the gravel path and on the expensive looking grass, he walked to the front door.

Hope this outfit is okay… Brother did say this guy was into cross-dressers, I mean, Otokonoko, but I’m not even wearing the pads and the silicone cup… people gave me some weird looks on the way here.

As his brother insisted, Gabi had his long blond hair in a ponytail and wore a white sports bra. But the trouble was the shorts; his bulge was too visible. How can draw attention to the fact that I have a dick be the selling point? At least the panties are cute and comfortable… wait, why am I thinking this? It doesn’t matter at all!

He finally saw the front door. Before he rang the bell, a maid opened the double door.

“Welcome, Gabriel. Please, come in,” the same female voice spoke politely. “Mr. Tony’s room is upstairs, down the hall on the right. It’s the last door. You’ll know immediately.”

“Okay… Thanks,” Gabi said, unsure how to act.

It’s the first time I see a real maid! I thought those only existed in movies, he thought, glancing back at the woman as he walked past her. She’s really cute… too bad I have no chance now that she’s seen me in this…

Gabi let out a heavy sigh. I when I was in college, I never expected that my professional life would include cross-dressing almost full time. And to even think it’d affect my personal life… How did things end this way?

He shook his head. That doesn’t matter right now… I need to focus on this Tony guy. If he doesn’t refuse me, he’ll be the gym’s salvation!

After he climbed all the stairs, the personal trainer found himself staring at a long corridor. This distance can be considered jogging at this point, he thought. Which door is it? The cute maid said I’d know it immediately… Ah… so that’s what she meant…

Gabi halted. Indeed, as the woman said, it was easy to spot which door was it. The last room on the second corridor was covered with posters like keep out or enter at your own risk. Which one is it? The cross-dressing instructor wondered, letting out a low chuckle.

But what covered most of the wooden door were a few posters of Japanese cartoon girls. Wait… those aren’t girls… they’re cross-dressing boys, I mean, Otokonoko… right? Just like me… Even from that distance, he could see some bulges without trouble.

Even without meeting the client, I have a bad feeling about this… but work is work, and no matter how I’m dressed, I’m a professional after all, Gabi thought, reaffirming his decision. With a deep breath, he walked the last steps and knocked on the door a few times.

“Tony, it’s the personal trainer your father hired,” he said in a more delicate voice than he was used to.

His normal tone of voice was neutral, so much that people said it was hard to tell if he was a guy or a girl over the phone. But after he started teaching the yoga class, he trained himself to speak in a more soft and delicate manner. With some surprise, and dejection, he found out that tone had become the new normal for him.

I really need to pay more attention to this… it’s gonna be hard in my personal life if I keep talking like this… actually, it already is, Gabi thought. As he waited for an answer from the other side of the door, the cross-dressing personal trainer did his best t not to recall the time when his own mother thought he was a girl over the phone.

“Another one?” A nasal voice spoke, not bothering to hide his discontent. Gabi heard a tongue clicking, something heavy being dragged and then steps coming towards the door. “What’s dad thinking? I thought he had given up.”

After a couple locks unlocking, the door opened. The person who opened the door was an incredible overweight young man with shaggy hair. If he didn’t start taking care of himself soon, he would be wider than taller. He wore baggy sweatpants with an XXL grey shirt, and still seemed tight in a feel places, especially around his belly.

“So you’re the lasted one?” Tony said in an annoyed voice. He exited the room and closed the door before the personal trainer could get a glimpse of inside.

This might be the toughest job I in my life, Gabi thought, trying to maintain his smile as he offered his hand. “Yes. My name is Gabriel, but you can call me Gabi. It’s a pleasure to work with you,” he said in his most professional tone, still with his hand stretched out.

“Gabriel…?”

At once Tony’s irritation became suspicion. He narrowed his eyes and looked his new personal trainer from head to toe. Then, after a moment of silence, his gaze stopped between Gabi’s legs.

Is that how women feel when guys check them out so bluntly? He wondered, fidgeting. “Eh… in case you’re wondering, yes, I’m a guy… despite how I look,” he said, trying to keep the dejection out of his voice.

Tony’s suspicion became joy the moment he confirmed his newest personal trainer was a girly looking cross-dressing boy, or, better yet, an Otokonoko.

“Yes! Finally, dad got it right!” he shouted in joy. Then Tony enthusiastically shook Gabi’s hand with both his. “I don’t mind losing weight, but I it’s hard to get any motivation without a cute Otokonoko around!”

“That’s… why I’m here,” Gabi said, showing an awkward smile. I wish it had more to do with my skill though…

“Great! Come, let’s get started! The gym’s this way!”

Still holding Gabi’s hand, the fat boy dragged his cross-dressing personal trainer to the other side of the house. Even though they barely had walked, Tony was already panting and sweating.

