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Playing Dirty




I looked down and saw the water swirling dark around my feet, black ribbons spiraling toward the drain like something out of a horror movie. For a second, I just stood there, brain not quite catching up, and then my hand went to my hair. My fingers came away streaked with ink.

"What the⁠—"

I killed the water and shoved the curtain back so hard the rings scraped against the rod. The mirror was still fogged, so I swiped my forearm across it and stared at myself. My hair—normally the kind of dirty blond that girls on dating apps called "sun-kissed" when they were being generous—was streaked through with ugly, uneven black. It looked like a botched dye job from a YouTube tutorial gone wrong. Ink was already dripping down my temples and pooling along my jawline.

I grabbed a towel and wrapped it low around my hips, not even bothering to dry off. Water tracked behind me on the hardwood as I stormed down the hallway toward the living room, leaving wet footprints like evidence at a crime scene.

I heard them before I saw them. Maya was doubled over on the couch, wheezing, her dark curly hair shaking with every laugh. Chris sat on the arm of the recliner with his phone mounted on one of those cheap tripod grips, the little red recording light glowing like a taunt. He had that grin on his face—the one he always wore when he knew he'd nailed a good bit for our social media page.

"What the hell did you do to my shampoo?" I said, standing there dripping on the rug like a wet dog someone had dragged through a printing press.

Chris didn't even try to hide it. "It's ink, bro."

Maya was still going, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. She pointed at me and managed to get out, "Dude, how did you not see it when you squirted it in your palm?"

I groaned and tilted my head back toward the ceiling. "My eyes were closed, okay?"

That only made it worse. Maya collapsed sideways into the couch cushions, and Chris's laugh went loud and sharp, the kind that echoed off the walls of our cramped apartment. He held the phone steady, though—he always did. Content was content, and Chris never missed a shot. After another few seconds of them wheezing at my expense, he finally tapped the screen and the red light went dark.

"You're welcome for the engagement," I muttered, already turning back toward the hallway.

"Love you, roomie!" Maya called after me.

I didn't answer. I just closed the bathroom door behind me and stepped back into the shower, cranking the hot water until the room started to fog again. The ink was already staining the grout between the tiles, and I had to work my fingers through my hair over and over, watching the black water thin out to gray and then finally run mostly clear. It was going to take days to get all of it out. My scalp felt raw by the time I gave up trying.

I stood under the spray with my eyes closed and let the water hit the back of my neck. They'd gotten me good—I had to admit that, even if it pissed me off. Our account had been climbing steadily all semester, and the pranks kept escalating because that's what the algorithm rewarded. Chris had started it by putting plastic wrap over my doorframe. I'd retaliated by filling his shoes with shaving cream. Maya superglued a quarter to the kitchen floor and filmed Chris trying to pick it up for three straight minutes.

But ink in my shampoo was a new level, and it had Chris written all over it.

I tilted my face into the water and let my mind wander. I wasn't actually mad. That was the thing about living with those two. It was impossible to stay angry when the whole point was that we were all in on the joke, even the person getting pranked. But the scoreboard in my head had shifted, and I didn't like being behind.

I needed something good. Something that would make Chris's ink stunt look amateur by comparison. Something the audience wouldn't see coming.

I didn't have it yet, but I'd figure it out. I always did.
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I waited until I heard Chris's car pull out of the lot before I made my move. His beat-up Civic had a distinct rattle in the exhaust that I could pick out from three floors up, and once it faded past the stop sign at the end of the block, I knew I had time.

Maya's door was cracked open, which in our apartment meant she was available but not inviting. I pushed it the rest of the way and leaned against the frame. She was sitting cross-legged on her bed with a little round mirror propped against a stack of textbooks, her face half done. One eye was lined sharp and dark, the other was still bare. A scatter of brushes and palettes covered the comforter around her like she'd dumped an entire Sephora bag and just worked from the wreckage.

"Hey," I said. "I need your help with my next prank."

She didn't even turn. Just glanced at me through the reflection, her one finished eye narrowing slightly. "No." She dragged the liner along her lower lash line with a steady hand. "You know how I don't like to take sides with these things."

"Oh, bullshit," I said, stepping into the room. "It's not like you warned me about the ink in my shampoo."

Maya snorted at that, her shoulders bouncing once. I could see the corner of her mouth twitch. "That was different. I knew about it. I didn't help."

"Right, because silence is so neutral."

She didn't take the bait, just leaned closer to the mirror and started blending something under her cheekbone with a tiny sponge. Maya had this way of making you wait when she knew you wanted something. She'd done it since freshman year, and it drove me crazy every single time.

"Come on, Maya," I said, and I wasn't above letting it sound like begging. "He put ink in my shampoo. My hair's still gray in the back. I need this."

Her sigh was long, dramatic, which meant she was already caving. Then she set the sponge down and turned to face me, one eyebrow perfect and the other barely filled in. It made her look like she was giving me half of her attention, which was probably accurate.

"Okay," she said. "What's your big idea?"

I leaned against her dresser and crossed my arms. "I want to catfish him."

Maya blinked. Then she tilted her head the way she always did when she was trying to figure out if I was serious. "Good luck with that. As far as I know, he's not gay."

"Exactly," I said. "That's why I need your help dressing me up as a woman."

The silence lasted about two full seconds. Her lips parted, and I watched the reaction move across her face in stages—confusion first, then disbelief, then something sly as the idea clicked into place. Her eyes swept over me, and I could practically feel her measuring my jawline, my shoulders, my brow, running the whole project through some internal feasibility assessment.

Then she smiled. Not the polite one she used on strangers or the sarcastic one she saved for bad takes in group chats. This was the real one—wide and slightly unhinged, the one that meant she was genuinely delighted by something.

