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			Boys in Skirts

			Boys in Skirts features two erotic stories with gay transmasculine characters who enjoy femme clothes.

			Delinquent

			Alex crosses paths with the school bad boy and discovers he wasn’t as unmemorable in high school as he thought.

			Content Notes: trans m/cis m, rough sex, oral sex, rough kissing, vaginal fingering, vaginal sex, alcohol consumption, hooking up, anatomical terms for a trans MMC (cock, clit, pussy, cunt, breasts, tits)

			SATIN & LEATHER

			Liam shares an intimate roleplay fantasy with his husband.

			Content Notes: trans m/cis m, feminization, light degradation, dirty talk, nipple play, femme-leaning pet names and language, rough oral sex, vaginal sex, squirting, anatomical terms for a trans MMC (cock, clit, pussy, cunt, breasts, tits)

		

	
		
			Delinquent

			The underground dive bar has been there for years, hibernating like a bat in a subterranean cave while the street above is demolished for hotels and loft condominiums. It’s where Alex ends up after his shift at the car wash, craving a beer somewhere dark and quiet. The ceiling seems permanently hazy, covered in year-round décor of stickers and graffiti. Bands play on the small stage in the corner on occasion, but the bar’s quiet tonight; even the digital jukebox has finished its queue.

			That’s where Alex heads first, digging out his card to wave over the display. It beeps in recognition and brings up the menu of available songs. He selects a few he’s had on repeat in his head, then lets himself browse. There’s hardly anyone here, just two other men corralled by the pool tables, so he takes his time picking forgotten favorites before he completes the transaction and heads to the bar.

			The bartender places a beer in front of him as the first song kicks up. He glances toward the guys playing pool, already on the defensive as he gauges for a reaction. But they don’t seem to notice music has even started playing, too engrossed in their game. Alex thinks one of them looks familiar, but everyone starts looking familiar after you’re in the same town for so long.

			He bounces his boot against the barstool to a pounding drum beat and crooning vocals. The first song ends, the next one starts up, and Alex kisses the mouth of his beer.

			“Are you fucking hustling me, Hunter?”

			Alex’s hackles rise, his blood flow chilling at the name. He glances at the pool tables and sizes up the man who’d looked familiar before and—shit, Alex does know him. He’s only seen the guy a handful of times, years before, and back then he watched him like this, too, from a safe, respectable distance. The guy had been the monster of Alex’s high school, the delinquent kid who stirred up the rumor mill like no other. Alex hadn’t run in any fast-paced social circles; he’d kept his head down to keep his grades up. Scholarships were the only way he was going to afford college according to his father. But he’d heard all the stories and rumors just the same. 

			Hunter had disappeared from the public school system for three years, only to show up junior year looking like he’d served hard time. He had tattoos, visible on the rare occasion he wasn’t wearing long sleeves. A scar striped one eyebrow, and he never looked anything but pissed off. Alex had heard he started fights off campus, that he’d put a kid in the hospital. That he’d hacked into a bank and wired stolen money. That he was a street dealer after school hours and he’d got caught selling to one of the teachers. It was a new headline almost every week.

			But whatever he’d done, his return to high school was relatively uneventful, and the rumors died down in senior year as everyone started thinking about college applications.

			From body language and the arrangement of balls on the pool table, Alex assumes Hunter is the victor. He averts his eyes as the two men wander toward the bar. The other guy slaps Hunter on the arm. “I gotta take a leak, man.” He disappears around the corner of the bar to the employee bathroom that only regulars get to use.

			Alex feels eyes on him and tries to look as inconspicuous as possible, just sipping his beer and staring at the viewscreen over the bar, tuned to some muted sitcom with closed captions scrolling along the bottom. But the words don’t click into meaning in his brain; he’s thinking too hard about the other man posted at the bar a few stools down.

			Unable to help himself, Alex’s eyes roll into his peripheral until he’s looking at Hunter. His gaze doesn’t go unmet—vibrant silver eyes stare right back, and Alex wonders what Hunter sees. He’s still wearing his work uniform, black polo with the car wash logo in the corner, khakis that are fraying at the ankles.

			Alex’s eyes drop to the bar top, following whorls of woodgrain as he mutters, “Sorry.”

			“You pick this song?”

			It’s not the opening Alex expects. “Yeah,” he says, tasting beer on his lips. “Problem?” He meets Hunter’s gaze for his question and finds it intense, soul-invading; Alex remembers that about him, too. Hunter might have returned to high school better behaved, but that hollow stare never left.

			Before he gets a response, Hunter’s friend returns and Alex hears the words “smoke” and “outside”. They get up and leave, and Alex inhales deep, somewhat relieved he’s no longer trapped beneath the heat lamp of Hunter’s attention.

			The days that follow are standard routine. Alex goes to work, he comes home. His schedule had been so full at college—classes and parties and student group meetings. Always having somewhere to be felt good at first, like he was needed, like he served a purpose. But one semester had drained him by the time he trudged home miserably for winter break. Three classes hadn’t seemed like much, but after cramming and studying and doing every scrap of extra credit in high school, he was tired. Completing a four-year degree felt like it would take the rest of his life.

