
To Thine Own Self Be True
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/31655456.

Rating: Explicit
Archive Warning: No Archive Warnings Apply
Category: M/M
Fandoms: Dragon Age - All Media Types, Dragon Age (Video Games)
Relationship: Alistair/Cullen Rutherford
Characters: Cullen Rutherford, Rylen, Alistair Theirin, Duncan Mentioned, Krem

Mentioned, Zevran Mentioned, Fiona Mentioned
Additional Tags: Cullen is the commander of Denerim's finest, Alistair is an undercover

special ops agent, they've been together forever, Alistair has a secret,
Genderfluid Character, Unconditional Love, supportive spouse, Happy
Ending, a little au nod to my own au while putting Alistair in a skirt, self
care is important, Cullistair

Language: English
Collections: Cullistair Kisses
Stats: Published: 2021-05-31 Words: 6,863 Chapters: 3/3

http://archiveofourown.org/
http://archiveofourown.org/works/31655456
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Explicit
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/No%20Archive%20Warnings%20Apply
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/M*s*M
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Dragon%20Age%20-%20All%20Media%20Types
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Dragon%20Age%20(Video%20Games)
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Alistair*s*Cullen%20Rutherford
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Cullen%20Rutherford
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Rylen
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Alistair%20Theirin
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Duncan%20Mentioned
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Krem%20Mentioned
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Zevran%20Mentioned
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Fiona%20Mentioned
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Cullen%20is%20the%20commander%20of%20Denerim's%20finest
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Alistair%20is%20an%20undercover%20special%20ops%20agent
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/they've%20been%20together%20forever
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Alistair%20has%20a%20secret
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Genderfluid%20Character
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Unconditional%20Love
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/supportive%20spouse
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Happy%20Ending
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/a%20little%20au%20nod%20to%20my%20own%20au%20while%20putting%20Alistair%20in%20a%20skirt
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/self%20care%20is%20important
http://archiveofourown.org/tags/Cullistair
http://archiveofourown.org/collections/Cullistair_Kisses


To Thine Own Self Be True
by Aurlana

Summary

Cullen's worried about his husband.
Alistair's worried about what everyone else will think.
Being true to yourself has never felt so rewarding.

Or the one where Cullen comes home early to find Alistair wearing a skirt and makeup.
Unconditional love and lust FTW
(but y'know - with feelings)

*Artwork by the lovely Raflesia65 in Chapter 2*

Notes

See the end of the work for notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/Aurlana/pseuds/Aurlana


Chapter 1

To Thine Own Self Be True

Chapter 1

Cullen stared at the mountain of paperwork on his desk. Most of the reports were swiped
from other officers at the precinct to give him an excuse to stay later at work. When Alistair
was out of town on assignment, Cullen regularly looked for any reason possible not to go
home. It was never the same there without his husband, and this time seemed worse than
usual; he just couldn’t shake the niggling feeling that something was bothering Alistair before
he left. Cullen flipped to the next report on the stack with a determined sigh and began
inputting the data into his computer.

There was a soft knock on the door followed by his Lieutenant Rylen slipping inside, a small
takeout container in his hands. 

“Yes?” Cullen asked. 

Rylen scrutinized Cullen for a moment, then closed the door behind him with a frown. He set
the container on the corner of the desk and took a seat. “You okay, boss?” 

“Yeah. I--” Cullen noted Rylen’s immediate scowl of disbelief. He stopped what he was
doing and sighed. “Okay, fine. I’m not okay. But there’s nothing I can do about it at the
moment.”

“You can talk about it. Maybe there’s something I can do to help?”

Cullen pondered his options. Maybe it was time he got some of this off his chest. Dropping
his chin, Cullen let out a breath and folded his hands over the top of his paperwork.
“Alistair’s away on a mission.”

Rylen snorted. “Yes, I think we’ve all noticed. I mean, he is our best undercover agent and
hasn’t been here in over two weeks. Add to that the fact that you’ve fallen into your usual
self-destructive habits in his absence--”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Cullen asked, affronted.

“You’ve been short-tempered, are stealing other people’s paperwork, the bags under your
eyes tell me you haven’t been sleeping well, if at all, and you aren’t eating.”

“I eat.”

Rylen laughed outright this time. “You eat when one of us brings you food.” He indicated the
container on the desk. “What’d you have last night for dinner when you finally went home?”



Cullen blushed. “I didn’t get home until almost midnight, so I just went to bed.”

“Midnight!” Rylen frowned. “And you didn’t eat anything?”       

Cullen shook his head.

“What about this morning?” Rylen asked.

Cullen held up his bottle of water and pointed to his empty cup of coffee. 

Rylen’s frown deepened. “You do realize it’s after one pm, right? Alistair is going to kill me.”

“Why would he kill you?”