Gabi had to fight the instinct to pull himself free of that sweaty hand. I bet that if he gets upset, he might fire me, he thought, trying not to squirm.

“I’m glad you seem so into this. From what I heard, you barely tried with the others personal trainers…”

“That was… dad’s fault,” Tony said, breathing through his mouth. “I never… asked for this… but he insisted. Then a couple… of guys appeared. What a great… way to start. Bringing those humans shaped muscles… it only made… me feel even fatter… The last one… I didn’t even… open the door…”

Anyone can make you feel fatter. Gabi managed to keep that to himself. If I don’t control my mouth, I’m so fired…

“But wasn’t the third personal trainer a woman? Didn’t you feel motivated then?”

“How could I?” Tony replied, shaking his head, the fat on his chin wriggling. “I could only feel ashamed the entire time… I couldn’t even look myself in the mirror for a while…”

Gabi stared at the man holding his hand. He might have… a strange taste, but he doesn’t seem like a bad guy.

“You might not believe, but I know the feeling… when I started college, 90% of the class were ripped guys who practically lived in the gyms.” Gabi saw himself opening up, surprising even himself.

Wow… I had forgotten about that feeling of inadequacy… so that’s how Tony felt with the previous trainers… I can’t make him feel like this with me…

Tony stopped to look at Gabi. Then he smiled as he blushed.

“Don’t worry! You’re perfect! You’re not a girl and you’re not ripped like those guys. That’s why I said dad an Otokonoko personal trainer was the only choice. The best choice, in fact,” he said, suddenly excited, his eyes shining. “But I never thought that I’d meet one! This is the best day ever! I feel like I could work out all day!”

The personal trainer blushed and looked away. “So, how far is this gym?” Gabi asked to change the subject.

“Just around the corner.”

Sure… Why would a rich guy pay to go to a gym when he could have his own? At least I hope it’s well equipped for the job.

“Here we are!” Tony announced when he opened one of the double doors.

“Holy shit!” Gabi let it scape when he saw the interior.

The gym was set up in a large room on the corner of the second floor. It had most machines a formal gym needed, but the most eye-catching feature was the circular track near the walls. If he wants to go for a jog, he doesn’t even need to leave the house, the personal trainer thought with a sheepish smile.

Holy shit! These machines are better than ours! Gabi observed the closest one. Then he eyed the treadmill, feeling the envy eating him from the inside. Ah… I wanted one… but it was too expensive for our budget…

“Do you approve my gym?” Tony suddenly appeared next to Gabi.

“What? Ah, yes…”

“What’s wrong?”

“No, nothing. It’s just that… I wanted to buy one of these for the gym, but it was too much for our budget…” Gabi’s voice dropped as he ran a hand over the machine’s panel.

“Our budget? The gym?” Tony tilted his head.

“Me and my brother’s. We opened it last year. After I graduated college, my brother came up with the idea of opening a gym. Apparently, it was the perfect idea for a PE graduated, and business major one.”

“That sounds fascinating,” Tony said, barely listening, ogling his personal trainer.

Gabi felt a shiver running down his spine. Hope he stops looking at me like that…

“Not that much. But leaving that aside, let’s get starting. First, you need to change into your gym clothes,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said, clapping his hands energetically.

“Gym clothes…? What’s that?” Tony didn’t hide his confusion.

“Eh… clothes that you don’t mind sweating in… you… do have one, right?” Tony shook his head, and Gabi sighed. “What did you wear with the other trainers?”

“This, I think,” Tony answered, gesturing to the clothes he was wearing. “I don’t remember.”

“Then it’s good enough for me too.” Gabi led the fat boy to the middle of the room, where there was an ample free space “Let’s start with some light warm-ups and stretching.”

They had barely begun when Gabi realized the job would be much harder than he had expected. In less than a minute, Tony was already sweating and panting. At least he didn’t give up right away…

“Okay, now that we’re ready, show me how many push-ups you can do in a row,” Gabi ordered, gesturing the fat boy to get on the floor.

“Almost zero,” Tony replied right away, without a hint of hesitation as he shook his head.

Gabi sighed, but didn’t give up. “C’mon. Just try… please,” he begged in a more girlish voice. I hate myself for doing this, he thought a second later.

But Tony wasn’t listening to the personal trainer anymore. The boy’s eyes were fixed on Gabi’s chest.

The cross-dressing personal trainer looked down. Due to the low temperature in the gym, his nipples were hard and, in that sports bra, clearly visible. He covered his chest at once, his face a wild shade of red. Fuck! Who the hell put the AC so cold?

