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      The dress had been Claire’s idea, because she was bored of watching Troy show up to things in the same dark jeans and shirt. Before it went on, it seemed like a bit. Black, simple, something she’d worn to a party and hated, hemmed high because he was taller and, annoyingly, had the legs for it.

      The guest list was the reason he’d said yes. First Halloween home from college, her parents at the lake, and the girls from their year in high school. The ones who never left, or who went to State across town. All girls. In that room, with those people, he could be in a dress and it would just be Claire being Claire.

      He still said it, once.

      “If the guys from our year show up and I’m in a wig⁠—”

      “Then I lock the door.” She meant it, or she meant it right then. “Invite only. Girls. You. That’s the whole list.”

      She did his mouth in a red that looked expensive. She put his hair back with her fingers, then fitted a blonde wig over it, cheap and shiny, the kind that turned his face into somebody else’s if you didn’t already know the somebody. 

      She stepped away from the mirror and said, “Oh, fuck,” in the voice she used when a plan worked too well. Then she looked at him again and laughed. “You’re a slut.”

      “I’m not.”

      “You are. That’s the slut look. Don’t fight me.”

      Troy looked. The dress fit like it had been meant for his shoulders and his waist, which it hadn’t. The neckline left his collarbones bare, sharp in the bathroom light, and the wig did something to his jaw. The lipstick looked like it belonged there. 

      He looked beautiful, and like trouble.

      He reached for the wig. Half of him wanted it gone. The other half was a little entranced, which he didn’t say out loud. He left it on.

      “I’m not wearing this if people are gonna be weird,” he said.

      “No way.” Claire was in a black dress too, cheaper, devil horns already in her real hair. Their costumes weren’t a pair. She was a sexy devil girl. Troy was just… sexy.

      “You look stupid-good. And it’s just friends. They’ll scream and then they’ll get over it.”

      Her parents were cool in the specific way that meant college freshmen could have the house as long as the neighbors didn’t call. They’d left the good bowls out and a note about the downstairs thermostat. 

      Troy and Claire were in the kitchen filling those bowls with chips and pretzels, ice going into a cooler, when the front door opened.

      “Nobody panic. I brought the good stuff.”

      Troy’s bare shoulders and arms prickled.

      Claire yelled, “You said you weren’t coming.”

      “I said I might not.” A paper bag hit the counter. Bottles, from the sound of it. A case of beer followed, heavier, and he set that down with less care.

      Troy set a bowl down very carefully. Claire looked at him, then at the doorway, then back at him, and had the decency to wince.

      She hadn’t mentioned Chaz. Her older brother, junior year, different school, two hours away, a habit of not being around for her things.

      But there he was in the kitchen, shirtless, a red devil mask pushed up on his forehead, jeans low, the bag and the case already forgotten. The fauxhawk was blonder than Troy remembered, wrecked from the mask. The rest of him had filled out past the high school version, shoulders wider, pecs more real, stomach still flat.

      He was halfway through a sentence to Claire when he actually saw the person by the sink. The sentence died. He looked at the dress, the wig, the mouth, the legs, the collarbones, the whole accident of it, and smiled the way he smiled at girls he didn’t know yet.

      “Hey,” he said. Not to Claire. “Didn’t know you had new people coming.”

      Claire made a noise in her throat. “Chaz.”

      He blinked. Looked again. The smile stalled, then broke into something worse.

      “Troy?”

      “Claire’s idea,” Troy said. “Didn’t know you’d be here.”

      The mask left a red line across Chaz’s brow when he shoved it higher. He was still looking, recalculating in real time, the almost-line he’d been about to use dying behind his teeth. “Okay. Jesus Christ.”

      Chaz.

      Troy had built a whole private life around him in high school. Chaz pulling off his shirt on the basketball court and then not putting it back on, fauxhawk dark with sweat, the gray sweatpants on the morning after Troy crashed at the house.

      Chaz was straight in the ordinary way, cocky, friendly, cool with Troy being gay. So cool it hurt. Fist bumps, no-big-deal jokes, the clap on the shoulder that lasted a second too long because he could. An ease that felt like an unlocked door. Troy had never tested it. He had liked having the door even if he knew it wouldn’t open for him.

      He hadn’t told Claire about it. They talked about boys all the time. Just not this one. You didn’t tell your best girl friend the things you wanted her big brother to do to you.