“Who do you think he threatens to make sure you take care of yourself when he’s gone?”
Rylen asked, exasperated.

“Oh! I didn’t realize he--” Cullen breathed out a small sigh, then lowered his head. “I’m
sorry, Ry. I really don’t make it easy for you, do I?”

Rylen chuckled. “No, you really don’t. But I get it.”

“It’s a good thing that you do.” Cullen ran his fingers through his too-long, blond curls. “The
house is just so empty without him, and the only way I can keep my mind from worrying is to
stay busy.”

“I may understand, but you need to take care of yourself too.” Rylen grinned. “You are the
world’s best husband when Alistair is home; you cook, clean, and dote on him. If I were into
guys, you’d be perfect for me.”

Cullen huffed indignantly. “First of all, you are very straight, and your wife would have my
hide if she knew you were talking like this. Second of all, I still take care of things when he’s
gone; my house is spotless.”

“You stress clean, and you know it. But I’ll bet money that right now there’s next to nothing
in your refrigerator.”

“I have condiments,” Cullen stated.

“Only because you haven’t been cooking enough to use them.”

Cullen tried again, “I have milk.”

“Is there even enough for a bowl of cereal?”

“Only just.” Cullen grinned. “That’s what I was going to have for dinner tonight.”

“Ah yes, breakfast of champions.” Rylen sighed. “This is why Alistair stresses before he
leaves. He knows you are hopeless on your own and will probably put yourself in the hospital
again from malnutrition and dehydration.”



“That was one time!”

Rylen leveled him a glare.

“I was only hospitalized once,” Cullen defended.

“And how many times have you given yourself migraines that lasted days because you
weren’t drinking anything but coffee?”

Cullen held up his water bottle again and took a pointed sip. “I have water.”

“You have water only because Alistair insisted I put a dispenser in your office. Now you have
no excuse.” 

“I’m doing better this time, I swear. Not great, but definitely better.” Cullen shuffled around
the papers on his desk, then gave up and pushed them over to the side with a sigh. 

“But there’s something else bothering you.”

Cullen nodded. “Yeah, there is. Are you sure you have time?”

“If I didn’t, I would make the time. You know that.” Rylen relaxed into his chair, crossing his
legs. “So, tell me what’s going on?”

“I don’t have a good feeling about this mission.”

“Has something happened? Have you heard from his handler?”

Cullen shook his head. “No, it’s nothing like that. And you know Duncan will only contact
me if something actually happens with Alistair while he’s undercover.”

“Okay, so, what’s going on then?” Rylen asked.

“I honestly don’t have anything concrete, just a feeling in the pit of my stomach.” Cullen
took another drink of his water, trying to organize his thoughts. “Did you notice anything
unusual about him before he left?” he decided to ask first.

“Unusual? Where Alistair is concerned, I’m not sure I know what unusual means.” Rylen
chuckled. “You noticed something I take it?”  

Cullen rubbed at the stubble on his jaw. “We’ve been doing this a long time, but the last few
missions have been harder for us. We go through the motions and do the best we can to talk
about our fears and how we’ll cope with another separation, but I honestly don’t know how
much longer we can keep this up.”

“That makes sense. You guys are almost forty. Maybe it’s time to let the younger kids tag in
to take over the undercover missions. He’s more than earned the reprieve.”

Cullen nodded. “We’ve talked about it. That’s the thing, we do talk; about everything. Even
him stepping back from undercover missions. But this time, there was something else



bothering him, and whenever I asked about it,” Cullen shook his head, “he’d withdraw and
get quiet.”

“Alistair got quiet?” Rylen looked alarmed.

“Should have been a huge red flag, right there.” Cullen chuckled. “That’s what I’ve been so
worked up over.”

“I’d be worried too,” Rylen said. “I wonder what was bothering him. You two are fine, aren’t
you? I mean, you’ve been together forever. Your marriage is my idea of ‘relationship goals’,
y’know?”

Cullen smiled sheepishly. “I’m flattered. I think. And yes, as far as I can tell, the issue isn’t
with us as a couple. But, something is definitely eating away at him right now, and for some
reason, he’s not feeling comfortable enough to share what it is that’s bothering him.”

“You’re worried about him.”

“Of course I am; he’s everything to me. We’ve been together since high school, and in all that
time, I’ve never seen him so withdrawn and forlorn before. The hardest part is that he’s deep
undercover, so I have no way to check on him to see if he’s okay. I’ve never felt so bereft
before.” 

Cullen’s gaze locked on Rylen’s. Seeking. Imploring. Next to Alistair, no one knew him
better. Cullen was at a loss, but perhaps Rylen had a solution or insight that maybe Cullen
missed. 

With a decisive nod, Rylen pushed the container of food toward Cullen. “Okay, here’s what’s
going to happen.”