Tony’s breathing became irregular, and his cheeks red. With a strange expression, as if he had just found some lewd incentive, he looked Gabi’s in the eyes and nodded. The next second, he dropped down the floor and started doing the push-ups.

Despite the extra boost given by Gabi’s erect nipples, the boy barely past three push-ups.

Well… better than nothing… at least I know his limits now… Gabi gave his all to avoid sighing. He had personal experience with clients feeling ashamed because of something as simple as a sigh.

While the boy was panting and lying with his face on the floor, the personal trailer checked his chest discreetly. The nipples were still hard, but he stopped himself before he pressed them.

I was firmly against it before, but maybe I can use his… interest in cross-dressing boys, I mean, Otokonoko for some motivational…

“Okay, Tony. Good job,” Gabi said, flashing a smile as the boy looked up at him. “Now show me how many sit-ups you can do.”

With a loud grunt, the fat boy turned around to face the ceiling. After taking many deep breaths, he scowled and held his head with both hands. With a great effort, he started doing the sit-ups.

He had barely made it to the fifth sit-up when he reached his limit. He landed heavily on the ground, panting even more.

“I can’t…”

“Yes, you can. C’mon.”

Gabi walked around the fat boy, stopped before him and sat. Holding down Tony’s legs, the cross-dressing boy leaned forward, just enough so that if his client did a sit-up, he could see Gabi’s hard nipples.

The boy noticed that right away. His eyes became wild and he grunted when he placed his hands near his ears. Then he raised his upper body enough so he could see past his big belly. When he saw the hard nipples, he flashed a satisfied smile and lie down on the floor with a heavy thump.

The nipple trick was enough to make the boy do ten more sit-ups, but Gabi wasn’t satisfied with just that. He could feel his client still had some energy left.

“C’mon, Tony,” he said in a voice that was both incentive and demanding. “I know you can do more than just this.”

“Just… this…? I broke… my record… of sit-ups…!” the fat boy managed to say between gaps.

As Gabi bit his lips, an idea crossed his mind. Shit… can’t believe I’m even considering this, he thought, blushing.

“I-if you can do ten more sit-ups, I’ll… show you my nipples,” he said in a low voice. Just saying was embarrassing enough… hope he can’t make it…

Tony stopped panting and opened his eyes wide. He stared at Gabi and then, without a word, took a deep breath and began the sit-ups. He much faster than before, but still going all the way up. In the last sit-up, he was way past his limit, with his face strained and red, a few veins visible on his forehead.

By then, even Gabi saw himself cheering for the fat bot.

“C’mon, Tony, you can do it! I know you can.”

Those words were what the boy needed. He gathered the last bit of this strength and forced himself to do one last sit-up.

After he reached the top, he smiled and fell backward, landing heavily on his back again.

“That was great, Tony. I knew you could do it if you set your heart in it,” Gabi said, smiling from the bottom of his heart to the boy.

Despite how exhausted he was, Tony smiled too.

Gabi loved seeing that kind of expression. It’s so satisfying to see a client giving their best and overcoming their limits.

But on the next second, Tony stopped smiling, sat up and stared at Gabi with an eager face.

The cross-dressing personal trainer’s smile faltered. “I suppose you want your reward now, don’t you…?”

The boy nodded wordlessly, not blinking his eyes.

Gabi blushed and averted his gaze. With his hands trembling, he pulled his sports bra up just enough to reveal his hard nipples. Why this feels so embarrassing? This should be just like in a locker room! I’m a guy! We’re both guys!

Despite blushing madly, Tony didn’t avert his eyes. His breathing became heavier as the fat boy brought his head closer to Gabi’s chest. He didn’t even seem to blink, as if afraid that the sight of an Otokonoko’s erect nipples would be lost forever if he did.

The boy was so close now that Gabi could feel the breathing on his hard nipples. It tickles, the cross-dressing personal trainer thought, blushing a bit more. I didn’t expect this to be so embarrassing…

“I can’t believe I’m seeing oppai. A real Otokonoko’s oppai!” Tony exclaimed suddenly. It was as if he wasn’t exhausted a few seconds ago. “It’s like a dream coming true!”

Taken aback by the sudden shout, Gabi lowered the sports bra as reflex. “That’s enough of my nipples!”

There were a few seconds of embarrassing silence. For Gabi. Tony was still too focused on the nipples, staring at them through the fabric. Damn, he thought as pressed to flatten them.

Tony’s disappointment was too plain on his face.

“What’s… oppai?” Gabi had an idea what the word meant, but he still asked to break the silence.

“Boobs,” Tony answered right away, looking lively once again.

Gabi pressed his lips, but he couldn’t hold his sigh. I knew it…

“You do know I don’t have breasts, right? Because I’m a guy…”

I was hired specifically because of this. How can you be excited about another guy’s nipples?