"Yeah, okay," she said, reaching for a makeup brush and pointing it at me like a wand. "I can help with that. Right after I finish my makeup.”
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We started with the camera. Maya had a small GoPro that she used for her own content sometimes, and we mounted it on the bookshelf above the TV, angled down toward the couch. The lens was small enough to disappear between a stack of paperbacks and a dead succulent. Seriously, how did Maya always kill those things?

"Okay," Maya said, stepping back and checking the angle on her phone. "He won't see it unless he's looking for it. Which he won't be, because he's Chris."

I couldn't argue with that. Chris was observant about exactly two things: his camera angles and whether someone had eaten his leftovers. Everything else sailed right past him.

"So, here's what I'm thinking," I said. "You introduce me as a friend. Someone he hasn't met. I flirt with him a little, we get it on camera, and then I reveal it's me and watch his face collapse."

Maya nodded slowly, already working through it. "What's your name going to be?"

"Kylie."

She gave me a flat look. "No. Kylie is too obvious. One syllable away from your actual name, and Chris isn't that stupid." She paused. "Go with Michelle or something."

"Michelle," I repeated, trying it on. It felt strange in my mouth, like borrowing someone else's jacket. But it was generic enough to be forgettable, which was the whole point. "Yeah, fine. Michelle works."

"Good." She turned toward her closet and started pushing hangers aside with quick, decisive movements. She knew her wardrobe the way Chris knew his camera lenses. Every piece was cataloged, every option ranked. After a few seconds, she pulled something out and held it up against herself for scale.

It was a black dress. Tight, short, with a neckline that would've left very little to anyone's imagination. The fabric had a slight sheen to it, perfect for catching the light in a dark club. Maya wore it well—I'd seen her in it on Halloween—but the idea of me wearing it made something tighten in my chest.

I swallowed. "Isn't that a little . . ."

"Slutty?" She grinned. "That's the point. If you want Chris to buy it, you need to look like someone he'd actually be into."

She wasn't wrong, but the thought of squeezing into that thing made my skin prickle. It wasn't just nerves. There was something underneath the nerves, something quieter and more curious, and I shoved it down before it could fully surface.

"I don't think I can pull that off," I said, which was easier than saying what I actually meant.

Maya studied my face for a second, and whatever she saw there made her relent. "Fine," she said, and slid the dress back into the closet without pushing it. She rifled through a few more hangers and came out with two pieces instead—a denim skirt that hit roughly mid-thigh and a fitted crop top in a soft dusty rose color. The skirt had a little give to it, stretchy enough to be forgiving, and the top was simple without trying too hard.

"This," she said, holding them out to me. "Casual but cute. Like you're going shopping, not a nightclub."

I took them from her and held the skirt up against my waist. It looked impossibly small, but Maya was only a couple of inches shorter than me, and she carried her weight in her hips, so the fit might actually work. The fabric felt soft between my fingers, lighter than I expected.

"Yeah," I said. "That's better."

"Go ahead and change," she said, already turning her back to me. She picked up her laptop and started answering some emails. The idea of undressing near her did something weird to my chest, but we’d always been platonic. Same with her and Chris. So, no big deal right?

I turned away from her even though she wasn't watching and pulled my shirt over my head. The air in Maya's room was cooler than the rest of the apartment, and it hit my bare skin in a way that made me hyperaware of the situation. I was standing shirtless in my roommate's bedroom, about to put on her clothes. Totally normal prank stuff.

I stepped into the skirt and pulled it up over my hips. The denim stretched, but not enough. It caught on the bunched fabric of my boxers and wouldn't sit right, riding up in the back and bunching awkwardly in the front. I tugged at it a couple of times, trying to make it work, but the waistband kept rolling and the whole thing looked wrong.

I cleared my throat.

Maya glanced over her shoulder from the laptop, and whatever she'd been expecting, it wasn't what she got. Her fingers froze on the keyboard. I watched her eyes move from my face down to my bare chest and then to the skirt, and something shifted in her expression—something quick and unguarded that she smoothed over almost immediately. She blinked once, twice, and then her gaze dropped to where my navy boxers were peeking out beneath the hem.

She started laughing.

"Oh my god," she said, pressing her hand over her mouth. "You look like a frat guy who lost a bet at a mixer."

"Thanks for the support," I said flatly.

She closed the laptop and swung her legs off the bed, still grinning. "You can't wear boxers under that. The fabric's too long and the skirt's too fitted. Got any briefs?"

I shook my head. "Not really. I'm a boxers guy across the board."

Maya laughed again, shorter this time, and I could see the wheels turning behind her eyes. She looked at the skirt, then at me, then back at the skirt with the expression of someone solving a logistical problem she found genuinely entertaining.

"Guess you're going commando then."

I shifted my weight and felt the denim pull tight across my thighs. The skirt hit a few inches above my knees, and even standing still, I could feel how little coverage it actually offered. Going commando in my own shorts was one thing. Going commando in a skirt that barely qualified as clothing was something else entirely.

"My dick might be a little obvious," I said, keeping my voice as neutral as I could manage.

Maya arched a brow. She held the look for just long enough to make me feel like I was being evaluated, and then something in her face shifted—half amusement, half something I couldn't decipher. "There's only one other solution then."

I felt my throat tighten before my brain even finished the thought.

She stood up and walked to her dresser, pulling open the top drawer. She didn't rummage. She reached in, moved one thing aside, and came back with a pair of panties pinched between her fingers. They were pink, lacy, and impossibly small—the kind with a delicate scalloped edge along the waistband and not much fabric beyond that.

She held them out to me with a perfectly straight face.

"Slide these on."