“You’re giving me orders now?” Cullen quipped but secretly welcomed direction. Orders he
was good at, he could focus on them and not on his own personal worries, and he trusted
Rylen with his and Alistair’s lives.

“Well, you’re obviously not doing a good job at taking care of yourself. So yes… yes, I am.”
He smiled fondly. “The first thing you’re going to do is eat the lunch I brought you. All of it!
Then you’re going to leave--”

Cullen looked at the reports on his desk. “I can’t, Ry. I have all of these-- hey!”

Rylen scooped them up and stacked them neatly, tucking them under his arm. “And they are
not your problem today. I will go through them, file the ones that don’t need your direct
attention, and color coordinate those that do. You can attend to those in the morning. You’ve
been here every day since Alistair left; you need to take care of yourself.”

Cullen nodded.

“After you eat, I want you to stop by the Chantry. You probably haven’t lately, and I know
that you always find peace within those walls. So eat, pray, or whatever it is you do there, and



then go home. Take a hot shower or a bath, order dinner, and then get some sleep. Take one
of your sleeping pills if you have to, but please, get some sleep before you hurt yourself.”  

“But, I--”

"No buts,” Rylen interrupted. “If you are dead on your feet when Alistair gets home, you
won’t be in any condition to help him with whatever is bothering him. Take care of yourself
now, so you can be here for him when he returns.”

Cullen sighed. “I don’t even know when that is. Sometimes he’s gone for months.”

Rylen stood. “Even more reason to start taking care of yourself now.”

Cullen shut down his computer and started to collect his things. “Fine. I will head out, but
that doesn’t mean I’m going to like it.”

“Of course not. But you and I both know that the office will breathe easier after you eat
something and get a good night’s sleep.”

“Is that what this is? You're trying to get rid of me, so you all aren’t walking on eggshells
around me?”

Rylen grinned. “You caught me.”

When Cullen made to stand, Rylen pointed at him. “No. Sit and eat, and then you can leave.”

“I can’t eat it on the way or once I get there?”

“Nope. I want you to eat that here and bring me the empty container, so I know you finished
it all.”

Cullen rolled his eyes. “Yes, mom.”

“Good! Now, get started. I will see you in a few, and then I don’t want to see you again for at
least twelve hours.”

Cullen pulled his spare utensils out of his desk and opened the takeout container. “At least it’s
not pizza,” he said, inhaling the delicious smelling shepherd’s pie.

Rylen chuckled as he headed for the door. “I imagine you’ve had enough of that lately. You
usually avoid it for several months whenever Alistair gets back home again.”

Cullen waved Rylen off as he shoveled in the first bite. It wasn’t as good as the one he makes
for Alistair, but it was hot and filling. He dug in, not realizing how hungry he actually was.
When the container in front of him was empty, he packed up his utensils to wash at home,
collected the rest of his belongings, then took the empty container to Rylen’s office before
leaving for the day.



Chapter 2

To Thine Own Self Be True

Chapter 2

After spending over an hour at the Chantry praying and speaking with Sister Carolyn, Cullen
headed home feeling a little more settled. Pulling into the driveway, he blinked rapidly when
he saw Alistair’s car parked in its spot. With a huge grin, he grabbed his things and bound up
the stairs to the front door. 

Dropping his satchel and keys on the credenza and slipping his shoes into the rack next to
Alistair’s, Cullen hollered, “Honey, I’m home!”

There wasn’t an answer, but that probably had more to do with the loud music coming from
their bedroom and not necessarily Alistair ignoring him. Removing his tie while he made his
way quietly down the hallway, Cullen slowly toed open their bedroom door and stopped dead
at the sight that greeted him. 

Alistair stood with his back to Cullen, a vision from their younger years. He was in front of
the opened closet door, leaning in close to the attached full-length mirror like he used to do to
apply his makeup. But surely… Alistair hasn’t worn makeup in years. 

Cullen took a hesitant step forward, eying Alistair’s outfit. The short pleated skirt with the
tops of his thigh-high stockings, and a hint of matching black garter belt peeking out from
just beneath the hem of the blue and silver, plaid material. One of Cullen’s white buttoned-
down shirts, a blue and silver striped tie, and a pair of old black combat boots with a slight
heel, more suited to going out on the town rather than out in the field, topped off the look that
left Cullen’s mouth-watering.

Cullen stifled a sob, covering his mouth with his hand, moisture springing to his eyes. 

Maker’s breath, he missed this side of Alistair. Cullen couldn’t remember the last time he saw
him look so happy, so free in his own skin. Certainly, there had to have been a point in time
where Alistair slowly stepped away from wearing the skirts and makeup he used to favor for
the more practical tactical gear he routinely wore now. But for the life of him, Cullen couldn’t
put his finger on when that was. Was this something they’d talked about? Was Alistair’s
reason for fading out one wardrobe for another because of something Cullen said or did?
Surely not.

