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Seth wouldn’t be stealing if he didn’t absolutely need it.

His pockets were growing lighter by the day, and nobody on the east side of Eldenvale wanted laborers. The king had levied taxes yet again and people were keeping their wallets close. He’d skipped two meals in the last two days. He and his brother had to eat. And that didn’t leave him many options.

Seth didn’t have many skills beside petty thievery. He’d worked streets for most of his life, lifting pocket change and taking advantage of people’s pity. He’d tried making an honest living, but who was willing to risk hiring a thief? And so here he was. It was his first venture into something more substantial – something more illegal. Petty thieves on the streets were a nuisance. Breaking and entering was a crime.

“Almost done,” Reese said. He knelt in front of a locked door, fiddling with picks. He was dressed in dark rags and a hood was pulled low to conceal his dark, cropped hair. His eyes were just as dark. He was good-looking – even handsome – the perfect distraction for when they swindled merchants together. It made people trust him.

They weren’t actually brothers, although they’d grown up together all the same. They’d spent all twenty-three years of their lives on the streets, dashing from scheme to scheme just to stay ahead of their dwindling coin supply. There was nobody Seth trusted more.

The door clicked and Reese rolled up his bundle of tools, tucking them away. They were behind the dressmaker’s shop on Pine Street – the one with the luscious velvet dresses on display in the window for the rare petty noblewoman who found herself in Eldenvale’s working-class district. They’d carefully picked the target, spying it out for days. Through the window, he’d been able to watch the owner carefully locking away their gold supply in a box under the floorboard behind the counter until she took it to the bank. She hadn’t made her journey yet this week. Normally, she lived in the apartment upstairs, but Reese had watched her load up a carriage and depart for a vacation in the countryside yesterday. They didn’t know when she would be back, but the shop was definitively empty tonight.

Reese pushed the door open and crept inside. It was dark except for the lanterns burning on posts on the other side of the cobbled street. They entered a storage room where they found bundles of fabric and crates of cabbage. Seth pushed through a curtained doorway to find the counter and a display room. Through another curtained doorway was the fitting room. He eased himself over the floorboards, willing them not to creak. Mannequins were garbed with sharply-tailored dresses in what he assumed was the latest fashion for the stuffy noblewomen nearer to the palace. Swatches hung from hangers on the walls and bundles of thread and embellishments tumbled from baskets. 

Reese crouched behind the counter, withdrew a pry bar, and began to work up the floorboard holding the coin box.

“Do you think I’d look pretty in one of these?” Seth asked, running his fingers over the soft purple velvet of a draping dress with a pearl-embroidered bodice.

Reese snorted quietly. “Now’s your chance to find out.”

Seth laughed. Reese made a good point. When would he ever get a chance like this again?

He shrugged off his clothes, cold air hitting his naked skin. He piled his things on a nearby footstool and worked the dress off the mannequin. He was hardly a judge of dress size, but he thought maybe it would fit. 

He turned and Reese was watching. Seth paused. Reese had never looked at him like that before. There was something different about it – how his eyes lingered too long. It was something like hunger... or maybe surprise? It was the look Seth saw in Reese when he spied a target. Seth glanced down at his cock was stirring, flexing at the attention. He turned away before Reese could see.

Seth’s face became hot. They were brothers, right? Partners. They didn’t think of each other in that way. He glanced back at Reese who continued prying up the floorboard. Did Reese think of him in that way? More blood rushed to his cock. He shook his head, clearing it. He needed to focus.

He stepped into the dress to find it fit as well as he expected. He sucked in his waist, tugging at the laces up the back. It was snug, to say the least. His shoulders were too broad, and the neckline hung halfway off. The sleeves strained over his biceps. Instead of curvaceous tits spilling from the bodice, there was only a dusting of dark chest hair.

He examined himself in the mirror. The velvet felt nice against his cock, at least. He put his hands on his hips. He swirled back and forth, watching the skirt sway. He bit a fingernail and turned to Reese. “Ready to take me to a ball?”

Reese sputtered a laugh, clapping a hand over his mouth before they could be heard. He had the coin box and was replacing the floorboard. “You look pretty. Now try –”

The back door rattled.

“Shit!” Reese spat.

It was the unmistakable sound of a guardsmen – an armored shoulder battering it. Seth’s blood ran cold. They had to scamper out of here. Reese was on his feet, stuffing the coinbox into his satchel. He fled over to Seth, grabbing his pile of clothes and belongings, stuffing them in, too.

“Come on!” He hurried over to a window and flung it open.

Seth floundered. He couldn’t flee through an alleyway in a ballgown. They could fence the gown, but what if anyone who saw them? He’d be the easiest target in the world for the guard. He snatched the shears from a nearby basket and tugged the bodice away from his chest, slicing downward. Pearls skittled to the floor. He tore himself from the dress, leaving it in a pile.

The back door exploded and the sound of clanking armor and chainmail filled the shop. “Stop and put your hands up!

Reese fled through the window, disappearing into the night. Seth followed.

Except something grabbed him.

A gauntlet wrapped around his ankle. He was seized and dragged back through the window frame, thrashing. Guards handled him to the floor, shouting to remain still. He was utterly naked and Reese had his clothes. At least he wasn’t wearing a dress.

Suffice to say, it was a miserable night. 

He was stuffed in a jail cell next to the courthouse. They didn’t give him anything to wear. The jeers and stares were relentless, both from the guards and the other cellmates. Word got out that he’d been caught wearing a dress and nothing else. It spread like wildfire. He caught the word “pervert” being tossed around. The guards gave him dirty looks.

He’d never been one to get off on displaying himself. But he found himself frustratingly hard at the attention. At least once he got into his cell, he could hide it. One of his cellmates took mercy on him and gave him a rough, chewed blanket against the cold. But his erection was still there. Maybe it was happening because he was nervous. Or maybe it was remembering Reese’s dark eyes on him while he undressed. It confused him. And it was persistent.

Things quieted down and he laid on a hard cot, trying to sleep. It wasn’t forthcoming. He was cold, for one, and wondered whether Reese was alright. Had the guards picked him up, too? Or did he get away? Did he still have the coinbox? Seth had said nothing about Reese and was going to keep it that way. He was loyal to nobody else in the world as much as he was to Reese. And if Seth could get out of here, they’d be able to set themselves up for life with that coin.

He tossed and turned, finally facing the wall. His cock twitched and throbbed again, blood rushing into it. He thought once again of Reese’s lingering look. He’d never thought of Reese in that way. But now...? Seth’s cock itched to be touched. It was maddening. He slipped a hand quietly under his meager blanket, squeezing his throbbing cock head. It was moist already, slippery precum beading from the slit. The touch tingled pleasure down his cock. It twitched, growing. It was becoming harder to ignore.

Was it Reese who got him hard? Or everyone watching him while he was marched naked into the cell? Either way, his cock ached. He lazily glided his foreskin up and down, savoring the contact, tugging at the bud of skin that formed at the tip. He shifted his
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