      College hadn’t fixed it. If anything, the version in the doorway was worse. He was definitely hotter.

      Chaz dragged his eyes off the dress and back to his sister. He lifted the case. “I’m gonna put this in the garage fridge.”

      He went. The bag stayed on the counter. Claire pressed her hands over her face.

      “I didn’t think he would come,” she said. “I’m sorry. Do you want to change? I can get the makeup off. You can be normal in ten minutes.”

      Troy touched the lipstick with one finger and didn’t. He could still feel the look, the one before Chaz had recognized him, sitting on his skin like a hand he hadn’t agreed to yet.

      “No,” he said. “It’s fine.”

      It wasn’t fine, really.

      It was the dress, and the wig he hadn’t taken off, and the way Chaz had walked through the door, broader than the last time Troy had been allowed to look, and failed, for one long second, to know who he was.
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      Claire’s plan worked for almost forty minutes.

      The girls were fine with it. They screamed when they realized it was him, then got over it, as predicted. One of them said the way it looked on him made her want to give up. Troy stayed near Claire and still felt the dress every time he moved, the hem, the bare legs, the lack of pockets. Exposed in a way he never felt in his jeans.

      By nine-thirty the ground floor had the careful, slightly guilty feel of a party in a parents’ house: coasters nobody was using, a bowl of pretzels already down to salt, shoes left on because Claire had yelled about it once and then given up.

      By ten somebody from their year had texted somebody else, and they texted somebody else who knew the side gate from a barbecue two summers ago. When the gate opened it was boys. Guys from their year who had never left, the ones who went to State college across town or community college, the ones who worked and still lived at home. 

      Then there were a lot of them, once somebody posted that Claire had the house. Already loud. Already holding the beer Chaz had put in the garage fridge like they’d been invited to it.

      The looks started as they arrived. A double take from the hallway. A guy slowing with a cup, eyes on the neckline, then on his face, doing the math and not finishing it. One of them smiled, the one you gave a girl whose name you wanted. Then the whispers that surely had to be going around—“No, it’s Troy. Troy. Yes, that Troy.”

      Whatever Troy did seemed to invite it—a tip of his chin, a hand light on his own arm, the dress and the wig and the lipstick doing the work. 

      Troy saw the moment Claire realized she wasn’t in control anymore. She looked at him, apology already on her face. He shook his head. Taking the wig off now would be worse than leaving it on.

      The noise came up fast. A speaker in the living room, somebody’s playlist, laughter hitting the low ceiling and coming back wrong. Costumes were half-committed. Cat ears. A cape over a hoodie. Claire in the cheap black dress with the horns crooked, barefoot. Troy in the other dress, the wig, the red mouth, looking less like a costume than anyone else in the room and knowing it every time he passed a mirror.

      Chaz came through the kitchen, still without a shirt. The devil mask was over his face this time, cheap plastic, eye holes a little too small. He had a beer. He found Troy by the back door, where the porch light was on and the yard was filling with people Troy had spent senior year not telling his business to.

      He must have felt Troy’s eyes on his torso.

      “Couldn’t do the shirt,” he said through the mask. “Wasn’t a real costume.”

      “It’s your house.”

      “It’s my parents’ house. I’m just visiting.” Chaz tipped the mask up so it sat on his forehead again. There was his mouth, his actual face. 

      Up close the junior-year version was worse than the look in the kitchen. His chest had filled out, but his face had gone the other way, the babyfat gone, jaw angled. The fauxhawk stuck to his forehead where the mask had sat. “You didn’t know I was coming?"

      “Not a clue.”

      “So this wasn’t for me.”

      Troy laughed, short, fake as he could make it. “As if.”

      “As if,” Chaz said, not buying it.

      “It was for Claire. She was bored. It was supposed to be her friends.”

      A laugh broke from the yard, somebody’s name, not Troy’s, not yet. Chaz nodded like he was filing the whole night somewhere.

      A guy Troy knew from senior year homeroom came through for the cooler and did a double take at the dress, the wig, the mouth. Chaz shifted in without seeming to. One hand landed on the wall beside Troy’s head, not touching him but close enough that the guy took his beer and kept walking. Troy could smell whatever soap Chaz used.

      “You look good,” Chaz said, low. “Not like a costume.”

      Troy almost did it again. The small smile, the one the dress wanted. He bit it back, literally, and felt Chaz see the attempt anyway.