I stared at them. The lace was sheer enough that I could see her fingertips through the fabric, and my stomach did a slow, uncomfortable flip that had nothing to do with the prank. My mouth went dry, and I was suddenly very aware of my own breathing, of the fact that I was standing half-dressed in her room while she dangled her underwear at me like it was nothing.

I swallowed hard.

"Turn around at least," I said.

Maya raised both hands in surrender and spun on her heel, facing the window. I could see her reflection faintly in the glass, but the angle was wrong enough that it felt like privacy. It would have to be enough.

I reached under the skirt and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers, sliding them down over my thighs. The denim brushed against my bare skin as I stepped out of them, and the sudden exposure sent a weird jolt through me. It wasn’t unpleasant, just unfamiliar. I kicked the boxers aside and picked up the panties, trying not to think about whose drawer they'd just come from.

The lace was softer than I expected. I stepped into them quickly, pulling them up before I could overthink it, and felt the fabric stretch and settle against me in a way that was entirely foreign. Everything was held close, compressed, the lace delicate against skin that had never touched anything like it. I adjusted myself through the thin material and tugged the skirt back down into place.

"Okay," I said. "You can turn around."

Maya turned, and her eyes went straight to the skirt first, checking the lines. Whatever she saw must have worked, because she nodded once with professional satisfaction. But then her gaze moved up—across the bare strip of my stomach, over my chest, to my face—and something flickered behind her expression that I couldn't quite read. Her lips parted slightly, and I caught the shift in her pupils, the way they opened wider for just a fraction of a second before she blinked it away.

I didn't know what that was. I filed it somewhere in the back of my mind and didn't touch it.

"Crop top," she said, tossing it to me.

I pulled it on. The fabric was thin and fitted, hugging my torso in a way that made me acutely aware of every contour. It ended a good three inches above the waistband of the skirt, leaving a band of my stomach exposed. I'd never worn anything that left my midsection bare on purpose, and the air against that strip of skin made me feel more naked than I was.

Maya pointed at her vanity. "Sit."

I sat down on the little cushioned stool, and suddenly I was surrounded by her world—bottles and tubes and compacts arranged across the surface in an order that made sense only to her. The mirror was ringed with warm light, the kind that made everything look softer, and my reflection stared back at me looking vaguely ridiculous. A guy in a crop top and a denim skirt, bare-faced and blond and completely out of his depth.

"Close your eyes," she said, and I did.

Her fingers were warm against my skin. She started with something cool and liquid across my eyelids, smoothing it out with a brush so soft I could barely feel the bristles. I sat still and let her work, aware of how close she was standing, the faint smell of her perfume mixing with the chemical sweetness of whatever she was applying. Her breath grazed my forehead when she leaned in to get the angle right.

She didn't talk much while she worked. Just the occasional quiet instruction—look up, hold still, press your lips together. I felt the drag of liner along my lash line, the soft press of something powdery across my cheekbones, the sticky glide of lip color that tasted faintly like vanilla. Every touch was precise and professional, but it still felt strangely intimate to have someone's hands that close to my face for that long.

"Almost," she murmured, and I heard her step away briefly. When she came back, she was holding a wig—long, dark, somewhere between brown and black, with a slight wave to it. She fitted it over my hair carefully, tucking the stray blond edges underneath, and adjusted the part until she was satisfied.

"Open your eyes."

I opened them and didn't recognize myself.

The person in the mirror was a girl. Not a guy in costume, not a half-assed drag act—an actual girl. The wig framed my face in a way that softened my jaw, and whatever Maya had done with the contouring had reshaped my cheekbones into more feminine. My eyes looked bigger, darker, the liner giving them a slight cat-eye tilt that changed my entire expression. The lip color was a muted rose, a color that could pass as natural.

"Holy shit," I whispered.

Maya appeared behind me in the mirror, resting her chin near my shoulder. She was smiling, but it wasn't her usual smirk. It was something warmer, like she was admiring her own work and the canvas it sat on at the same time.

"One more thing," she said, and set a pair of heels on the floor beside me. They were black, strappy, with maybe a three-inch lift—nothing insane, but enough to change the way I'd have to stand and move. I slid my feet into them and stood up carefully, finding my balance.

The added height shifted everything. My posture straightened, my hips tilted, and the skirt fell differently against my thighs. I turned back to the mirror and felt something I wasn't prepared for. I looked good. Not funny-good, not ironic-good. Actually, genuinely attractive in a way that made my brain stutter.

Maya was watching me from a few feet away, leaning against her dresser with her arms crossed. Her eyes moved over me slowly, and the look on her face had nothing platonic about it. It was the way someone looked at you across a bar when they were deciding whether to come over, and she wasn't even trying to hide it.

The air in the room felt different. Heavier. Like we'd crossed some invisible line while I wasn't paying attention, and neither of us knew how to step back over it.

Maya reached down and grabbed the hem of her leggings without a word of warning.

"Whoa," I said, but she was already peeling them down her thighs and stepping out of them like I wasn't even there. Her legs were bare and brown, toned from the spin classes she swore she hated but never missed. She tossed the leggings onto her bed and then pulled her t-shirt over her head in one smooth motion, and suddenly she was standing in front of me in nothing but a plain black bra and a pair of cotton underwear.

I caught her reflection in the vanity mirror before I could stop myself. The curve of her waist, the soft dip of her navel, the way her hips flared out from a narrow torso. I'd lived with this girl for over a year and had never seen this much of her at once. My mouth went dry for the second time in twenty minutes.

"What are you doing?" I managed, keeping my eyes fixed on her face in the mirror because looking anywhere else felt dangerous.

She didn't even glance up. She was already rifling through the clothes on her bed, sorting through options with the same brisk efficiency she'd used on me. "Getting changed. It has to look like we were out together and came back home. I can't look like I've been lounging around all day while you look cute."

