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Milo adjusts the camera, mask on, hoodie off, LED lights low. His voice dropped low, smooth, and velvet as the audio played: “Don’t pretend you haven’t thought about it. My hands. Your skin. You’d like it too much.”

*Knock knock*

Milo flinches so hard he nearly launches the mask across the room, his ears flicking back with anxiety.

“Milo?”

Her voice—of course, Lorna, his roommate, the gorgeous black fox. Scrambling, Milo yanks on his hoodie, slamming the laptop shut. The audio is still playing through the speaker. He smacks it silently in panic. “Just a second!” He calls, breathless, running a hand over his short fur to make sure he’s presentable.

Another knock. “Sorry—my printer’s dead. Can I borrow yours?”

Cracking the door open, Milo blocks the view of most of the room. “Uh, yeah. Sure.”

Lorna blinks, nose twitching slightly. “You okay? You sound out of breath.”

“Pushups,” I lied.

“In a hoodie? With the door locked?”

“Fitness doesn’t judge.”

Lorna gives him a suspicious smile, eyes twinkling with mischief. “Won’t take long, promise.”

Stepping aside, Milo’s heart races. The mask is half-tucked beneath a textbook. The room still smelled like sweat and LED heat.

“Weird timing.”

If you only knew... “Come in...” Milo half smiles.

"My guy... air freshener..." Lorna gags, her tail flicking as she catches the scent of his sweat.

He quickly sprays air freshener, but not before she catches a glimpse of the messy setup behind him - mask, LED lights, and the suspicious equipment. “Sorry about that. My room's been... weird lately.” He shuffles awkwardly, trying to block the view while reaching for his printer cord.

"You know I know that you do that, right?" She nods to the stuff he’s trying desperately to hide.

His ears turn crimson as Milo freezes mid-motion. His hands started fidgeting with his sleeves, a nervous habit he can't control. “I... uh... I don't know what you mean.” His voice cracks slightly, betraying the lie.

"Come on... masked thirst traps? I know it's you... your markings..."

Milo instinctively covers his forearm, where the distinctive mark is visible. His eyes widen in panic as he backs against the wall. "How long have you known?" his voice barely a whisper, ears pinned back.

"Does it matter?" Lorna says with an eye roll.

Milo slides down the wall, looking utterly defeated. His hands tremble as he pulls at his sleeves again. "I... I'm not that person. I'm just... me. A regular guy with a weird side hustle." he can't meet Lorna's eyes, staring instead at the floor.

"Milo, honey... I say this with all love and respect. I don't care." She says softly, printing her thing.

Milo looks up at her in disbelief, his glasses slightly fogged from anxiety. "You don't... care? About the masked guy who basically objectifies himself online?"

"I know who you are, I know you're sweet, and pure... and the fact you do it... I mean, it's kinda hot. But like... I know you, so no, it doesn't bother me."

Ears somehow getting even redder, Milo pulls his hoodie strings tighter, trying to hide, but he can't help the small wag of his tail at her compliment. "You think... what I do is... hot?" he whispers, completely thrown off by the casual acceptance.

"Yeah? Isn't that the point?" She asks, tilting her head, tail swishing.

Covering his face with his hands, Milo groans in embarrassment. "I just... I didn't want anyone to know it was me. Especially not someone I actually care about."

"Wait... what?"

Milo peeks through his fingers, realizing what he just admitted. Heart racing so fast he can barely breathe. "I mean... um... nothing. Forget I said that," he tries to backtrack, voice shaking.

"Milo...?" Lorna says softly. "Do you... like me?"

He slowly lowers his hands, eyes wide with panic and vulnerability. The truth is written all over his face. "I... I've had a crush on you for months. Since that study group. But I'm just... me. And you're... well, you're Lorna."

"What does that mean?" She asks, sitting on his desk chair, her ears tilted forward.

He slides down further, practically curling into himself on the floor. "You're confident, talented, and amazing. I'm just this awkward guy who pretends to be someone else online because I can't even talk to you normally."