Alistair’s focus was purely on his own face in the mirror, completely unaware of Cullen’s
presence in the room. Alistair swung his hips back and forth to the music, the fabric of the
skirt swishing deliciously across his shapely ass.



Drawn to him, needing to touch him, to see him, to hold him, Cullen slipped up behind
Alistair and placed his hands gently around Alistair’s waist. 

Alistair spun around, dropping whatever was in his hand when Cullen touched him. The look
on his face wasn’t one that Cullen was expecting before he ducked his chin to hide it. Was
that fear? Embarrassment? These were not things Cullen wanted to see on Alistair’s gorgeous
face. 

Concerned, Cullen placed two fingers under Alistair’s chin, lifting it so he could place a
tender kiss on lips heavily tinted with lipstick. He needed Alistair to know how much he
loved him. He wanted more than anything to wipe that look of shame from his expression. 

Letting his gaze roam over Alistair’s face, Cullen took in the dark grey eyeshadow and
eyeliner gracing his gorgeous eyes, bringing out the gold flecks in them. The corner of one
slightly smudged from when Cullen surprised him. Alistair’s hair was gelled up into a spiked
wave at the front, and he was wearing black mascara, a hint of blush, and sultry red lipstick.
Cullen couldn’t help himself; he leaned in again and kissed Alistair more passionately this
time. Not caring if the lipstick smeared onto him, he actually hoped that it would. He missed
this side of Alistair. It’d been far too long since he’d seen him this way. So gorgeous, so
perfect, so… his. 

Alistair slowly began to relax into Cullen’s embrace as Cullen pressed him up against the
mirror. His kisses, deep and exploring. Cullen cherished every whimper and moan that
escaped Alistair while they kissed. Having Alistair home was a beautiful surprise. Having
Alistair in his arms looking like he did when they were younger, had Cullen’s head
swimming with want and need in a way he hadn’t felt in years.

Cullen slid his hands over every inch of Alistair’s shoulders and back, wanting to touch him
everywhere, to see what exactly Alistair wore beneath the delicate pleats of his skirt. When
his hands reached the bottom of Alistair’s skirt, and his fingertips finally caressed over
Alistair’s bare skin, Alistair pulled back, freezing under Cullen’s touch. 

That wasn’t right at all. 

Cullen stopped, looking at Alistair, curious. Cautious. “Are you okay?” he asked, wanting
nothing more than for Alistair to unclench the fists that were gripping Cullen’s blazer making
his knuckles white, and look him in the eye. But he did neither. He continued to stare down at
the ground, chest heaving.

“Sweetheart, what’s wrong?” Cullen asked, cupping his cheek and wiping away the stray tear
escaping down Alistair’s face. 

“I’m sorry,” Alistair whispered. 

Now Cullen was really confused. “What have you to be sorry for?”

“Usually, you work late while I’m gone, so I wasn’t expecting you until this evening.”



“Did I ruin your surprise? Cause I have to say I’m pretty damn surprised. I’ve missed you so
much. And you look… shit, you look incredible!”

Alistair kept his chin tucked and shook his head. “I didn’t mean for you to see me this way. I
was planning on changing before you got home.”

“Wait, what?” Grabbing Alistair’s hands, Cullen led him toward the bed, where they sat side
by side. He removed his blazer, tossing it over the end of the bed, then wrapped an arm
around Alistair’s shoulders. “Why would you not want me to see you like this? I don’t…”
Cullen gulped. “I don’t understand. Why is this something you’d want to hide from me?
Have I ever given you a reason to think I didn’t like you as anything other than who you
are?” 

“It’s been so long,” Alistair whispered. “I haven’t... I couldn’t…” He sighed. “I don’t know
what I’m trying to say.” 

Cullen brought Alistair’s hands to his lips, placing kisses on his knuckles before noticing the
blue sparkly nail varnish adorning them, then proceeded to kiss each nail in kind. “Was this
what was bothering you before you left? Were you worried that I wouldn’t, what… that I
wouldn’t approve?”

“It’s been so long,” Alistair said again. “Just after college really, since I’ve worn anything
like this.”

Cullen lowered Alistair’s hands to their lap. “Al, please look at me?” His heart was breaking
seeing Alistair so timid. 

After several agonizingly long breaths, Alistair finally looked up. Cullen carefully ran his
thumb under Alistair’s lower lip, gently cleaning up the line of his lipstick, and smiled softly
at him. 

“You know, I never asked why you stopped dressing like this. Perhaps I should have. I’ve
only ever wanted to support you and be allowed to love you just as you are. And sure, I
noticed that you chose pants more often than skirts before eventually doing away with skirts
altogether. I just thought…. I don’t know, maybe that it was your choice, that you were more
comfortable in pants and I didn’t want you to think that I didn’t support you in your decision.
I should have asked. I should have made myself more clear. Sweetheart, it is you that I am
head over heels in love with; it doesn’t matter what your trappings on the outside are. I love
you! ”

“But we couldn’t actually go out dressed like this.”