The word "cute" landed in my chest and stayed there.

I told myself to look away, but the mirror made it almost impossible. Maya's bra was doing structural work, holding the full weight of her breasts in a way that the soft cotton barely contained. They pressed together when she leaned forward to grab a dress from the pile, and the sight triggered a thought so unexpected that it caught me completely off guard.

I wondered what it would feel like to have my own pair. The weight, the presence, the way they'd shift under fabric. The crop top was snug against my flat chest, and for one strange, fleeting second, something in my brain tried to fill in the gap.

I shut that down immediately. It was the costume. It was the makeup and the wig and the heels messing with my head, blurring some line that I needed to stay firmly on one side of. I was doing this to prank Chris. That was it.

Maya pulled a casual dress over her head. It was sage green, loose but flattering, the kind of thing she'd wear to a coffee shop or a farmer's market. It fell just above her knees, and she adjusted the neckline without checking the mirror. Then she gathered her curls and twisted them up into something cute but messy, securing it with a clip she pulled from between her teeth. The whole transformation took maybe ninety seconds, and she looked like she'd spent an hour on it.

"There," she said, turning to face me. "Now we match energy."

She opened her mouth to say something else, but the sound of the front door stopped her. The heavy click of the latch, the familiar groan of the hinges we kept saying we'd WD-40, and then the dull thud of keys hitting the kitchen counter.

Chris was home.

Maya's eyes locked onto mine. Her lips curved into a slow, conspiratorial grin, and she held one finger to her lips.

"Showtime," she whispered.

My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my teeth.

Maya walked out first, casual as anything, and I followed a half step behind on legs that felt like they belonged to someone else. The heels changed my entire gait, forcing me to take shorter steps and keep my weight forward, and I had to concentrate just to walk in a straight line down the hallway.

The skirt swished against my thighs with every step, and the panties underneath kept reminding me they were there in ways I was trying very hard to ignore.

Chris was in the kitchen with a paper grocery bag on the counter, pulling out items one at a time with the methodical energy of someone who was already thinking about what to make for dinner. He had a can of diced tomatoes in one hand and a box of pasta in the other when he looked up and saw us.

He stopped cold.

The tomatoes stayed suspended in midair. His eyes went past Maya and landed on me, and I watched his expression cycle through something I'd never seen on his face before. Not recognition. Not confusion. Something else entirely, something that started at my legs and traveled upward with a slowness that made my skin prickle under the crop top.

"Hey," Maya said, breezy and rehearsed. "This is my friend Michelle. She's in my stats class. Michelle, this is Chris."

I waited for it. The squint, the double take, the bark of laughter followed by a pointed finger and a "dude, what the hell." I braced for the moment his brain would catch up with his eyes and the whole thing would be over.

Part of me almost wanted it, because standing there while he looked at me like that was doing something to my nervous system.

But the moment didn't come.

Chris set the tomatoes down on the counter and smiled—not his usual grin, not the one I saw every day across the breakfast table. This was different. He straightened up a little, squared his shoulders without seeming to realize he was doing it, and I recognized every single one of those micro-adjustments because I'd done them myself a hundred times when a pretty girl walked into a room.

He was attracted to me.

The realization hit like a glass of cold water poured directly into my chest cavity.

"Nice to meet you, Michelle," he said, and his voice had dropped into a register I'd only ever heard him use at bars. He leaned against the counter with one hand, easy and relaxed, and something about the way he held my eye contact made me feel like the kitchen had gotten significantly smaller.

"You too," I said, pitching my voice slightly higher than usual. It came out smoother than I expected, almost natural, and I could feel Maya vibrating with suppressed laughter beside me.

She steered us toward the living room before things could stall. "I was gonna put on a movie. You in?"

Chris shrugged, still looking at me. "Depends. What movie?"

Maya grabbed the remote and pulled up his favorite—an action thriller from a few years back that he'd watched so many times he could quote entire scenes from memory. It was a calculated choice, and I had to hand it to her for the strategy. Nothing made Chris more comfortable than familiar territory.

"Oh, nice," he said, perking up. "Good taste."

"It's actually Michelle's favorite," Maya said without missing a beat. She settled onto one end of the couch and tucked her legs underneath her, leaving the middle cushion open like a trap.

Chris looked at me again, and this time there was genuine interest layered on top of the attraction—the kind of look a guy gave when he thought he might have something in common with a girl he already found hot. "Seriously? Most people haven't even seen it."

I shrugged and smiled, keeping it small and a little shy. "What can I say. I've got good taste."

He grinned at that, wide and easy, and grabbed his drink off the counter. "Yeah, all right. I'm in."

I ended up in the middle because Maya engineered it that way. She had chosen the far left cushion before I could claim it, leaving me no choice but to sit between her and Chris. The couch wasn't big—our apartment wasn't big—so my thigh was pressed against his within seconds of sitting down, and I had to cross my legs to keep the skirt from riding up.

The movie played, but none of us were really watching it. Chris kept making comments about the fight choreography, and I responded in character, pitching my voice up and laughing at things that were only half funny. Maya played wingwoman from the other side, nudging me with her elbow whenever Chris said something she wanted me to react to.

Somewhere around the second act, Chris's arm drifted to the back of the couch behind my shoulders, and I pretended not to notice.

The weird part was that I was actually having fun. Chris was charming when he wanted to be, and watching him turn it on for "Michelle" was like seeing a side of him I'd only ever observed from the outside. He told stories I already knew but made them sound different, better, polished up for an audience of one. I laughed in the right places because I knew where the punchlines were, and he mistook my familiarity for chemistry.

By the time the credits rolled, the energy on the couch had shifted. Maya stretched her arms overhead and looked between us with the exaggerated innocence of someone who was about to throw a grenade.

