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19th January 2026

Canterbury, England

"You have to focus this term. Don't you know what's at stake?" 

As much as Harry Tansley loved his mum because she was kind, helpful and always wanted the best for him, the last thing he needed right now was a lecture about his grades at university. 

He gripped the cold door handle of his mum's Ford EcoSport as tight as he could. He looked at the sheer drop of the country lane next to him and he really hoped his mum's hands were steady. Something that didn't always happen. 

The thick silver birch, acorn and oak trees that lined the country lane were churning up the hard ground with their large roots, their thin branches shot out in all directions and there was a large drop in between the road and the trees. 

His mum was humming a merry little tune to herself, her fingers were tapping on the edge of the steering wheel and she was smiling like she didn't have a care in the world. 

Harry just looked at the large chunks of trees, the fallen logs and bent roots pointing out of the drop, and Harry was sure if they crashed it wouldn't be hard for the fallen logs to stab through the car and them.

The Ford EcoSport hit a pothole, jerked and they went towards the drop. Harry gripped the door handle even tighter, his knuckles turned white and he gasped. 

Harry just shook his head and enjoyed the wonderful aroma of strong bitter coffee with sweet hints of caramel, vanilla and freshly whipped cream that his mum had brought him earlier. He wasn't brave enough to drink whilst his mum was driving. 

He loved his mum but she was a hazard. 

The car hummed along, banged over potholes and kept edging closer and closer to the damn drop and then his mum would zoom away like nothing was wrong. 

"Harry?" His mum asked. 

Harry rolled his eyes, looked at his mum and frowned. 

"Yes, I know I can't fail any more assignments. I need to improve my academic writing and I need to understand stats," Harry said. 

As far as he was concerned stats was just advanced maths from hell. He didn't understand all the weird letters, coefficients and he couldn't programme R Studio to save his life. 

He was a damn psychologist, he wasn't a computer programmer. If he wanted to code, he would have done computer science, not psychology. 

"Hey," his mum said softly, "I know stats is hard. Believe me, I failed my stats three times, but you've had your term of fun. Now you need to focus a little,"

Harry crossed his legs, his foot hit the side of the car door and left a slightly muddy mark. His mum thankfully hadn't noticed yet. He frowned to himself. He hadn't had that much fun in the first term of university. He didn't like clubbing, he had only hooked up with two guys a week and that wasn't even too impressive. 

One of his hookups was sleeping with a guy a night. Sometimes two or three. 

And sex was just fun. 

The entire point of university was to explore, club and have sex or just find out who you were. As much as Harry loved his family because they were kind, really supportive and allowed him to be himself. They didn't understand why he wanted to hookup. 

Sex just helped him forget about his bad grades, how overwhelming university was and how he still wasn't exactly passing as a boy. 

He pulled his black men's sportswear t-shirt a little tighter, his men's sportswear trousers weren't exactly fitting just yet and his face... he shook away the awful thoughts. 

At least he had started T a month ago and fully recovered from top surgery and he could go back to university with a deeper voice and most importantly, no boobs, his body was starting to become more masculine and his dyed blond hair looked the most boyish it ever had. 

It was progress, but it wasn't enough. 

"Are you sure it was a good idea to book your top surgery in the university term?" his mum asked. 

Harry just looked at her. His chest tightened, his skin burned hot and his fingers twitched. 

"Of course it was a good idea. I no longer hate myself whenever I look at my body. I no longer want to shout, scream and do things to my body that I can't say to my psychologist mother,"

Harry bit his lip, looked out the window and just hoped that he wouldn't let it slip just how much he hated his body with a burning passion and all the things he would have loved to do to his disgusting body before top surgery. Getting rid of his boobs was the best thing ever. 

His mum turned left, went on a slip road and they joined a busy motorway. 

Harry felt so light, happy and he tapped his foot excitedly on the door. Not only was he away from the death traps of the country lane but he was closer to university. 

Finally he could wear comfortable clothes, everyone could see him as a boy without boobs and he was so excited. He looked down at his flat chest and he felt so light, fuzzy and like he was going to explode. 

Life was amazing. 

And it was about to get even more amazing.
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19th January 2026

Canterbury, England

University psychology student Riley Seal shivered slightly as he went up the long concrete path towards Kent University’s main campus. He felt so excited, happy and just relieved to be back after the Christmas break. Not because the Christmas break with his family had been bad, but university was just a chance for him to be normal.

A chance to be normal away from all the doctors, medical tests and all the endless conversations about his newly diagnosed Type 1 diabetes. He just wanted to be Riley, the university student, the gay lover, the son and the loving friend.

He didn’t always want to be the diabetic.

He shook away the annoying thoughts and focused on the large fields of long, lustrous grass either side of him. The long blades blew in the slightly cold evening air that wasn’t freezing, but he was glad he was wearing a light fake leather jacket.

Riley stepped over the odd crack, weed and even small sampling that was starting to grow in the path towards the university. It was so nice to be back, and away from his constantly worrying family, the endless medical appointments and his mum checking his glucose levels every five bloody minutes like clockwork.

A light breeze brushed his cheeks. Riley smiled at the sight of the massive university buildings made of glass up ahead. It was almost like he was walking in Paris as a child again and seeing the beauty of the Louvre at night for the first time.