“Even if you are a guy, you get embarrassed when showing your Otokonoko’s nipples to me,” Tony said in a matter of fact voice, grinning.

“I got embarrassed ‘cause you keep ogling me!” Gabi replied, covering his chest with both hands.

“Don’t worry. Getting embarrassed because someone saw your boobs is the mark of a great Otokonoko. You’re the perfect Otokonoko!”

Gabi pressed his lips. Damn it! Otokonoko’s nipples? This conversation is so stupid I don’t even know how to reply!

But before that stupid conversation could continue, Gabi’s cell phone rang. It’s already been half an hour? We haven’t done anything! Damn… I doubt his dad will be happy with this… at least he didn’t refuse me like the others.

“Guess that’s it for today,” Gabi said, putting the phone back in his bag. He stood up, glad that conversation was over.

“What? Already? It can’t be!” Tony was too dejected after hearing his time with an Otokonoko was over.

“I’m glad you want more, but your father only set up a short appointment today. He said it was better this way since I had to get you to agree working out with me.”

Tony tried to say something as he tried to get up. But just standing up was a hard task on its own for the boy. His legs had no strength left and he landed on his butt.

At the sight pathetic sight, Gabi couldn’t help but offered his hand. The boy looked at that slim hand with a mixture of happiness and doubtfulness.

“I’m stronger than I look,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said with a wry smile.

No one believes in me though, he thought, but kept that to himself. With some effort, Gabi managed to help the fat boy up.

“Thanks,” Tony said in a tired voice. After he recovered some of his breath, he blushed and stared at the hand that held Gabi’s. “When are you coming again?”

“You want me to come again?” The boy nodded vigorously. That’s a relief, the personal trainer thought. “Well, your father asked me to come here three times a week, if everything went well today. I’ll be here again on Friday.”

“That long? Can’t you come tomorrow too? Or better yet, can’t you come every day?”

“Well…” Gabi thought for a moment. Depending on the time, I don’t think there’s any problem… “I’d have to rearrange my schedule, and we might have to change the appointment to the morning, but if your father agrees, I don’t see why not.”

“Yes! Great! Dad will agree! He’ll be happy to pay you!” Tony shouted excitedly. “I’ll talk to him the moment he gets home!”

Gabi couldn’t help but chuckle at such enthusiasm. Seeing him like this, no one would think he refused the others personal trainers.

“Okay then. If he agrees, text me and I’ll be here tomorrow at the same time. We can even make a one-hour session,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said, smiling.

“Yes! A one-hour date with a real Otokonoko!” Despite how exhausted he was, Tony beamed and jumped with his fist in the air.

It’s not a date, Gabi wanted to say but kept quiet. Let him be happy… I’ll make him work twice tomorrow just for this…

“Hey… Gabi-chan, can… can I ask a favor…?” Tony asked. He had stopped celebrating and was now fidgeting.

“What…?” Gabi said, his suspicion rising again.

“It’s nothing much… it’s just… could you wear something special for tomorrow’s date?”

“Eh… that’s a little…”

“Don’t worry! It’s not anything inappropriate! In fact, it’s something made for exercising!” Tony added quickly.

Gabi pressed his lips and averted his gaze. “I don’t know…”

“Before you say no, could you at least see it?”

“Guess… only seeing won’t hurt…” Gabi didn’t know how to react, but his words made the fat boy smile.

“Yes! Then come with me!”

Despite how exhausted the boy was, Tony led Gabi back to his room much faster than before. When he opened the door, the cross-dressing personal trainer dropped his jaw. The poorly lit room had two walls covered with bookcases filled with books and little dolls of cute Japanese cartoon girls.

Wait, those aren’t girl… They’re Otokonoko… Look, I can see their bulges, he thought, looking at one doll wearing a blue swimsuit. The one next to it was the same. Despite the long and braided pink hair, the lance-wielding doll had a visible bulge under the black skirt.

Tony wasn’t paying attention to Gabi. He was too busy looking inside one of his drawers. After a while, he pulled some blue clothes and turned to the cross-dressing personal trainer.

“Here,” he said, closing his eyes and bowing his head as he offered the clothes. “Please wear this for our date tomorrow!”

Hesitating, Gabi picked up the clothes and turned it around. It’s like a big blue speedo… But I can tell there’s something to do with those Otokonokos… Is this some kind of fetish?

“Eh… Tony, what’s this exactly?”

“Bloomers, the Japanese traditional PE uniform!” he said, too excited for some reason.

“The Japanese traditional PE uniform… Really?” Gabi asked in disbelief.

“Yes, it is! I’d never lie to an Otokonoko!”