"But... we’ve had a pretty good friendship, right?" She asks softly, her ears flicking in a nervous twitch.

He nods slowly, looking up at her with a mix of hope and fear, tail wagging slightly. "Yeah... and I was terrified to lose that. That's why I kept everything a secret."

"Do you really think I'd be that cruel?" She whispers, her shoulders sagging, ears pinned back.

Milo's heart breaks at her expression, and he immediately feels guilty, his tail stilling with his panic. "No! I just... I'm a coward. I was afraid of rejection, of judgment. Of you seeing me as just some guy who posts thirst traps."

"But I know you..." she says softly, "you’re Milo... you’re my friend..."

He finally musters the courage to stand up, moving closer but still keeping a safe distance. "And you're mine. That's why I was so scared. Because I care about you more than I should."

She stands as well, taking a tentative step. "Milo..." she hesitates. "You’re not the only one..."

Milo freezes, his breath catching in his throat. His eyes search hers, desperate to understand what she's saying. "What do you mean?" he asks quietly, barely able to form the words, his expression so hopeful, his tail moving again as his ears perk.

"I like you too, dingus..." she says quietly, biting her lip, her tail swishing as she looks at him.

Milo's eyes widen in shock, his brain short-circuiting. He stares at her, completely speechless for several moments, tail stilled. "You... what? But you're so..." he gestures vaguely, unable to finish his sentence.

"I'm so what?" She asks, sounding hurt, ears flicking.

He quickly realizes his mistake, panic flooding his features. "No, I mean - you're amazing! And I'm just... standing here gaping like an idiot. I just never thought you'd feel the same way about someone like me."

"Do you really think I'm that fucking shallow?"

Milo's eyes widen even further, realizing he's messed up again. "No, no, that's not what I meant! I just meant that you're so out of my league. You could have anyone, and I thought you'd want someone more... confident. Like me when I'm PixelTemptation."

"You really do think I'm shallow... huh...?" She whispers.

Milo steps forward urgently, reaching out but stopping himself. "Lorna, please. I'm just terrible at expressing myself. I'm sorry. I've always felt like I have to put on this persona because it's easier than being real. But you... You make me want to be better. The real me."

"You really think I'd want some confident asshole? Not the soft, sweet boy who memorized my coffee order the day we met?"

His expression softens, and he looks at her with a mix of wonder and disbelief. "You remember that?" he whispers, his voice filled with emotion. "I thought you just thought I was weird for remembering such a small detail."

Throwing her hands up, she rubs her face. "Fucking hell, Milo..."

He takes another step closer, finally finding his courage, his tail wagging again. "Lorna... I'm so sorry. I've been so stupid. Can we... can we start over? Just us, no masks, no pretending?"

"Just cmere..." she mutters, grabbing his hoodie and pulling him close, her lips crashing against his in a heated kiss.

Milo melts into the kiss, his arms wrapping around her waist instinctively. His heart pounds as he kisses her back with all the pent-up feelings he's been hiding. Tail wagging happily, he presses her against him. His glasses are slightly askew, but he doesn't care.

She kisses him desperately, pouring every feeling into the action, unable to verbally say how much she wants... no... needs him, her lips soft and sweet, her slim muzzle pressed to his with absolute happiness.

He deepens the kiss, one hand sliding up to cup her cheek while the other holds her tightly against him. He breaks away for a moment, breathless and flushed. "Lorna... I need you to know that I'm yours. All of me. Even the parts I hide."

Lorna pants as well, looking at him slightly dazed. "And I'm yours..."

Milo leans his forehead against hers, his eyes shining with emotion. "I've been yours since the day you smiled at me in the library. I just didn't know how to tell you."

"Fuck... Milo..." Lorna whispers. "That smile was when I fell..."

Milo chuckles softly, nuzzling her nose with his. "And I fell harder when you brought me that stupid coffee with exactly three sugars."

"And when you made mac n cheese for me when I was sick..." she giggles.

Milo blushes deeply
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