      “I came in ready to make fun of whatever she put you in, and then I couldn’t find the joke. And now every guy who stayed in town is in my yard.”

      “That’s the joke.”

      “Nah, it isn’t.” His eyes dropped to Troy’s mouth and stayed. Then he grinned and spoke low. “You’ve got lipstick on your teeth a little. Left side.”

      Troy went to wipe it. Chaz caught his wrist, gentle, and shook his head.

      “Leave it. It looks good.”

      He let go. 

      Somebody called his name from the kitchen, friendly, the way people were with Chaz because Chaz had always been easy. He answered without turning around. “Yeah, one sec.” 

      The voice he used when he was being the cool brother who had brought the beer, and didn’t mind the house getting used and walked around looking like that. Then, lower:

      “I watched you not look at me for two years. You’re not as sneaky as you think.”

      Troy’s ears went hot under the wig. “I didn’t⁠—”

      “You did.” Chaz smiled, small, not the group one.

      His name came again, louder, from the yard this time. Chaz rolled his eyes and lifted his voice. “All right.”

      The voice sent a shiver down Troy’s spine.

      Chaz turned back. His jaw did a thing Troy had seen on the court, right before a foul he wasn’t going to apologize for.

      He pulled the mask back down. Through the eye holes he was still looking at Troy’s mouth.

      “Stay where I can find you,” he said. “And if one of them gets cute, you find me first.”

      He went to be sociable, shoulders bare, the red plastic grin covering his own.

      Troy stayed at the door with the porch light on his collarbones and the lipstick, standing where Chaz had told him to, and listened to the party become the thing Claire had promised him it wouldn’t.
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      Troy stayed where Chaz could find him. Back door, porch light, the cup Claire had put in his hand when she apologized again. It worked for ten minutes. Then Claire came out with two of her girls, already mid-story, and the doorway stopped being his. They pulled him into it. The wig got a comment. The lipstick got a better one. He laughed when he was supposed to and watched the doorway over their shoulders.

      Chaz came through the kitchen with the mask up and didn’t bother pretending he was looking for anyone else. The girls shifted. He nodded at them, easy, and looked at Troy.

      “Come on. Someone half blocked me in. I need to move the truck before some asshole adds to it.”

      “You know how to back up,” Claire said.

      “I know how to back up into a Civic. It’s a tight fit. I need a spotter.” He tipped his head at Troy, not quite a smile. “Come on. Five minutes. He doesn’t care, do you?”

      Claire looked at Troy. Troy looked at the cup. The dress didn’t have pockets, so he had nowhere to put his hands.

      “I don’t care,” he said.

      He cared deeply.

      His sneakers were by the back door, the ones he’d worn over. He stepped into them without undoing the laces. The dress didn’t know what to do with them. Chaz looked, didn’t comment, and held the door.

      The front yard was colder than the back yard had been. Chaz didn’t stop at the driveway. Cars lined the curb, tight, somebody’s Civic already up on it. The party thinned as they walked: a porch light, then another, then just the speaker, muffled. Chaz’s truck was farther down, rear to an empty driveway, enough room behind him to pull out if he wanted.

      Troy saw the gap. Chaz saw him see it and kept walking. He unlocked the passenger side.

      “Get in.”

      The step was higher than the dress wanted. Troy hiked the hem and climbed, wig catching the frame on the way up, and dropped into the seat. Chaz watched.

      He came around, got in, and didn’t start the engine. The mask came off. He set it on the dash. Shirtless in the dark of his own cab, fauxhawk askew, chest and shoulders taking up more of the seat than Troy had planned for. The babyfat was gone. The jaw had an angle it hadn’t had on the court.

      “Nobody blocked you in,” Troy said. “You’ve got the driveway.”

      “Yep.”

      “So that was a lie.”

      “Yeah.” He stayed on his side. Hands on his own thighs. The windows had already gone faint at the edges from the two of them breathing. “You can go back. Or you can stay. We could talk a little.”

      Troy looked at the dash, then at him. The limb felt obvious once he was on it.

      “You look different. You’ve been working out.”

      “Some.”

      “I like the fauxhawk. You bleached it.” He reached to touch his own hair, fingers hitting the wig instead.

      Chaz’s mouth moved, not quite the cocky way. “Last month.”