“Why not?”

Alistair looked startled. “Our image. You’re the Commander of Denerim’s finest, and I work
in spec ops where dressing like this would be…”

“Would be, what?” Cullen asked.



“It’d be way more effort than I’d ever be willing to put into explaining for them to
understand. If they’re even capable of understanding,” Alistair added, deflated.

“Duncan’s known you your whole life. He’s never judged you or, to the best of my
knowledge, made any negative comments regarding you dressing like this when we were
younger.”

“Yeah, but that’s Duncan. He practically raised me after my mom died. I just… I didn’t want
to stand out, be different. I was already the Captain’s favorite; I didn’t want to--”

“Well, fuck them then.” Cullen interrupted, anger clear in his voice.

“What?” Alistair looked up, startled.

“You’re telling me that you stopped dressing how you wanted to dress because you were
worried about what other people might think?”

Alistair shrugged one shoulder. “That’s part of it, I guess.”

“Were you worried about what I would think?”

Alistair shook his head, no. 

Cullen sighed with relief. “So, what happened? Why did you stop, and why start again now?”

Alistair sat silent for so long, Cullen worried he wasn’t going to answer. 

“You don’t have to talk about it now if you don’t want to. Just please know I am here if and
when you are ready. You are my Alistair, and I will always love you. We’ve been together for
almost twenty years, through high school, college, my police academy, and your special ops
training. We’ve always been here for each other, and I will always be here for you, no matter
what? Okay?”

Alistair nodded, then whispered, “Okay.”

Cullen traced his finger over the lace at the top of Alistair’s stocking. “These are really pretty.
Is this okay?” he asked.

Alistair nodded and leaned his head against Cullen’s shoulder, shifting closer the more
Cullen’s fingers explored. When Alistair started to relax, Cullen slid himself back on the bed,
unbuttoning the top three buttons on his shirt. With his back up against the headboard, he
pulled on Alistair’s hand. “Come here, love. I’ve missed holding you.”

Alistair raised an eyebrow, the telltale smirk Cullen loved so much starting to make its
appearance at the corner of his mouth. Instead of sliding up next to Cullen, he straddled his
hips and wrapped his arms around Cullen’s neck. “And what if I want more than just to be
held?” Alistair asked.

Cullen chuckled, caressing Alistair’s back, then cupped his ass, pulling him closer. “You
know there is nothing I wouldn’t give you if it’s within my power. All that I am, all that I



have is yours.” 

Alistair rolled his hips, rubbing his length along Cullen’s, both perking up with interest.
“Everything?” he asked, pressing their lips together with another strategic roll of his hips. 

Cullen groaned. “Maker’s breath, yes.” He let his fingertips trace the hem of the skirt. “Fuck,
I’ve missed this,” he gasped between kisses. “Tell me. Are you wearing what I hope you’re
wearing under your skirt?” 

Alistair chuckled. “You’ll just have to go exploring to find out.”

“No teasing this time? No bending over to retrieve a dropped pencil, like when we were in
school, giving me just a peek and then making me wait all day to find out just what
deliciousness you had waiting for me underneath?” 

“No teasing. I’m not sure I can wait. I’d forgotten how good this feels.” Alistair reached
down and started undoing Cullen’s belt and slacks, pulling them down just far enough to free
his cock. “I missed you. Want you.” 

Cullen couldn’t stop kissing Alistair. Couldn’t stop exploring the delicate fabric of his
stockings, the lace of the upper ridge, and the garter-belt. He followed it up with his
fingertips until he found the supple roundness of Alistair’s ass covered in fabric, silky and
smooth. Not lace, then. Cullen shuddered as Alistair stroked him. A low moan escaped him
when Alistair began kissing his way down Cullen’s body. He angled his hips off to one side
of Cullen’s legs, keeping his ass within easy reach of Cullen’s hands. And it’s a good thing,
too, because Cullen didn’t want to stop touching. Didn’t want to stop exploring. 

“Grab the lube,” Alistair demanded before taking Cullen’s cock in his mouth. 

With a guttural moan, Cullen reached for the bedside drawer, fumbling with the bottle they
kept within. “You better slow down if you want this to last.”

Alistair shook his head defiantly, making Cullen hurry to pop the cap on the lube with one
hand while he began to tug at Alistair’s panties with the other. Alistair shook his head again
before pulling off with a loud pop. “I want to feel them on. Want to feel my cock trapped
inside of them.”

Cullen nodded, changing tactics. He pushed the fabric to the side, not freeing Alistair’s cock,
but allowing access to his entrance. He squirted some of the slippery liquid onto his fingers
then drew them in a slow circle around Alistair’s opening. Cullen barked a laugh when
Alistair suddenly thrust back onto Cullen’s finger, sliding one deftly inside of himself. 