"You know what," she said, like the thought had just occurred to her. "You two would actually be really good together."

"No," Chris and I said at almost the same time, and then he laughed, and I laughed, and Maya grinned like she'd proven her point.

"I'm just saying," she continued. "The vibe is there."

I played the part. Ducked my chin, let a small smile pull at the corner of my mouth, and glanced at Chris from under my lashes the way I'd seen girls do when they were interested but didn't want to say it outright. He caught the look and held it, and the warmth behind his eyes shifted into something darker and more direct. He wasn't just flirting anymore. He was looking at me like he was already thinking about what came next, and the intensity of it sent an electric current through my ribcage.

"I dare you guys to kiss," Maya said.

I turned and glared at her. She met my stare with wide, guileless eyes and then tilted her head subtly toward the bookshelf. Toward the camera. The message was clear: For the prank. Think about the footage. It'll be hilarious.

And she was right. Chris kissing someone he thought was a random girl, only to find out it was his roommate—that was the kind of content that went viral overnight. That was the whole point of this. I was doing this for the prank.

I turned back to Chris and felt my pulse throbbing in my wrists. "I'm game if you are."

Chris's mouth curved into something slow and confident. He leaned back slightly and looked me over with the comfortable arrogance of a guy who'd never been turned down and didn't expect to start now. "Sure," he said, casual as breathing. "I don't mind kissing a hot chick."

I giggled. It came out so naturally that it startled me—light and feminine and nothing like any sound I'd ever made before. Chris's eyes flickered at the sound, and I saw his jaw tighten in a way that told me he liked it.

Then he moved closer.

His hand came up and cupped the side of my face, his thumb resting along my jaw and his fingers sliding into the wig just behind my ear. His palm was warm and rough against my cheek, and the gentleness of the gesture didn't match the look in his eyes, which was anything but gentle.

He held me there for a beat, studying me up close, and I had the terrifying thought that this was the moment he'd finally see through it. That he'd feel the angle of my jaw under his thumb and know.

He leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn't soft. It wasn't a peck for the camera. His mouth pressed against mine with a confidence that left no room for hesitation, and before I could process what was happening, his lips parted and his tongue slid against my lower lip. I opened for him on instinct—pure, thoughtless instinct—and then his tongue was against mine, slick and warm.

He kissed the way he did everything: deliberate, focused, a little possessive. His hand tightened on my jaw, tilting my head to the angle he wanted, and I let him because my brain had gone completely offline. The sound of Maya breathing on the other end of the couch, the hum of the TV on the menu screen, the faint traffic noise from outside—it all dissolved into static behind the wet heat of his mouth.

I felt myself getting hard.

It happened fast, a rush of blood that I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried, and the lace panties suddenly felt like the only thing standing between me and total exposure. The fabric tightened around me as I stiffened, thin and unforgiving, and I shifted my hips back into the couch cushion as subtly as I could, trying to angle my body so that nothing was visible beneath the skirt.

My heart was slamming against my ribs, and I couldn't tell anymore if it was from the kiss or the panic.

Chris pulled back just far enough to look at me, his eyes half-lidded and his lips slick. He was breathing harder than he'd been a minute ago, and his thumb traced a slow line along my cheekbone.

"Not bad, Michelle," he murmured.

I swallowed and pressed my thighs together under the denim, praying he couldn't feel what I was fighting to hide.

"I want to have a threesome." Maya said it the way someone might announce they were ordering pizza. Flat, direct, no buildup.

Chris and I broke put more space between us. My lips were still tingling from the kiss, and I could feel the faint dampness of his mouth cooling on my skin as I turned to stare at her. My jaw went slack, and I didn't bother to close it because my brain was too busy short-circuiting to send instructions to the rest of my face.

This wasn't the plan. The plan was the kiss, the reveal, the camera, the look on Chris's face when he realized he'd just made out with his roommate. That was the ending. That was the punchline. Whatever Maya was doing right now wasn't in any version of the script we'd discussed.

Chris shifted beside me, and I could feel the confusion radiating off him. He leaned forward with his elbows on his knees and looked at Maya with the careful expression of someone trying to figure out if they were being set up.

"Maya," he said slowly. "We've never done anything like that before. I don't want it to ruin our friendship."

She didn't flinch. Her body angled toward both of us, and the look on her face wasn't playful or teasing. It was hungry in a way I'd never seen from her. Not once in the entire time we'd lived together.

"Sex is just sex, Chris." Her voice was steady, but there was a roughness underneath it, a thickness that hadn't been there five minutes ago. "It was hot watching you two kiss, but I don't want to just watch. I want to join in."

Before I could respond, before I could even begin to formulate a sentence that made sense of what was happening, she turned to me. Her hand came up and cupped my cheek the same way Chris's had, her fingers smaller and softer, her touch lighter but just as dominating. She held my gaze for a single second, and then she kissed me.

Her mouth was different from Chris's. Where he'd been firm and possessive, Maya was slow and searching, her lips parting against mine in a way that felt like a question. Her tongue brushed mine gently at first and then deeper as I failed to pull away. She tasted like the lip balm she always wore, something between mint and vanilla, and her thumb stroked my cheekbone while she kissed me with a patience that made my chest ache.

I pulled back just enough to breathe, my forehead almost touching hers. "What are you doing?" I whispered, quiet enough that Chris couldn't hear.

Her eyes were dark, the pupils blown wide, and she was breathing through parted lips. "You look so good," she said, just as quietly. "I can't help myself."

I stared at her. She stared back. And I understood with a sickening, thrilling clarity that she wasn't performing for the camera. She wasn't playing a part or setting up a bit. She wanted this. She was serious.