      “I always used to look at you.” Troy kept his eyes on the mask, because the sentence was easier that way. “I guess you knew. You never minded.”

      “I minded,” Chaz said. “Not the way you think.” He lifted his arm, loose, the bicep there without him having to make a show of it, but he caught Troy’s eyes. “You like that?”

      Troy did. He didn’t say it. Chaz lifted the arm, curling it to give the bicep a peak.

      “Give it a kiss.”

      It should have been a joke, but it wasn’t, quite.

      Troy leaned across the console and put his mouth on the warm skin just at the peak, lipstick leaving a small red mark.

      Chaz’s breath left him. “Fuck.”

      The heat hit Troy lower, the dress suddenly too little between him and the rest of the car. He sat back half hard and getting worse, the hem not doing him any favors. Down the block somebody shouted and laughed, far enough away to be nobody. The windows were fogged.

      Chaz looked. Not at his face.

      “Yeah,” he said, quiet. “That showed.”

      Troy tugged the hem and made it worse. He could feel the lipstick, the fact that he would have changed if he’d had twenty minutes’ warning and was glad, now, that he hadn’t.

      Troy’s voice came out thinner than he meant. “Can I kiss you?”

      Chaz’s face did a thing. The cocky fell off it. “Yeah.”

      It was smaller than Troy had built in his head. Dry. Chaz’s mouth closed, a press, a second hold, nothing slick about it. He pulled back before it could become the other kind. His forehead stayed against Troy’s. He was breathing like the small one had cost him something.

      “Okay,” he said. “That wasn’t even the point of coming out here.”

      “What was the point?”

      Chaz shook his head, his grin tipping up at the corner as he looked away. “Fuck, you’re gonna make me say it?”

      Troy waited.

      “I want your mouth.” He shifted on the car seat, pushing his hips up a little. “Been thinking about it since the kitchen, before I knew it was you, which I’m gonna be embarrassed about later. You don’t have to. But I’d like it.”

      “And you’re not gonna be a dick about the dress.”

      Chaz’s mouth went soft. “I’m gonna be the opposite of a dick about the dress.” He didn’t cross the console all at once, just let one hand land on Troy’s waist, over the fabric, feeling the shape under it, close enough to the tent in the skirt that it jumped under his palm.

      “You look really fucking good. I wanted you to hear that from me, not from some guy in the yard who thinks he’s being nice.”

      Troy felt the shiver again. “Claire can’t know.”

      Chaz looked up from the dress and shook his head. “She won’t know from me.”

      Troy’s hands were at Chaz’s belt.
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      Chaz let the jeans go down, lifting his hips and wriggling to get them low enough. His cock was thick, pale until the flush at the head, wet there, not particularly veiny, cut. The hair at the base was trimmed, blond—his real blond, darker than the fauxhawk. He looked at Troy’s red mouth and didn’t look away.

      Troy’s fingers had found the dress strap. He didn’t know he’d reached for it.

      “Dress stays on,” Chaz said. “I wanna see it.”

      Troy let the strap go and leaned across the console. The wig fell across his face. Under the dress his briefs were already a problem, the front of them damp from the bicep kiss, the hem doing nothing to hide it. 

      Chaz got a hand under the wig, at the nape, thumb to skin. “It’s okay.”

      Troy licked him from the base to the head, precum at the tip, a little acrid under the salt. He did it again, pressing kisses up the shaft. The lipstick left a faint red just under the head on the first pass.

      Chaz swore, quiet. “Fuck. That’s nice.”

      Troy took him in. The angle was awkward, the dress pulled tight across his lap, the hard-on from the bicep kiss obvious under the hem every time he shifted. He sank until his lips hit the base and choked, dry, eyes watering on the first try. Chaz spread his knees.

      “You can get it wet.”

      He did, spit on Chaz’s cock, the red smudging at the corners of his mouth. It was easier wet, so he wet it more, let it get messy. The windows went from faintly foggy to useless. Chaz let himself sink back in the seat.

      “Look at you. God, your mouth is so hot. Take a little more.”

      Troy took more. Spit slicked his chin and Chaz’s shaft, the sound wet every time he pulled back and sank again. Chaz didn’t thrust at first. He let Troy set the pace, thumb stroking the hinge of his jaw.

      “Easy. Breathe through your nose. You don’t have to take all of it.” A slow thrust. “Can you hollow your cheeks for me? Fuck, that’s it.” He looked down and his mouth was open. “You’ve thought about this.”