Gabi looked between the clothes and the boy. It really looks like a big speedo… and I can’t see anything wrong with it… And it seems brand new… I can tell he’s never worn it ‘cause there’s no way it’d ever fit him. And it looks clean and without any suspicious stain… He held his impulse to smell it though. Wonder how he would react if I smelled it…

“What’s the catch?” Gabi asked, trying to find a solid reason to refuse.

Since it doesn’t feel weird, I can’t see a reason to not wear these so-called bloomers… It’s not professional though…

“There’s none! This really is the traditional Japanese PE female uniform.”

I knew it had something to do with Otokonoko, Gabi thought, sighing. But since I’m already cross-dressing, a bit more or a bit less won’t make much difference at this level… I guess… I hope…

“Then I guess I don’t mind wearing… this for tomorrow…”

“Yes!” Once again Tony celebrated as if he had won something important. Then he pressed his lips and seemed strangely excited as he pointed to the door inside his bedroom. “But just to make sure it’s the right size, why don’t you try it now?”

Without shaking the feeling of defeat and that he was doing something wrong, Gabi went to the bathroom. He’s so rich he has his own bathroom… guess he doesn’t need to worry about getting caught when he’s masturbating to those Otokonoko, the cross-dressing personal trainer thought.

After he took off his shorts and put on the so-called traditional uniform, he checked himself in the mirror. This feels so wrong… Though it didn’t appear to have anything wrong, Gabi couldn’t shake the feeling he was doing something pervert. I dress like a girl all the time, but it’s for work… this feels like… a fetish…

Exhaling to get rid of the feeling he was doing something incredibly perverted, Gabi left the bathroom. But when Tony’s face lit as he saw the cross-dressing personal trainer, it only made the feeling grow.

“Oh! It looks perfect on you!” Tony shouted, walking around Gabi to see him from every angle. “I can’t believe there’s a real-life Otokonoko wearing bloomers in my bedroom! This feels like a dream coming true!”

Could you not exaggerate so much? You’re making me embarrassed… Please… “C’mon, Tony… it’s not a big deal…”

“You’re perfect waifu material!”

“Waifu… wait, do you mean wife?” Gabi flushed. “Sorry, but a guy can’t be a… waifu…”

“Of course, a guy can’t! That’s obvious!” Tony said, shaking his head, still ogling Gabi with lustful eyes. “But an Otokonoko can be a waifu without a problem. Just like Astolfo-chan!”

“A-Astolfo-chan…?”

“One of the best Otokonoko waifu. No. Among Otokonoko or girl, he’s one of the best waifu. He’s so cute it’s hard not to love him!”

“Sure… if you say so…” I have no idea what he’s talking about…

Tony was too excited to notice Gabi’s lack of interest. “Let me show you!”

The fat boy went to the bookcase with the Japanese cartoon Otokonoko dolls. He picked the one with long pink hair and a spear that Gabi was looking earlier, which Tony had four of the same. He brought it back with great care and handed to Gabi.

“Here’s Astolfo-chan. Careful with him,” Tony said, his fingers twitching to get it back when he let Gabi hold it.

Him, huh? The doll is cute, the personal trainer had to admit. But he’s a boy, Gabi thought, looking under the black skirt once again. Indeed, there was no mistaking the bulge in the middle of his legs. It’s hard to believe such a cute girl has a penis… Is this kind of thing popular?

“Hey, why do you have four of the same doll?” Gabi asked when he handed ‘Astolfo-chan’ back.

“They’re not dolls, they’re figurines,” the fat boy said, putting it back on the shelf with great care, lining it neatly with the others. “And I need four. One to display, one to preserve, one to borrow and one of the other users.”

Gabi stared at him. I’m afraid to ask what ‘other uses’ he’s talking… hope I didn’t hold the ‘other uses’ one… The cross-dressing personal trainer held his impulse to clean his hands as he looked the shelves and the walls covered with cross-dressers.

“You really like Otokonoko, huh?”

“Yes! They’re the perfect waifus. They have the best part of boys and girls,” Tony answered with a smile.

“Hm… hey, can I ask something kinda of rude?” Gabi’s curiosity was at his limit. Hope he doesn’t get mad…

“Of course! Anything.”

“Are you… gay…?” The cross-dressing personal trainer wondered that ever since he heard the reason he was hired.

“Not at all,” Tony answered bluntly in a calm and nasal voice.

“Even though you like cross… Otokonoko…?” Girls with dicks, Gabi wanted to add, but kept his mouth shut.

“There’s nothing gay with liking Otokonoko. They’re waifu material just like any other girl,” he said as matter of fact.

“But they have dicks!” Gabi lost his control and immediately regretted. Damn… no matter what kind of client he is, I can’t just be rude like this.