			Not to mention he doesn’t even know what he wants to do with his life, only what he doesn’t. It’s certainly not college and it’s certainly not working at a car wash.

			His father calls at some point with the inevitable question of whether Alex is re-enrolling for the upcoming semester. Maybe next year, Pop. His father doesn’t ask about work and Alex doesn’t ask about his. It’s always a short call, one where no one hangs up happy.

			At work, his thoughts drift to Hunter while he restocks air fresheners and wiper fluid. What did an ex-delinquent do with his time? Alex imagines something where he uses his hands a lot, where he gets dirty. Mechanic, maybe, with his wide palms and slender fingers that Alex suddenly imagines around his neck.

			He drops a box of dashboard wipes at the intrusive thought, then glances around nervously to see if anyone noticed before he stoops to pick it up. He tries to put Hunter out of his mind, knowing their paths won’t cross again if Alex never goes back to that bar.

			Except he wants to. 

		

	
		
			Satin & Leather

			Maybe it started when Liam’s husband Carter renovated their spare bedroom into his home office. There was something striking about the professional space that Carter meticulously kept clean—something that made Liam want to ruin it, or stain it, or leave a mark somehow.

			But if Liam’s being honest, it really starts with a skirt—black leather, with a bit of pleated flare. It’s not what Liam had gone shopping for; he’d needed socks, or boxer briefs, innocuous things.

			But the skirt is what stops him dead with a scuff of sneaker in the middle of the department store aisle. Something comes over him at the sight of it, at the thought of wearing it. He plucks it from the rack, scanning it like it holds secrets he’s yet to unlock, and then he finds himself circling the women’s section, assembling an outfit with a rush he hadn’t previously known while clothes shopping. 

			In addition to the skirt, he chooses a white button-up shirt with a scalloped trim on the sleeve. He tries on his usual size in a fitting room, finding it a little roomy with the way his body has changed on T. He swaps it for the next size down and though the fit is a little snug, time suspends as he stares at his reflection in the fitting room mirror.

			He twists this way and that, marveling at how the waistband of the skirt cuts a sharp edge through his stomach, unavoidably highlighted by the constricting button-up shirt. The tightness provides a strange sense of security that Liam finds he likes. The skirt barely covers the tops of his thighs and narrowly conceals his crotch; his unbound tits suddenly seem bigger, his nipples pressing twin shadows against the crisp white fabric.

			He feels slightly uncomfortable, too, and that makes him feel… hot. Something about the discomfort gets him wet just standing in the fitting room, and he considers sending Carter a photo, but he hasn’t even talked to him about all this… this plan he’s beginning to piece together.

			Afterward he selects a pair of pink satin panties, a cut that sits low on his hips and slices through the curve of his ass. He finds a bra to match, detailed with black lace along the trim. Then he wanders to the shoe section, browsing heels and flats until a pair of chunky, platform ankle boots catches his eye. As a last-minute decision, he picks a pair of white knee socks. 

			If Liam had just been trying on clothes to wear day-to-day, he wouldn’t have given any of the items a second glance. But now he wants Carter to see him like this. Wants Carter to lose his fucking mind while Liam wears this. Wants to wear this exact outfit, sit on Carter’s lap while his husband unbuttons his shirt and gropes him and whispers dirty shit in Liam’s ear. He wouldn’t even mind if Carter bent him over his lap, pulled up his skirt and yanked down his panties, and spanked him. 

			But, baby steps. 

			They eventually talk about it over breakfast like they’re discussing casual weekend plans. Liam tries not to keep his head down as he tells Carter he’d bought something he wanted to wear for a special occasion. Then he tells Carter exactly what he wants the occasion to be, his voice quiet but sturdy—that he wants Carter to be dirty, to call him pet names and feel him up like a lecherous boss in their home office.

			And Carter doesn’t even question it, just grins at Liam across the kitchen table and says, “I’ll do whatever you want, baby.” 

			It’s hard to remember a person isn’t perfect when they say shit like that. 

			Now, across the room, Carter sits on the loveseat in his office, pretending to scroll through his phone while Liam psyches himself up from the 

			and when Liam finally nods that he’s ready, Carter grins. Liam folds his arms behind his back, enough to press his tits against the padded bra beneath his shirt. 

			“You wanted to see me, sir?” 

			“I did,” Carter says, patting his thigh. “Why don’t you come sit?”

		

	
		
			You can purchase Boys in Skirts at the following retailers:

			payhip

			books2read

		

	
		
			Magnus Thorne (he/they) writes dark erotic romance for a niche queer audience. Visit thorneyverse.com for more information on his other publications and where to find him skulking around the internet.
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			VICE + VIRTUE

			THE LION’S HUNT

			VOLATILE REACTION

			NEVER MET A DEVIL LIKE YOU
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