      Troy pulled off. Spit hung from his wet lips to the gleaming shaft.

      “Constantly.”

      His voice came out rougher, a bubble of spit in his throat.

      Chaz laughed and guided him back on.

      Troy got a hand around the base and used his mouth on the rest, tongue pressed flat, taking him deeper until the head nudged his throat and he gagged. He pulled off, spit following, and wiped it on his forearm. His vision was blurry. He snorted, an ugly little sound, and Chaz groaned at the sight of it.

      “Do that again. I wanna hear it.” His hand stayed gentle. “C’mon. I got you.”

      Troy did. He sank until his eyes watered and his throat clicked, held there, pulled back with a wet cough and a string of spit, and went down again because of the sounds Chaz made. 

      Chaz’s hips started to move, short rolls, not rough, fucking his mouth in the little room the seat allowed. His other hand braced on the headrest.

      “Balls,” he said. “Get my balls. Gentle.”

      Troy cupped them, let them roll in his palm, warm and heavy, drawn up already while he sucked the head, precum mixing with spit.

      “Yeah. Okay. Like that.” Chaz’s voice cracked. “I’m not gonna last with those lips.”

      Troy went down, head turned and bobbed faster. The cheap blond hair stuck to his cheeks and to the sweat on his forehead, strings of it in the spit at his mouth. Chaz’s hand tightened under the wig, still not pushing.

      “Oh, fuck. Look at me.”

      Troy looked up. Chaz’s face was flushed, mouth open. He cupped Troy’s cheek, thumb wiping spit, and his hips stuttered.

      “Don’t pull off. I wanna feel you swallow it. Can you do that for me?”

      Troy nodded around him. Chaz pushed up and his thighs went tight. He pushed in deeper and went stiff. He came in pulses, hot, thick and sour, one hand on the back of Troy’s head and the other locked on the wheel. Troy tightened his lips to not lose it.

      “Fuck!”

      Troy swallowed. Swallowed again. Chaz made a sound like he’d been hit.

      “Don’t stop. Don’t you stop. I’m still⁠—”

      The orgasm rolled through him and his cock stayed hard, jerking, too sensitive, and Troy’s mouth was still on him. Chaz shuddered, full-body, knocking the headrest.

      “God damn. Don’t spit it,” he panted. “Keep it in your mouth.” His voice broke. Another shudder, hips twitching back and then forward like he couldn’t pick in or out. “I can feel you swallowing. That’s it. Eat all of it.”

      Troy held him there, throat working, taking the aftershocks. Cum and spit slicked his lips. The dress was tight across his lap, his own cock pushing out of the briefs under it, untouched. 

      Chaz melted in stages, the lock in his thighs easing, the hand under the wig going loose and heavy. He folded over Troy as far as the car allowed, chest to the back of Troy’s head, breathing like he’d run a race, running a hand over the dress, twitching every time Troy’s tongue moved on his cock.

      “Okay,” he said, wrecked, almost laughing. “Okay. C’mere.”

      He eased out of Troy’s mouth slow, and the drag of it made him shudder again, a helpless little jolt. Then he hauled Troy up by the shoulder and kissed him. Not the dry kiss from earlier. Deep, open, tasting himself, licking the red and the mess off Troy’s mouth like a reward. He kissed him until Troy was panting, hands on his bare ribs, thumbs brushing Chaz’s nipples, the console digging into both of them.

      “Good boy,” he said against his mouth. “You took all of it. Knew you would.”

      He kissed him once more, softer. A thumb at his swollen lower lip. The dress was still tented between them. Troy felt it and didn’t try to push it down.

      “You’re so fucking pretty like this,” Chaz whispered. “I want you back on it while I can’t think.”

      His hand slid under the wig and he pushed, gentle and sure, guiding his head down again.

      Troy went. Chaz’s cock was wet, jumping at the first touch of his tongue. When Troy opened and took him in, the noise Chaz made was almost a whine.

      “Fuhhhk.”

      Chaz’s hand stayed on the back of his head, just keeping him there, and he shook through it, melting, swearing, telling him how good he was, that he couldn’t believe he was getting to feel this in a car that wasn’t even boxed in.
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      Chaz spread out as far as the seat and his jeans allowed, one knee wide against the door, hand loose under the wig, totally relaxed. Troy kept him in his mouth. Slow, careful of how sensitive he was. Chaz twitched every time he sank. He swore and didn’t push him off.