Tony didn’t seem mad though.

“The dick only makes it better. Let’s just say it’s a Kinder egg girl, you know. A girl with a surprise between her legs,” Tony said nonchalant, as if it what he was saying was normal.

“So you like dicks?”

“Feminine dicks.” The fat boy seemed as if explaining something obvious.

“Okay…” I give up on that part. There’s no reasoning with him about that. “But you like only those Japanese cartoon Otokonoko, right? You’re not attracted to real life cross-dressers, are you?”

“I am!” Tony shouted, almost as if proud, his eyes shining with passion. “I’m really attracted to you right now!”

Gabi blushed and averted his eyes. How can he say something so embarrassing like it’s nothing…?

It wasn’t the first time someone said that to the personal trainer. In fact, it happened quite often. But there was one huge difference. Most guys that hit on him had no idea Gabi had the same thing as them attached between his legs. In fact, most who hit on him, either thought he was kidding or backed down after he revealed his not-so-secret secret.

The rare few who were neither, were creeps who wanted him to prove. There were even some who didn’t mind that and, as long as they didn’t have to touch Gabi’s manhood, wouldn’t mind fucking the personal trainer in the butt.

But Tony was different from the others. That fat and awkward boy already knew that Gabi was a boy. Not only he knew, he was thrilled with the idea of his personal trainer having a dick despite being so cute and girly.

He’s a very strange guy, for sure. But at least he’s not one of those creeps, Gabi thought. Then his heart pounded faster. Huh? No way. Guys have said to me before, so why is this happening? The fact that he was aware of it only made him blush even more.

But when the cross-dressing personal trainer noticed the gaze Tony gave him, full of lust and wonder, it was too much. Stop looking at me like I’m the cutest being in the world!

Despite his words, Gabi felt a reaction down there, just below his belly button. The blood flowed, and the Japanese traditional PE female uniform started to get tighter. He immediately wanted to cover, but if he did, Tony would notice.

Why is this happening? I’m not gay! I’m not into guys! I always rejected the guys who hit on me, so why am I getting a boner because of this fatso?

To make things worse, Tony finally noticed the tightening inside the bloomers. In the fraction of a second, the fat boy’s joy became surprise.

Gabi prepared himself to see the disgust on that round face. Even though he says he likes cross-dressers, I’m sure the illusion will break once he sees a real dick, he thought, covering the growing bulge between his legs.

But that expression never came.

Instead of disgust, the boy who loved Otokonoko showed much delight.

“Oh! You’re getting hard because I said you’re a perfect waifu material! Excellent! You’re awakening as a true Otokonoko!” Tony shouted, more excited than ever. As were his eyes.

“Shut up! I’m not!” Gabi screamed, more embarrassed than ever in his life. Damn it! Stupid fatso that loves cross-dressers!

“But you are. You’re awakening. Soon you’ll become a true Otokonoko and the world will be a better place,” the fat boy said in rejoice, nodding with a huge smile, the fat on his double chin bouncing up and down as he moved his head.

As he heard those stupid words, something snapped inside Gabi. Despite still being too embarrassed by the situation, he stopped covering his boner.

“Yeah, you’re right. I’m getting a boner. What will you do?” he asked defiantly, turning his crotch towards the fat boy. “One of the Otokonoko you like so much has his dick hard as a rock right now. Are you gonna still say it’s not gay?”

“A feminine dick isn’t gay at all.”

“Oh, is that so?” Gabi had lost his mind and pulled down the bloomers and the white panties he wore. “So my dick isn’t gay at all, right? Guess all those men who hit on me will be glad to hear that.”

Tony had a blank face as he stared at the manhood pointing up at him. Then he widened his eyes and smiled.

“A real trap’s feminine dick!” he shouted. “I do like it. I love it! Please, let me suck you dry!”

Before Gabi could say or do anything, Tony jumped on top him. The cross-dressing personal trainer fell on his butt.

Wild a strange light in his eyes, the fat boy bent down and put his mouth around the hard penis.

He sucked for a while. His tongue moved around the shaft as his hands played with the balls. Then Tony took the dick out of his mouth and licked just the tip. The tongue went between the skin and the head, cleaning everything.

Fuck! If I had known someone would suck my dick, I’d have cleaned it better, Gabi thought, biting his lips to stop his moan from leaking. Wait, why am I enjoying this? There’s a guy sucking my dick! It’s so fucking gay!

Despite all his rejection to the idea, the cross-dressing personal trainer couldn’t deny it felt good. I can’t believe my first time receiving an oral is with this fatso… and he’s so good I don’t want him to stop…

As Tony played and sucked, Gabi’s penis only grew. Soon it had grown to its full size.