“Stop playing around. I want you now,” Alistair growled.

“Maker, I forgot how demanding you get when you first get back.” Cullen slid his finger out
and added more lube before sliding it back in again. 

Alistair raised his head, one eyebrow arched in question while his fist slowly squeezed its
way up and down Cullen’s spit-slick shaft. “Is that a problem?” he asked.



“Fuck, no. I love it when you get all demanding and forceful with me.” 

Once Alistair was thoroughly slicked up, inside and out, he pulled his lips off Cullen’s cock
and climbed back up his body. 

Cullen quickly added more lube to his cock before Alistair straddled his lap and lined himself
up. “Careful, Sweetheart, go slow. I don’t want to hurt you,” Cullen breathed a half-second
before Alistair slid himself down Cullen’s cock, embedding it deep within his ass in one fell
swoop. 

With his hands on Alistair’s hips, Cullen looked at the gaze of pure rapture on Alistair’s face.
Hands on Cullen’s shoulders, head thrown back and mouth open. He sat still for far longer
than Cullen was expecting. When he was about to ask if Alistair was okay, he felt the slow
undulation of Alistair’s talented hips while his muscles constricted around him.

“Holy shit, Al,” Cullen breathed out while Alistair took from him what he needed. He lay
there mostly dressed with his slacks barely pushed down to his thighs while Alistair took
control and rode him. He was glorious like this, fucking gorgeous. And Cullen wanted to see
more of him. Slowly unbuttoning Alistair’s shirt, one button at a time, Cullen finally rid
Alistair of the shirt and tie, leaving him only in his skirt, panties, stockings, and… where did
his boots go? At some point, probably when he had Cullen’s dick in his mouth distracting
him, Alistair kicked out of his combat boots so the tops of his feet were now cradling
Cullen’s knees as he rose and lowered himself on Cullen’s cock. 

“There is nothing more gorgeous than you on top of me, Love.” Cullen began and then
gasped when Alistair thrust down particularly hard, taking his breath away. “You are so
beautiful, so hot, so tight. So perfect for me.” Cullen ran his fingers through the light sheen of
sweat covering Alistair’s body as he rode him. Fast, then slow; long, slow strokes up and
down his full length, burying himself deep within and slowly rolling his hips, hitting all the
right places within himself. “Sweetheart, you keep doing that; I’m not going to last. Fuck,
I’ve missed you too much. Needed you. Needed this.”

Cullen grabbed Alistair’s hips, guiding his thrusts as they became more erratic and aiding
him closer and closer to climax. 

“Do you want me to stroke you? Touch you? What do you need?” Cullen asked.

“Feels so good,” Alistair gasped. “Don’t touch, won’t need it. Feels so… so soft, rubbing
against my cock. There’s nothing else like it. I want… I need. Almost there. Fuck, Cullen
please?” 

Cullen planted his feet on the bed and gave Alistair precisely what he wanted. Thrusting up
into him hard and fast until Alistair went rigid on top of him, his hole clenching tightly
around Cullen’s cock. The look of pure euphoria on Alistair’s face is what took Cullen over
the edge himself. 

Cullen wrapped his arms around Alistair and held him close to his chest as they came down
from their joined high. Tender caresses from the top of his shoulders down to where their
bodies were still joined beneath the skirt had Alistair shivering in his arms, squirming to



wring out the last little bit of come from inside of Cullen. Eventually, he grew too soft and
slipped free, but Alistair still didn’t move. He stayed with his face buried into Cullen’s neck,
his shoulders shaking every once in a while. Cullen couldn’t tell if Alistair was laughing or
crying from where he lay, so he just held Alistair until he was done processing whatever
emotions he needed to process. 

After a while, Alistair looked up with a small smile on his face. The faint tracks of tears on
his cheeks gave evidence to the both laughing and crying he’d been doing. 

“Oh my god!” Alistair said, slipping off Cullen’s lap and rearranging them both so Cullen
was on his back and Alistair lay on his side with his head pillowed on Cullen’s shoulder. 

Cullen unbuttoned the rest of his shirt so he could feel Alistair pressed up against him, then
shimmied his pants back up, tucking his soft cock back inside but not bothering to do them
up again. They lay there in silence, Cullen’s arms wrapped around Alistair while Alistair ran
his fingers through the soft curls of Cullen’s chest hair. Cullen was sated and content, but he
was still worried about Alistair’s strange and erratic behavior.

Alistair took a deep breath and let it out slowly.

“What’s wrong?” Cullen asked, kissing the top of Alistair’s head.

Alistair looked at him, smiling so genuinely that Cullen couldn’t help but lean in and kiss him
softly on the lips. When they parted, Alistair replied, “Nothing’s wrong, my love. On the
contrary. I’d just forgotten.”

