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  Mila

A Crossdressing Femboy First Time Friends-to-Lovers Erotica



Pink

The sterile white tiles were ice against Milo’s bare feet.

He’d made it to the bathroom on momentum alone — three whisky Cokes deep and the room tilting gently like a boat. The fluorescent light buzzed on, too bright, splitting his headache into jagged pieces. He didn’t trust himself to aim standing up, so he dropped onto the toilet seat with a groan, curling his toes against the cold porcelain as he pissed.

Halfway through, his gaze drifted — the drunk, unfocused way eyes wander without committing — and snagged on his own feet.

Pastel pink. Every single nail. The color of cotton candy, of birthday frosting, of a shade no twenty-three-year-old man had any business wearing — on full display for the past three hours on Sawyer Hartmann’s living room carpet.

His stomach lurched upward into his throat.

Three hours. Barefoot on the couch. Barefoot on the kitchen tile when he’d grabbed the whisky bottle. Bare soles against the carpet when Sawyer had tossed him a controller and their fingers had almost touched. Three hours of baby-pink toenails under the warm yellow light of Sawyer’s floor lamp, and Sawyer hadn’t said a word.

Maybe he didn’t notice. He has to not have noticed.

He’d been so careful. Years of careful — socks in summer, closed-toe shoes at the beach, feet tucked under blankets during movie nights. One phone call from a crying best friend and a lifetime of operational security undone by a pair of forgotten socks.

Milo flushed and stood. His reflection in the mirror looked flushed, glassy-eyed, guilty of something he couldn’t name. He yanked open the cabinet beneath the sink. Q-tips. Band-aids. A bottle of ibuprofen with three pills rattling at the bottom. No nail polish remover.

He tried the drawers. In the bottom one, shoved deep behind a box of tissues, he found a mesh toiletry bag. His fingers fumbled the zipper. Makeup — eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick — but no acetone, no remover wipes, nothing useful.

Socks. Just borrow his socks and deal with this later.

He opened the door to the adjoining walk-in closet, already composing an apology for the invasion of privacy. The smell of dryer sheets and cedar hit him first, clean and masculine — and underneath it, something floral and abandoned. Valentina’s perfume, still soaked into the walls from months of proximity, clinging to fabric that no longer existed.

The closet had gaps. Bare hangers where her clothes used to be, empty shelf space, a shoe rack with a man’s sneakers lined up next to nothing. Like a mouth with teeth knocked out.

And hanging in the largest gap, centered as deliberately as a painting in a gallery, was the costume.

Milo’s hand found the leather before his brain formed the thought to stop it. Matte black. Supple. The smell of it — rich and animal, tanned hide and something faintly sweet. He ran his thumb across the stitching: precise, hand-sewn. Catwoman. The Dark Knight version. Selina Kyle’s catsuit, tailored for a woman who would never wear it now, complete with four-inch stiletto heels built into the boots and a single zipper running from crotch to throat.

He lifted it off the hanger. Heavier than leather should be — gel padding in the hips, the ass, the chest, thick and yielding under his fingers, designed to transform any body into something impossible and comic-book curved. He held it against himself. The floor-length mirror in the corner caught the gesture and threw it back — a lean boy in sweats pressing a woman’s skin to his chest.

His heartbeat was a fist knocking on the other side of his ribs.

From the other side of the bathroom door, three sharp knocks that might as well have been gunshots.

»Dude, you fall in?«

Milo’s fingers tightened on the zipper pull, and he didn’t let go.





The Golden Retriever Problem

October rain tapped against the single window of Milo’s studio — a converted mill unit in Fall River with exposed brick the landlord charged extra for and radiators that clanked like prisoners rattling their chains. Six hours earlier, the apartment had smelled like lavender dryer sheets and the vanilla candle he only burned when he was alone, which was always.

He was cross-legged on the bed in a baby-pink camisole and matching cotton shorts from Victoria’s Secret — the old collection, before they’d changed the cut — with his dark hair pulled back in a loose ponytail that brushed his bare shoulders. His toenails were freshly painted the same pastel pink, carefully done in two coats with a top seal, and his laptop was open to the Transgender & Crossdressers section of Literotica. His right hand had migrated from the trackpad to the growing bulge in his cotton shorts with the lazy inevitability of a river finding the sea.

This was Mila’s time.

The only time the static in his head went quiet — when the apartment was locked, the blinds drawn, and he could exist in silk and soft cotton without performing maleness for a world that expected it. He’d maintained his full-body smoothness since he moved out at nineteen, shaving everything below the eyebrows with a diligence that bordered on devotion. He hadn’t had a girlfriend in three years, which simplified things. Nobody questioned why a quiet freelance graphic designer kept his legs bare and his skin soft if nobody was touching them.