“Ooh. Your dick so cute and small,” he said, stopping to admire the pinkish manhood.

“Don’t say it’s small!” Damn it! To hear that from someone who probably hasn’t seen his dick in years…

“I can’t help it. Even though this is the biggest it can get, I can put it in my mouth with no trouble. Look,” Tony said and then did it.

That made Gabi both mad and horny. Fuck! I’m gonna cum!

Though he had never had his dick sucked, Gabi had seen enough movies to know he should warn the fat boy that he was about to cum. But the reluctant cross-dresser was both mad and embarrassed.

Mad because Tony kept calling his penis small. And also at himself for enjoying. Embarrassed because he knew his voice would come out weird and high pitched, and he would rather avoid letting the fat boy hear that.

Before he could make up his mind, Gabi ejaculated inside the fat boy’s mouth.

Tony didn’t choke on the semen, to the cross-dressing personal trainer’s surprise. He drank it all, liking the head again and putting his tongue between the skin and the head just to make sure he hadn’t lost a single drop.

“Delicious. Too delicious,” he said, with a delighted face. “A trap’s juice is so good it should be recommended to all.”

Fat bastard, Gabi wanted to say, but kept quiet. He lied down on the floor and covered his face. I can’t believe it felt so good… I wonder if this fatso can make me feel even better if we… wait! Don’t even think that! I’m not gay! Even though I just let a guy suck my dick, I’m not gay!

“Gabi-chan,” Tony said, getting all red as he reached his hand and took something from the desk drawer. “Do you wanna feel even better?”

The personal trainer leaned on his elbow to see what it was. In the fat boy’s hand, there was a little plastic tube. When Tony stopped waving it, Gabi could read the label. Lotion for anal pleasure. His face went red at once.

“Why the hell do you have that? Do you masturbate with your ass? Do you have a dildo named Otokonoko to shove up your ass?” Gabi asked in a hushed voice. It’s like he can read my mind!

“Of course, I don’t use my ass. I have this because of my Astolfo-chan’ onnahole,” he answered.

“Your what? What the hell is an onnahole? You know what? It’s best if I don’t know,” the cross-dressing personal trainer said, shaking his head.

Tony chuckled. “You’re so pure, hehe… So, do you wanna test this?”

Gabi pressed his lips and averted his eyes. Part of him wanted to say no right away. To scream. To leave that room, that mansion.

But Gabi’s curiosity was too big. The part that wanted to know what would happen if for once he decided to go further with what he had always rejected had awakened thanks to the fat boy sucking his dick.

With his face an alarming shade of red, Gabi closed his eyes. “Please, be gentle,” he said in a barely audible whisper.

Tony’s face filled with happiness. “Thank you, Gabi-chan!” he shouted before hugging Gabi.

The next second, he opened the tube and smeared his hand with the lotion. The fat boy pulled the rest of the personal trainer’s bloomers and panties down. Then he put a chubby finger dripping with lotion inside Gabi’s butthole.

What the hell…? The cross-dressing personal trainer widened his eyes as the finger went in further. It feels so weird… something is coming in when normally stuff comes out…

Tony moved his finger, reaching every nook and cranny of Gabi’s asshole. “It’s so tight. A trap’s virgin ass,” the fat boy said. But, contrary to his words, he put another finger in.

Gabi bit his lips to stop his moan from leaking out. Why…? One finger was tight, but now the second went in so easily…

Despite trying to conceal his voice, there was another reaction. One that he couldn’t hide.

Gabi’s penis twitched whenever Tony moved, turned or spread his fingers. Then the dick started to become hard again. Damn it… this feels even better… Fuck! Stupid Otokonoko lover gay fatso!

After what seemed too long, Tony pulled the fingers from his ass.

Gabi breathed out, feeling a mix of relief and regret. But the next moment, he remembered what came next. But he had no more time to prepare himself.

With some effort, and an incredible horny face, Tony pulled down his pants and underwear.

Gabi’s mind went blank for a second as he stared at Tony’s manhood. Holy shit! Why is the fatso’s hard dick so huge? There’s no way that’s gonna fit in my ass!

“A-are you really gonna put that in my ass…?” Gabi asked in a feeble voice, gulping. He barely managed to take his eyes off the dick.

“Of course. We came all the way here. Why should we stop now?”

“Why are you suddenly so confident now?” Gabi snapped, trying to buy some time to prepare his heart.

“Because I’m gonna lose my virginity with a cute Otokonoko!”

Gabi blushed. Then he looked away as he spread his legs before the fat boy.

“Be gentle… It’s my first time… with my ass…”

Tony nodded vigorously. Then he moved his hips, getting his hard dick closer and closer to the cross-dressing personal trainer’s ass.