“Forgotten?” 

“Forgotten how intense it is when I dress like this for you.”

Cullen swallowed nervously. “Has it not been--”

“Oh, Sweetheart,” Alistair cupped Cullen’s cheek. “Making love to you is always, and has
always been, amazing. But like this? It’s still amazing; there’s just something more to it, I
guess?”

“I fell in love with you when you used to dress like this all the time. Hell, you wore skirts
more often than pants or shorts. My love for you has only grown stronger over the years, and
I’ve loved the way our intimacy has grown.” Cullen pulled Alistair in, kissing him softly
once again. “Do you want to know what I think was different this time?”

Alistair nodded.

“I think that what’s different this time, is you. You’ve let your walls down and are being true
to yourself, so everything else just intensifies.”

“What do you mean?”

“Let me ask you this first. Is this what was wrong before you left?” He smoothed down the
skirt over Alistair’s hips. 



Alistair nodded again.

Cullen smiled in understanding. “You dressing like this used to be such an important part of
who you were, and then you stopped acknowledging this part of yourself. I thought for a time
that you’d detached from it, but now I think… I think perhaps you were just locking this side
of yourself away. You know you never have to do that around me, right? I love you in pants
or skirts or nothing at all. The person I’m in love with is Alistair, whatever form that might
show itself as.”

Alistair stilled once again in his arms, palm flat on Cullen’s chest. After a quiet moment,
Alistair said, “I know. I’ve always known. But, in my line of work, this is just so hard to
explain. I mean, some days I wake up and just don’t feel right in my own skin, and other
days, I’m fine with the timber of my voice and how muscular I am. It makes it hard to track, I
mean, I never know how I’m going to feel from day-to-day, but I can’t exactly show up to
work in a dress. It was just easier to lock this side of myself away.”

“Then quit,” Cullen said.

“What?” Alistair looked startled.

“Quit! Find something to do that allows you to embrace the fluidity of your gender.”

“I can’t just quit!”

“Why not?”

Alistair opened his mouth, then closed it, and opened it again before saying, “My mother was
in undercover special ops, so is Duncan, who raised me after she died. It’s the only thing I’ve
ever wanted to do; it’s what I’ve trained my whole life for.”

Wrapping his arms around Alistair, Cullen pulled him tightly to his chest and kissed the top
of his head. “You are amazing at your job, but we both agree that you’ve been locking a piece
of yourself away to be able to do it. Your mother loved you for who you are. She never
judged your skirts or your attraction to men, and neither has Duncan. If she were alive today,
I’m sure Fiona would be telling you the same thing I am. It’s okay to let this go. You trained
for it, you’ve done it, and saved countless people with the missions you’ve completed; all in
the name of following in the family business. It’s okay to move on and be true to yourself.
You deserve at least that.”

“But… what would I do?”

Cullen laughed. “You, my love, can do anything you set your mind to. You can go back to
school, start a business. Hell, maybe open your own coffee shop!”

“Ugh! Coffee shops open so early, though.”

“Bar then,” Cullen supplied with a chuckle. “All I’m saying is there’s no set course for you to
follow. If you want to just take time off to find yourself, we are in a pretty decent place for



you to do that too. We own our own home, our cars are paid off, and we have decent savings.
You can pick up a new hobby. And, as long as it’s not cooking, I will happily support you.”

“Hey, I only lit the kitchen on fire the one time!”

Cullen snorted.

“Okay, maybe twice. But how was I supposed to know that the biscuit cans were that
explosive?”

“Most people read the directions on the can and don’t just put the whole thing in the oven and
hope for the best.”

“Yeah, yeah. I know better now.” Alistair looked a little more relaxed.

Cullen pressed their lips together, lingering over Alistair’s incredible taste. “Whatever you
decide to do, you have my support and encouragement. I just want you to be happy. I want
you to be able to wake up and wear whatever the hell you want, whatever feels right to you
that day. If you can’t find a job that fits that kind of mold, then create your own and fuck
anyone who would tell you differently. Just be true to yourself, because honestly, my love,
that is what’s going to make you happiest. Making love to you today was amazing, but it
wasn’t because we haven’t seen each other in weeks, and it wasn’t because we’ve just gotten
better with age.”

Alistair grinned up at him.

“Okay, perhaps it does have a little to do with knowing each other so well.” Cullen placed
two fingers over Alistair’s heart. “I think today was so amazing because for the first time in a
very long time, you allowed the true you to shine through and a part of yourself exalted in
that. It felt better because it was really you through and through. Half of you wasn’t tucked
away behind a wall of pretend.”

“And it really wouldn’t bother you?”

“Of course not.”

Alistair frowned in disbelief. “It wouldn’t bother you if I walked into work wearing what I
wore today?”