      “Fuck. Just like that. I’m not gonna—don’t stop.”

      Troy wasn’t going to. Chaz’s hand left his hair and found the hem. Under the dress Troy had briefs on, the front a wet disaster, cock straining the cotton. Chaz hooked them and Troy shoved them down himself, enough to get free.

      “You’re close?”

      Troy murmured yes around the cock softening in his mouth.

      Chaz spit in his palm, a quick slick, and wrapped around him.

      “Your turn. Stay on it. I want you to cum with me in your mouth.”

      The angle was bad. The console was in the way. It went fast anyway. He’d been close since the bicep. Chaz stroked him twice, three times, Troy shoving into his fist for the friction, and he came shaking, spilling over Chaz’s hand and the inside of the skirt, lips still around him. Chaz held on. Didn’t let go, didn’t let him pull off, until the pulses finished and Troy was breathing through his nose like he’d been the one swallowed.

      Then Chaz eased him up.

      Troy came up to kiss him again. It was more like the first time now. Affectionate. Grateful. That was all. It was enough.

      The windows were a solid fog. Chaz sat back and held his hand up between them, wet, gunky, a string of it at the knuckle. He looked at it like he was deciding something, then reached around to the back seat and grabbed a beat-up gym towel. He wiped his hand on it, then passed Troy the clean side. Not perfect. Also enough.

      Troy got the worst of it off his thigh, then off himself, grimacing at the cold. He dropped the towel into the footwell and pulled the briefs up. They stuck. He settled the hem over them and hoped the party lights wouldn’t tell on him.

      As he finished up, Chaz pulled down his visor mirror and touched the corner of his mouth. “Damn it.”

      It was at the corner and across the lower lip, Claire’s expensive looking color, obvious. He spit into his palm and worked at it until the mirror gave him his mouth back with just a faint stain if you knew to look.

      He wriggled his jeans back up, hips off the seat, stuffed his junk in his briefs, then the zipper and belt. 

      “You okay?” Chaz asked. Not cocky. Checking.

      “Yeah.” Troy’s voice was rough. “Claire is going to come looking. We were just moving a car.”

      “In a minute.” Chaz thumbed the corner of his own mouth again, setting his face right. Troy’s wig had gone crooked. He set it straight. “You can’t walk in like that. Use the visor mirror. I’ll go first. Give me a minute so it isn’t obvious.”

      He pulled the t-shirt he hadn’t worn out of the back seat and actually put it on. The point of being shirtless was over. He picked up the mask from the dash.

      "Wait," Troy said.

      Chaz paused, hand on the door handle. Troy took the mask from him and pressed his lips to the cheap plastic. It left a distinct, bright smudge of Claire's lipstick right on the devil's mouth, just off-center. 

      Chaz looked at it. Then he laughed, surprised. The real laugh, shaking his head as the smile took over his face. “You’re gonna make me carry that inside.”

      “You don’t have to wear it.”

      “I’m wearing it.” He turned it so the kiss faced him, then looked up at Troy and shook his head. “We don’t have to be weird. If you want this to be a party thing, that’s cool. If you don’t, text me sometime.”

      “I don’t want it to be a party thing.”

      “Good.”

      The door opened and the cold rushed in. Troy fixed what the mirror would allow, finger-combing the cheap blond wig. He found napkins and tried to tidy the lipstick. It seemed like a hopeless task. He got out and followed Chaz at a delay that felt ridiculous and necessary, and as he neared it the party was louder than when they’d left.

      Claire was in the kitchen, barely aware he’d been gone. She looked up, clocked the mouth, and laughed.

      “Your makeup is a mess. There it is. Slut.”

      “It’s the look,” he said.

      She let it go. Across the room Chaz was talking to a couple of the state guys like nothing had happened, shirt on, mask pushed up. He gave them a chin tip and drank from a beer bottle, the hand that had just been around Troy. Claire followed Troy’s glance without knowing why.

      “Truck?”

      “Moved it.”

      “Did he make fun of the dress?”

      “No,” Troy said. “He really didn’t.”

      Chaz didn’t look over. Troy’s mouth still tasted like him. His phone was in Claire’s room, in the jeans he hadn’t worn, and he was already writing the text.
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