My cock strained against the panties, painfully hard now. My body was responding to two different people's touch in a way that my brain couldn't reconcile. I was a straight guy in a wig and a denim skirt sitting between my two best friends, both of whom had just had their tongues in my mouth, and I was more turned on than I'd ever been in my life.

None of this was how it was supposed to go.

Maya moved before I could overthink it.

She swung one leg over my lap and settled onto me with a confidence that made it clear she'd been thinking about this longer than the last five minutes. Her knees pressed into the couch cushions on either side of my thighs, and the weight of her pinned me in place as her hands slid up my chest over the thin fabric of the crop top. She sank down against me until there was nothing between her body and mine but two thin layers of fabric.

She knew. The second she settled, I saw it in her face. She could feel me through the panties, hard and pressed flat against my stomach, and instead of pulling back, she rolled her hips.

The friction nearly ended me. She rocked forward in a slow, teasing grind, her weight dragging across the length of me through the lace and whatever she was wearing underneath her dress.

To Chris, sitting beside us on the couch, it looked like nothing more than two girls making out. Maya's body blocked everything, her thighs shielding the evidence, and the motion of her hips could've passed for simple enthusiasm. Only I knew what she was actually doing, and the realization that she was hiding me—protecting the secret while using it for her own pleasure—made my head swim.

I kissed her harder. My hands moved on their own, sliding from her waist up along her ribs until my palms found the curve of her breasts through the dress. They were full and warm, heavy against my hands even through the fabric, and when I squeezed gently, she moaned into my mouth. The sound vibrated against my lips and traveled straight down my spine.

I heard Chris exhale. A long, controlled breath, the kind a guy lets out when he's trying to keep himself in check. I glanced over and saw him leaned back into the couch, legs spread, one hand resting over the front of his jeans where the outline of his erection was impossible to miss. He wasn't touching himself yet, but his fingers were pressing against the denim like he was holding something back.

Then he stood up.

He moved behind Maya with a confidence that surprised me. There was no hesitation, no asking permission, just his hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress and pulling it down in one smooth motion. The fabric loosened around her shoulders and he guided it down until it pooled at her waist, bunched between her body and mine.

Her bra was simple, and her skin was flushed across her chest and up the sides of her neck. Chris stood behind her and bent down, pressing his mouth to the spot where her shoulder met her throat. Maya's head fell back against him, her eyes closing, and I watched his lips drag slowly up the column of her neck while his hands found the clasp of her bra.

One small click, and it fell away.

Her breasts spilled free, and the sight of them up close sent a pulse through me so strong it felt like a small earthquake. They were full and round, with dark, tight nipples begging to be teased. Chris's hands came around from behind, his broad palms cupping her from underneath, and I watched his fingers sink into the soft flesh while Maya made a sound low in her throat.

I reached up and covered her other breast with my hand, my thumb finding her nipple and brushing across it. Her skin was impossibly warm. She arched into both of us at once, pressing forward into my palm and back into Chris's chest. Chris's knuckles grazed mine across her sternum, his skin rough against the back of my hand, and I didn't pull away.

Maya slid off my lap and her hand found my wrist, pulling me down with her. My knees hit the carpet, and we knelt together in front of Chris. He was looking down at us with an expression that was equal parts disbelief and raw want, his chest rising and falling faster than normal.

Maya reached up first. Her fingers worked the button of his jeans, then the zipper, and then she was tugging them down over his hips along with his boxers in one decisive motion. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed and already hard enough that it didn't need any help finding its angle.

I'd seen Chris shirtless a hundred times—we were roommates, it was unavoidable—but I'd never seen him like this. The sight of him fully erect inches from my face sent a jolt through me.

Maya wrapped her hand around the base and took him into her mouth first. Chris groaned, his head tipping back, and one of his hands settled on the back of her head, fingers threading into her dark curls. She worked him slowly, her lips stretched around his shaft. I watched from six inches away with a heartbeat so loud I was sure both of them could hear it.

Then Maya pulled off and looked at me. She didn't say anything. She just tilted his cock toward my mouth and waited.

I should've stopped. This was the point where any sane person would've called the whole thing off, revealed the prank, and dealt with the fallout. But sanity had left the building somewhere around the time Maya had started grinding on me, and the person kneeling on this carpet wasn't Kyle the roommate anymore. She was Michelle, and Michelle didn't have to overthink any of this.

I leaned in and took him past my lips.

The taste was salt and warm skin, and the weight of him on my tongue was heavier than I expected. I didn't know what I was doing, but I'd been on the receiving end of this enough times to have a working theory. I kept my lips tight and took him deeper, hollowing my cheeks the way I knew felt good. The sound Chris made above me was guttural and unguarded in a way I'd never heard from him before.

"Fuck," he breathed, and his hand found the back of my head, fingers tangling in the wig.

We traded back and forth. Maya would take him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she bobbed, and then she'd pull off and I'd replace her, my mouth picking up where hers left off. Chris's hand moved between us, cupping the back of whichever head was on him, and occasionally Maya and I would pull away at the same time and find each other instead. Her mouth would meet mine in a messy, open kiss, our tongues sliding together while Chris watched from above with glazed eyes and a slack jaw. Then one of us would return to him, and the cycle would continue.

I loved it. That was the part that terrified me most. Not the act itself, but how much I loved being on my knees, being guided, being used the way he'd use any girl he'd brought home. The panties were soaked with precum, my cock straining against the lace, and every time Chris's fingers tightened in my hair, I felt myself pulse harder.

Maya pulled back and wrapped her hand around him, stroking fast while she looked at me. "Open your mouth," she murmured, low enough that it was just for me.

I did.

Chris's breathing had gone ragged, his abs tightening, his thighs rigid on either side of us. Maya angled him toward me and stroked him through it, and I felt the first hot pulse hit my tongue before I registered the groan that tore out of his chest. He came in thick, uneven spurts, his cock twitching against my lower lip, and I held still and took it because some part of me that I didn't fully understand yet wanted to.