“It wouldn’t bother me at all. You know we have a completely open-door policy at work. We
do not discriminate. I mean, hell, Krem is one of our best Captains on the force. Do you think
he’s not fit to lead based on how he presents himself? Or Zevran, for that matter? Zevran is
just as apt to come to work in that leather skirt of his than in his actual uniform. He struggles
with the same thing we’ve been talking about. I bet he’d be happy to talk with you about how
he copes.”

“Yeah, but Zevran is so flirty.”

Cullen laughed. “He’s harmless.”



Alistair raised an eyebrow. “Hardly harmless. He’s scary-deadly and moves eerily quiet.”

“He is one of the best special agents we have. And where you rely on humor to hide being
uncomfortable, he relies on innuendos and flirting.”

Alistair nodded. “I think I will talk with him. At this point, I’ll take all the input I can get
before I decide what to do. If nothing else, it would be nice to talk with someone who feels
the same way I do.” 

“You know, if you’re not careful, you might convince Zevran to defect with you.”

Alistair laughed. “Would you forgive me? I’d be essentially stealing away two of your
officers.”

Cullen shrugged. “Technically, you both have your own bosses. I just oversee it all.” 

Alistair took a deep breath and nodded. “I will have to think about it. I am so bloody tired of
hiding. I miss my makeup, I miss my skirts and tights, but more than anything, I miss my
panties.”

Cullen chuckled, reaching down beneath Alistair’s skirt and tried to put them back into place.
“I may have to buy you new ones, I think I may have been a little rough with these.”

“Liked them, did you?”

Cullen rolled Alistair off his chest and lifted the front of his skirt, taking in the sight of
Alistair’s soft cock behind the satiny fabric now soaked through with Alistair’s come. “I
really do. I honestly didn’t think I missed them this much until I saw you in your skirt today.
You truly are a sight to behold.”

Alistair shifted uncomfortably. “You may like what you see, but these are getting a bit tacky
and uncomfortable.” He rolled off the bed and held his hand out to Cullen. “Shower with
me?”

“Of course.” Cullen took his hand and followed him out of the room. 

 





Chapter 3

To Thine Own Self Be True

Chapter 3

Two Years Later

Finally off work after finishing up another grueling case, Cullen opened the door to Alistair
and Zevran’s pub. Cocktails and Cheese had been open for a little over a year now and was
doing quite well in the little LGBTQA+ neighborhood in downtown Denerim. C&C is, and
has been from the very beginning, welcoming to everyone regardless of their gender identity
or sexual orientation. As long as you were accepting and affirming to others, you were
welcome. 

Alistair was where he was meant to be, happily flipping bottles, dancing, and making drinks
behind the bar with Zevran. After their first discussion two years prior, Alistair and Zevran
spoke frequently about their gender fluidity. During one particular discussion, they both
decided to step away from working for the police force and go back to school to learn how to
flair-bartend. With Alistair’s extensive martial arts skills and Zevran’s breathtaking
acrobatics, the duo decided to blend their existing talents with their new skills and open a bar
together. It’s been a huge success.

Alistair’s eyes lit up when he saw Cullen heading for his usual spot at the bar. With an extra
flourish and twirl, he passed the drink he was making off to Zevran and made his way over to
Cullen, leaping his ass up onto the bar and leaned in for a kiss. 

Alistair was wearing a red and black plaid pleated skirt with gold accents in the striping and
his usual unisex work t-shirt. He was gorgeous. It wasn’t just his outfit. Happiness emanated
from his very smile, and Cullen couldn’t get enough of it. 

“Hey there, handsome,” Alistair said. “You come here often?”

Cullen chuckled, hauling Alistair the rest of the way over the top of the bar and settling him
sideways across his lap. Smoothing out the skirt on Alistair’s thighs, Cullen placed another
kiss on his lips. “I will be here every day if I get to see that smile on your face when I arrive.”

Alistair’s joyful laugh was music to his ears. 

“I’m so proud of you, you know that?”

“How so?” Alistair asked. 

“You took back your life, found a new calling, and turned it into this amazing business where
people can all be true to themselves. I’ve never seen you look so happy.”



“I never could have done this without you. You know that, right?”

“Oh, I think you were definitely strong enough. But, I’m pleased that I’ve been able to come
along on this journey with you. Just seeing you this happy and at home in your own skin
makes it all worth it.” 

Alistair leaned in and placed an extra-long kiss on Cullen’s lips. “Maybe we should have
named this place, To Thine Own Self Be True?”

Cullen laughed. “It would have worked. But, Cocktails and Cheese suits you much better.” 

“Are you saying that I’m cheesy?” 

“Only always, and I wouldn’t have you any other way.”



End Notes

Special thanks to Tatteredleaf for betaing for me and cheering me on. And to Raflesia65 for
once again providing the gorgeous artwork you'll see in chapter two! (fans self) - soooo hot!
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