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“I just-” Noah sank into Payton’s legs, warm and heavy. “I just don’t get it, ya know?” Payton nodded eagerly, too buzzed to remember what they’d been talking about and too out of it to focus on anything but how red Noah’s lips had turned, bitten and rosy and plump.

Man, he wanted to suck on them.

“Me neither,” he said. He paused and exhaled shakily. “Get what?”

Noah squinted up at him then giggled low. “Payton,” he groaned. He pushed up and grabbed Payton’s cheeks. His hands were so fucking warm, Payton shivered against the touch, trying to decide on which palm to press his face against. He chose both and failed miserably. Noah giggled and rubbed his thumb over Payton’s mouth. “The people. The- the trans people.”

Payton took a moment to process that. Then a shaky feeling broke out in his stomach. “What- what about them?”

“Like- I just-” Noah exhaled sharply, crawling into Payton’s lap, his breath hot near Payton’s face. A tremor shivered down Payton’s spine, terror and warmth altogether. “I can’t fuck a girl.” He scowled, still holding Payton’s cheeks. “Does that make me bad?”

“Well, you wouldn’t- you wouldn’t be fucking a girl. You’d be fucking a boy,” Payton pointed out, swallowing thick around the growing terror in his stomach.

This was not how he thought getting stupid and high with Noah for the first time was going to go. He’d been hoping for some light making out, maybe around the chest fondling and then passing out in the same bed only to wake up and find out that Noah was just as into him as he was into Noah and they were going to wind up just as happy as his mom was with Paul.

No. Instead the gods of fate decided to throw a curveball at him and his transgender ass.

Fuck him and fuck his stupid life.

Noah stared down at Payton then rolled his eyes, slinking off of Payton’s lap. He splayed out on the ground, his shirt hitching up his chest as he ran his fingers over the expanse of his stomach. “I like- I like to get fucked, ya know? How can I do that with a girl?”

“They have stuff,” Payton muttered. He swallowed thickly, cutting his eyes away from Noah. “Like strap-ons. Or.” He bit his lip, trying to remember the other stuff he’d used. His mind was a hazy sieve. “Strap-ons.”

Letting out a low whine, Noah stretched and eyed Payton. Then he sighed annoyed. “But I like it when my boyfriend gets off. That’s how I get off.”

Payton fiddled with his fingers. “I mean, they can still get off, Noah. It’s not like we- they-” He swallowed, snatching a glance at Noah who was too busy trying to reach the bag of chips they’d lodged under his desk after their brief dance party to notice his mistake. “They,” he started again, “can’t because they don’t have dicks. How would- how would Carol be so satisfied with Jasmine all the time?”

Noah scrunched up his face. “I’m not a lesbian.”

“Oh my God,” Payton said, slapping Noah’s foot. “I’m not a lesbian either!”

Swatting the bag of Doritos with his fingertips, Noah pushed up onto his forearms. “I can’t sex a trans person. I don’t like vaginas.”

“You don’t have to touch it,” Payton said, exasperatedly pushing a hand through his hair. “I think most, ya know, most would probably not want you to touch it.” He’d felt like that. A lot up until the point he started T. Then his voice dropped, his baby fat vanished and he felt too goddamn sexy to care. He shook his head. “Why are we talking about this?”

Noah squinted at him. “You asked.” He squirmed until he was pressed up against Payton’s side, so hot, so close, so so close Payton was gonna drop. “You just asked.” He smiled low. “Don’t you remember?”

Payton shivered. He didn’t and then he did, the memory from four minutes ago popping back into his mind. He’d asked. He always asked on the first date, not that this was technically a date but he supposed his high and horny ass was too desperate to care. Always asked subtly or just mentioned in passing to see what someone thought, whether it was worth continuing on the date or not.

Sometimes if they reacted badly, he strung them along, kissed them on the mouth then shimmied off into the deep recess of his apartment with a “Oh by the way I’m trans” and a slamming door.
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