I swallowed. It was bitter and warm and not something I'd ever imagined doing, and yet my body responded to it with a surge of arousal so intense that my thighs trembled beneath the skirt.

Chris was staring down at me with heavy-lidded eyes, his chest heaving, his hand still resting against the wig like he'd forgotten it was there. He looked wrecked in the best possible way.

"Jesus, Michelle," he whispered.

Chris turned and sprawled on the sofa, looking at me with a satisfaction that was still softening at the edges. Then his gaze shifted to Maya, who was kneeling beside me on the floor with her lips swollen and her chest bare, and something recalibrated behind his eyes.

"I think we should repay the favor to Maya," he said, and it wasn't a suggestion.

I nodded because Michelle would've nodded, and because the part of me that was still Kyle wanted it too. Maya deserved to be the center of this after engineering the whole thing, and the thought of putting my mouth on her made my pulse kick up.

Chris reached for Maya and pulled her up onto the couch, guiding her until her back was pressed against his chest. He settled her between his legs, her body cradled against his, and his hands came around to cup her breasts from behind while his mouth found the curve of her neck. Maya's head fell back against his shoulder, and I could see his cock pressing against the curve of her ass through the thin fabric of her underwear, not inside her, just there. It was hard again already and grinding against her with a lazy movements.

I knelt between her legs and hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties. She lifted her hips to help me, and I slid them down her thighs and off her ankles, tossing them somewhere behind me. She was bare in front of me now, her thighs parting as I settled between them, and the sight of her made my mouth water.

I lowered my head and tasted her.

She was slick and warm, and the first press of my tongue against her drew a sound out of her that filled the entire room. I licked slowly at first, learning the terrain, finding the spots that made her breath hitch and the ones that made her hips buck. Her clit was swollen under my tongue, and when I sealed my lips around it and sucked gently, her thighs clamped against the sides of my head and her hand shot down to grip the wig.

Behind her, Chris was watching me work while he rolled her nipples between his fingers. I could feel his eyes on the top of my head, and the knowledge that he was seeing "Michelle" go down on our roommate added a layer to the whole thing that was dizzying. Maya was caught between us—my mouth below, his hands above—and she was coming apart in increments, her moans getting shorter and sharper as I found my rhythm.

I flattened my tongue and dragged it the full length of her, bottom to top, then circled her clit with the tip before sucking again. Her back arched against Chris's chest and her grip in the wig tightened hard enough that I felt the cap shift.

I pushed two fingers inside her, curling them forward while my tongue kept working, and she shattered. Her whole body seized, thighs trembling, stomach clenching, a broken moan spilling out of her as she pulsed around my fingers.

I stayed there through the aftershocks, lapping gently until she pushed my head away with a breathless laugh.

She lay against Chris's chest for a long moment, her body slack and glowing. Then she lifted her head and looked down at me with eyes that were still dark and half-focused, and she said something that turned my blood to ice and fire simultaneously.

"I want to see Chris fuck you, Michelle."

The room went very still.

Chris made a low sound of agreement against Maya's shoulder, his hand already sliding down her hip like the idea was the most natural thing in the world. He was looking at me over her shoulder with that same hungry confidence, and I realized with dawning panic that he expected to find something very specific when he got under my skirt.

I stared at Maya. My eyes must have said everything my mouth couldn't, because she held my gaze with a steadiness that was almost calming. She knew exactly what she was asking. She knew the logistics, the impossibility, the risk of the whole thing collapsing right here.

"Bend over," she said softly. Then, quieter, just for me: "I want to watch him fuck your ass."

My brain screamed at me to stop. To stand up, pull off the wig, and end this before it went somewhere I couldn't come back from. But my body was already making the decision for me, every nerve ending overruling every rational thought, and the ache inside me was so overwhelming that reason didn't stand a chance.

I turned and bent over the arm of the sofa.

The position put my face in the cushions and my hips in the air, the skirt riding up the backs of my thighs. I reached down between my legs and pressed my cock flat against my stomach with one hand, tucking it up and holding it there, hidden beneath the bunched fabric. My fingers were shaking. Everything was shaking.

I felt Chris move behind me. His hands gripped the hem of the skirt and pushed it up over my hips, bunching it at my waist, and the air hit my bare skin everywhere the panties didn't cover. Then his thumb hooked into the lace at my hip and tugged it to the side, and I heard his breath catch at the sight of me, exposed and waiting.

I buried my face in the cushion and held on.

Chris's mouth found me before I was ready for it.

His tongue pressed flat against me, warm and wet, and the sensation was so unexpected and so overwhelmingly good that a moan tore out of me before I could swallow it. He licked slowly, working me open with a patience that didn't match the urgency of everything that had come before. My fingers dug into the cushion, and my whole body shuddered against the arm of the couch.

I couldn't help it. My free hand found my cock, still pinned against my stomach, and I started stroking. The angle was awkward—I was trying to keep the motion hidden beneath my body, my wrist pressed tight between my hips and the upholstery—but the combination of his tongue and my own hand was too much to resist. I stroked in tight, careful pulls, timing them to the rhythm of his mouth, praying that the movement wasn't visible from where Maya was sitting.

Then Chris reached around my hip.

I froze. Every muscle in my body locked up at once, my hand going still on my cock, my breath catching so hard it hurt. His fingers slid along my inner thigh, moving inward with a confidence that told me he was reaching for something specific, and in approximately two seconds he was going to discover that the girl he'd been hooking up with didn't have what he was looking for.

This was it. The whole thing was about to implode.

Then his hand found my cock.