What the hell am I doing? How did things end up like this? Gabi wondered as the tip of the dick pressed against the opening of his asshole. But he kept quiet as Tony put it in.

Gabi bit his lips to stop his voice. Fuck! It hurts! I knew it wouldn’t fit!

The pain only grew as Tony put the rest of the dick. Then the manhood was all inside his ass.

The fat boy moved his hips slowly. He was already sweating and panting, but even so, he didn’t stop moving.

As Gabi grew accustomed to the foreign object inside his ass, the pain gradually faded. It’s not so bad now…

Then everything changed. As Tony moved faster, the pleasure started to grow. Along with it, so did Gabi’s dick.

The cross-dressing personal trainer tried to resist the waves of pleasure. I’m not gonna cum from my ass. I’m not, he thought stubbornly, even though most of him wanted that,

Tony thrust his hips faster, the dick going in and out of the ass, reaching so deep Gabi would never have believed possible.

Even so, he tried to resist the pleasure stubbornly.

But even the stubborn part of him didn’t anticipate Tony grabbing the otokonoko’s dick and stroking it.

“Wait, are you doing?” Gabi shouted as the pleasure hazed his mind.

“You looked like you wanted,” the fat boy said, stroking the dick faster.

“I didn’t!” Gabi lied.

But the next second, he stopped talking. From deep inside his throat, a moan came out. He shut his mouth, but it was too late.

That moan only made Tony thrust his hips harder. And with those moves, came another moan.

“Fuck! Why this feels so good!?”

Gabi realized it. No matter how much he tried to resist, the pleasure from the penis thrusting inside him was too great. Along with the hand stroking his dick, there was no way he could resist.

I’m not gonna cum! Even so, the cross-dressing personal trainer still didn’t want to. I have my pride as a man! Even though I’m having gay sex!

Gabi tried to focus on Tony. To think of the fat boy and his sweating and huge body rubbing against his. To his utter surprise, the thought only made him hornier. Fuck! Am I into fatsos?

Before he could think of anything else, Gabi felt he was at his limit.

At the same time, he also felt a liquid pouring inside his ass. He’s cumming inside me?!

To his abysmal surprise, that sent him over the limit. His semen smeared the space between his and Tony’s bodies.

Fuck… I hate that it felt so good… But I feel like I lost too much… Why did I agree to this…? What’s wrong with me…?

Despite the cold room, both men panted and sweated. Tony seemed as if he had run a marathon.

The fat boy pulled his penis out of the personal trainer and landed heavily on his back. Without any once of strength left in his body, he stared at the ceiling.

Gabi had no strength in his legs, but forced himself to stand using the chair as support.

Without looking at the fat boy lying on the floor, the cross-dressing personal trainer looked for his panties. When he found it, he hurriedly put them on and got the shorts from the bag.

Soon he was ready to leave. I need to forget this ever happened, he thought, completely aware of the semen leaking out of his asshole and smearing his panties. Try not to think about it… try really hard not to think about all the gay stuff you’ve done this afternoon… Forget this ever happened…

When he was at the door, Tony stood up. “Wait! Please!” he said, having trouble to breathe. He tried to stand up but gave up. “Will you… still come… tomorrow…?”

Gabi wanted to shout no, but something inside him held his tongue. He thought about everything. The gym, the money, and his client. But above all that, there was something else. A throbbing in two places.

One was in his heart. Whether he liked it or not. It was the first time someone actually knew he was a girly boy and felt attracted to that. Not one of the creeps who just wanted to fuck a cross-dressing man and pretend that wasn’t gay.

The other was on his ass, still leaking with the fat boy’s semen.

Gabi looked at him and then averted his eyes, his cheeks red. “I’m gonna make you work thrice for all you did to me,” he said in a low voice before closing the door as fast as he could to hide his smile.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading.

Hope you enjoyed my Girly boy short story collection.

If you did, could you please share and leave a review? It would really make my day.

For my first short story collection, I wanted to write about cross-dressers, or Otokonoko, or sissy boys, in professional/work environment. But nothing involving “night work.” There are a lot of those already.

Another thing. The boys in this work are cross-dressers. I could refer to them as traps, but I decided to avoid. I just wanted to make this clear.

I don’t plan to stop here. I already have the next short story collection in mind. And not only that. There will be a lot more stories about lewd sissy boys. If you don’t wanna miss anything, sign up to my newsletter.

If you want to save some money, you can buy the Complete Girly boy collection.

Also, check out Please Call Me Teacher! It’s a great, fun and super cute BL ecchi rom-com about a cosplayer teacher and his painter student.

I’d like to give a special thanks to Bluefield for the cover art. It’s too cute and sexy.

Once again, thanks for reading and see you next time.
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