His male wardrobe fit in a single drawer: grey sweats, black hoodies, jeans that could have belonged to anyone. He tugged at the strap of his camisole — adjusting it out of habit, the way a woman would — and thought about how the rest of his closet would look to a stranger. The sundresses. The skirts. Three pairs of heels in varying heights. A lingerie collection that would make a Victoria’s Secret Angel raise an eyebrow. He’d never shown any of it to a single human being.

Not because he was ashamed. At least, he told himself it wasn’t shame. Sharing Mila meant explaining Mila, and Milo didn’t have the words yet for what she was. When he put on the camisole and the shorts and the polish, he wasn’t becoming someone else. He was arriving somewhere he already lived.

He was two paragraphs into a story about a femboy getting railed by his roommate’s boyfriend — improbable setup, decent prose, anatomically ambitious — when his phone rattled against the nightstand like a trapped beetle.

BZZZT. BZZZT. BZZZT.

He glanced at the screen. In the age of texting and DMs, only three categories of people still called: telemarketers, his mother, and Sawyer Hartmann, who treated his phone like it was 2005 and he’d just gotten his first Razr.

BZZZT. BZZZT. BZZZT.

Milo cleared the lump in his throat and picked up.

»Hey, man. You busy?« Sawyer’s voice was thick, the consonants going soft at the edges the way they did four drinks in. Sawyer could hold his liquor, but whatever he’d been drinking, he’d started early.

»Nope, what’s up?«

A pause.

»Uh, hello?«

Shit. The girl voice. He’d answered in the girl voice — the breathy register he practiced alone, sometimes for hours, shaping vowels in the mirror until they sounded like someone softer, someone whose throat hadn’t been thickened by testosterone. It had become reflex: when Milo wore Mila’s clothes, Mila’s voice came with them, an automatic shift he didn’t consciously choose.

He coughed theatrically. »Sorry. Something caught in my throat. You okay?«

»No.« The single syllable cracked down the middle. »Val’s been cheating on me.«

Milo’s hand went still inside his shorts. »What?«

»I just did laundry. Her panties had —« Sawyer’s voice hitched. »There was cum in them. Dried. A lot. And we haven’t — I haven’t been —« Snot thickened his breathing, each word pulled up through something waterlogged. »We haven’t had sex in three weeks.«

Milo sat up. The femboy story disappeared into a closed tab. »Sawyer. Jesus. Are you sure?«

»I asked her. She didn’t even deny it.« A wet laugh, ugly enough to flinch from. »She said she was going to tell me after Halloween. Like she was doing me a f-favor, waiting till after the party.«

»Where is she now?«

»Gone. I told her to take her stuff and get out. Most of it’s already gone. She must’ve been packing all week while I was at work.« A new kind of silence filled the line — the kind that comes after a detonation, when the ringing fades and you realize you can’t hear anything at all. »She planned it, Milo. She was already moving out before I even knew.«

Milo was already pulling the camisole over his head, phone pinched between ear and shoulder. »I’m coming over.«

»You don’t have to —«

»Shut up. I’m coming over.« He kicked the shorts off, grabbed the grey sweats from the drawer — the one drawer — and yanked them up his legs. Hoodie. Baseball cap. Sneakers, the ugly brown ones that were fastest to lace. He blew out the vanilla candle and the room went dark except for the laptop’s standby light, a single blue eye watching him leave.

Socks.

The thought surfaced and sank. He was halfway to the door. His sneakers were already on. The pink polish was hidden. He had to go — Sawyer’s voice was still shaking on the other end of the line, saying something about being sorry for calling, about not wanting to bother anyone, and Milo said »Don’t be an idiot, I’ll be there in fifteen« and hung up because if he heard one more second of his best friend’s broken voice he was going to put his fist through the wall.


	He went.

	
~ ~





Sawyer’s apartment was a third-floor walkup with hardwood floors and the kind of exposed ductwork that was supposed to feel industrial but mostly just felt cold. Tonight it smelled like whisky and something sharper underneath — adrenaline, maybe, or the sour tang of a man who’d been crying for hours. The kitchen light was the only one on, casting hard shadows across the open-plan living room where Sawyer sat on the couch with a bottle of Maker’s Mark cradled between his knees like a newborn.

He looked terrible. Red-rimmed eyes in a face that wasn’t built for sadness — too open, too symmetrical, the dimples meaningless around a mouth that didn’t know what to do with itself. Six-four and broad enough to fill a doorframe, and he looked small. That was the part that made Milo press his knuckles against his own sternum, an ache he couldn’t reach from the outside. Sawyer Hartmann didn’t know how to be small.

»Hey,« Milo said, dropping onto the couch beside him. He took the bottle gently and poured whisky into two red plastic cups — the only clean vessels he could find, Sawyer’s dishwashing habits being a casualty of the evening’s events. He handed one to Sawyer and clinked the rim of his own against it. »Drink. Then talk. In that order.«
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