I waited for the recoil. The confusion, the anger, the what-the-fuck moment that would blow the entire night apart. But it didn't come. Instead, his fingers wrapped around my shaft with a grip that was sure and unhesitant, and he started stroking me with the same steady rhythm he'd been using with his tongue.

A sound came out of me that I didn't recognize—low and desperate and cracked at the edges. My brain was screaming questions, but my body refused to stop long enough to ask them. Chris's hand was rough and calloused. He knew exactly how much pressure to use, and I was leaking against his palm, slick and throbbing. I was too far gone to do anything but take it.

Maya was across from us, her back against the opposite arm of the couch with her legs spread and her fingers between her thighs. She was watching with dark, heavy-lidded eyes, her mouth open, two fingers moving inside herself in slow circles. Then her gaze dropped to where Chris's arm disappeared beneath my skirt, and I saw confusion ripple across her face.

"Wait," she said, her voice breathy and uneven. "Did you know Michelle was trans?"

She was improvising. Trying to keep the illusion alive, trying to give me cover. But Chris was already lining himself up behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my ass, slicked with spit. The pressure was enormous and terrifying and exactly what I wanted.

Without answering her question, he pushed inside me in one long, controlled thrust.

The stretch was searing. I gasped into the cushion, my hands clawing at the fabric, and for a moment everything was just sensation. He was buried in me to the hilt, his hips flush against my ass, and his hand never stopped moving on my cock.

"No," Chris said, his voice rough and strained against the back of my neck. "I knew she was Kyle, though."

The words hit me like a concussion wave. My head came up from the cushion and I heard Maya's sharp intake of breath from across the couch, her fingers going still between her legs. The room telescoped around the three of us, and for a suspended second nobody moved.

Then Chris pulled back and thrust into me again, harder this time, and the sound I made was involuntary and absolute.

"I knew this was another prank," he grunted, setting a rhythm that drove the air out of my lungs with every stroke. His hand tightened on my cock, jerking me in time with his thrusts, and his mouth was close enough to my ear that I could feel every word against my skin. "So, I played along."

He bottomed out and held there, grinding deep, and I clenched around him without meaning to. A groan rumbled through his chest and transferred directly into my spine.

"But you looked so fucking hot, Kyle." His voice was wrecked, barely held together. "And when Maya dared us to kiss, I knew I wouldn't be able to stop."

The confession undid all three of us at once.

I came first, or maybe we all started at the same moment—I couldn't tell because my body went white-hot and formless, my cock pulsing hard in Chris's fist, spilling over his knuckles and onto the couch cushion beneath me. The orgasm ripped through me in waves, and I clenched tight around him as it hit, which dragged him over the edge with me. I felt him swell inside me and then the hot, pulsing rush of him letting go, his hips stuttering against my ass, a broken groan buried in the back of my neck.

Across the couch, Maya cried out at the same time, her back arching, her fingers working frantically as she watched us come apart together. Her thighs shook and her head fell back, and the sound she made was raw and unguarded and beautiful.

The three of us stayed there, breathing hard. Chris's forehead rested against my shoulder blade, his hand still loosely holding my softening cock, and I could feel his heartbeat hammering through his chest into my back.

Chris pulled out slowly, and the loss of him left me feeling hollow in a way that caught me off guard. I slid off the arm of the couch and collapsed face-first into the cushions, the skirt twisted around my waist, the wig half off, the crop top pushed up to my ribs. I didn't have the energy to fix any of it. Every muscle in my body had been replaced with something warm and liquid, and the cushion smelled like sweat and sex and the faint vanilla of Maya's lip balm.

Maya’s eyes were closed and there was a lazy, satisfied curve to her mouth that made her look like she'd just woken up from the best nap of her life.

Chris, naturally, was the first one on his feet.

He stood in the middle of the living room, his dick still out, and crossed his arms over his chest. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, still half-hard and slick, and he had the audacity to look smug. He raised one eyebrow and looked between us like a detective who'd just solved an easy case.

"So," he said. "Where's the camera?"

Maya and I looked at each other. The sheer absurdity of the situation—the prank that had devolved into the most intense sexual experience of my life, orchestrated by a guy who'd apparently been three steps ahead the entire time—hit us both at once. Maya snorted first, and then I started laughing, and within seconds we were both wheezing the same way they'd wheezed at me when I'd walked out of the bathroom with ink in my hair.

"Above the TV," Maya admitted, waving one hand vaguely in its direction.

Chris turned and walked over to the bookshelf, and I watched his cock bob with every step, still leaking a thin trail that caught the light. He reached between the dead succulent and the stack of paperbacks and plucked the GoPro free, holding it up to examine it with the same careful eye he used on his own equipment. The little red light was still glowing.

He looked into the lens and smiled. Not his content smile, not his prank smile—something realer and dirtier, the kind of grin that belonged in a locked folder.

"I really hope you save this footage," he said. "I need something to jack off to later."

Maya propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts still bare above the bunched fabric of her dress. She tilted her head and gave him a look that was half challenge, half invitation.

"Or," she said, "we could just do this again sometime."

The room got quiet. Chris lowered the camera and looked at me, and then Maya looked at me, and I realized they were both waiting. Not performing, not scheming, not setting up the next bit. They were genuinely asking, and the answer mattered.

I was still sprawled across the couch in a wig and a skirt and a pair of lace panties that would never be the same. My lips were swollen, my body was spent, and somewhere beneath the exhaustion, a low ember of want was already starting to glow again.

I thought about saying something clever or deflecting with a joke the way I normally would, but nothing about the last two hours had been normal, and I was done pretending otherwise.

I nodded. Shy about it, quieter than I expected to be, but certain.

Chris grinned. Maya smiled. And the camera light blinked red between us like a secret all three of us had agreed to keep.
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