The way how the bright golden lights inside the buildings lit up the glass, reflected off the copper beams and the refracted light was just stunning. It was little pieces of beauty like this had he had missed.

It would be great to see all his friends at Football Society again, learn fascinating new things in his lectures and finally get back to student life. He couldn’t wait to get back to learning. 

He checked his phone, his levels were 6.7 so they were okay and perfectly in range and he could live a normal life for now. He just hated to think what would happen if his levels dropped below 4.

He didn’t want to have a hypo because his levels were too low. Cold sweat rolled down his back at the thought. He didn’t want his life to be ruined anymore because of his diabetes. 

After a few more minutes of walking, Riley went towards one of the glass buildings, let himself in and the constant chatter of university students shouting, laughing and screaming at each other echoed all around him.

The lobby was empty.

The lobby only contained a few breathtaking sculptures of mermaids, centaurs and other mythological creatures that students had made as part of their projects over the years.

Riley didn’t want to look at them for too long. One mermaid had long thick brown hair, green scales that shone in the golden light and massive fangs that looked razor-sharp. It was all fake but it was just unnerving as hell.

He wanted to see his friends more than anything now. No creepy art, no mermaids and no one who knew he was diabetic.

He went along a wide glass corridor with classrooms, workshops and art spaces either side. He knew that the students’ constant noise was coming from the central hall of the building, and he was just glad he wasn’t going there. 

He went to a brown door, grabbed the cold metal handle and sighed. He frowned to himself. His chest tightened, cold sweat rolled down his back and his heart pounded.

He couldn’t do this. He already had to make a thousand extra decisions every day. What if he had a hypo, what if he had a hyper and had to leave to get his glucose levels down? What would everyone think.

“Stop,” Riley said to himself. He was going to be fine, he was going to be calm and it was going to be a perfectly normal night just seeing friends.

The friends that had never contacted him even though he had said he was in hospital and having medical appointments for the past six weeks. 

He checked his phone a final time, his levels were 6.4 so he was perfectly in range and he had plenty of sugary drinks and sweets in his black rucksack in case he had a hypo. 

He could do this. 

The door opened, a very tall muscular man with short brown hair and wearing full-on gymwear stood in front of him. Riley’s heart leapt to his throat, his knees locked and he didn’t know what to do.

“Riley!” the man shouted, hugged him and pulled him into the room.

It took him a few moments to realise Sean was hugging him, clearly happy to see him and Riley had never spoken to him.

When Sean eventually let go, Riley went into the middle of the large seminar room. All the chipboard tables had been pushed against the edges of the room and all the men were hanging out in the middle just talking, laughing and catching up.

Riley recognised a few of them. His wayward part went a little hard at the sight of some of them. It was one of the reasons why he joined a sports club, because sporty men were just hot and sportswear was a massive turn on.

He recognised Archie, a tall man with a really lean body, pencil-thin legs and he had one of the hottest smiles Riley had ever seen. No wonder all the girls were always asking him out. 

Thankfully, the Women’s Football Society were here too. He had always liked how the Society President and Football Captain Thomas moved heaven and earth this year to stamp out sexism in the society. If any member was sexist then he banned them without a second thought. Everyone said the society was so much better because of it.

He recognised some of the women, like the tall woman with the long blond hair was Anna, the short, larger woman was Stephanie and they were talking to the men like there wasn’t a competition coming up.

Riley just grinned at everyone as they came up to him, gave him a fist bump, shook his hand and asked how he was. 

It was like he had never left, they cared about him and it was nice to be surrounded by friends again.

After a few moments, all the men left, went back to their conversations and Riley was left there standing in the middle of the seminar room. He frowned. He had expected to at least be invited into a bunch of conversations like he used to be.

“Hey stranger,” a somewhat familiar voice said from the corner of the room.

Riley looked through the crowd of men, and in the corner, sitting on a table with his knees against his very flat chest was Harry.

Riley rushed over to him, hugged him and he was so glad to see Harry. He looked amazing after his top surgery, the hormones were clearly starting to work slowly and he just looked even cuter than normal. 

He actually took a step back for a moment and he pinched himself slightly. His chest felt light, his stomach filled with butterflies and he felt the best he had in 6 weeks. 

Harry was seriously hot. His longish blond hair was so boyish, it framed his handsome pointy face perfectly and Harry’s large sapphire eyes were crinkled from his cute smile.

Riley subtly looked at Harry’s body and he was so fit, lean and he was just beautiful. It took Riley everything he had not to run his hands up and down Harry’s amazing body, cup his cute face in his hands and kiss his full lips.

Harry had always been cute, but now he was starting to look just as beautiful on the outside as he was on the inside.

“You look amazing,” Riley said. 

And when he saw Harry’s mouth drop, he really wished the building would collapse on top of him.
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19th January 2026

Canterbury, England

After an hour of talking to friends, telling them about how great he felt now he was on hormones and had top surgery and getting no response whatsoever, Harry had just crawled up on a table and hoped beyond hope Riley was going to turn up.

Riley was the one person he could be himself with. They could debate psychological ideas, talk about the future and play silly games with each other. He smiled at the great memories of last term and he was excited to have his friend back.

Maybe they could finally volunteer for the student helpline this term, they might volunteer to read to the elderly at the local care home or there was a Homeless Society that was always looking for new members. Helping the homeless would always be fun and useful.

There were so many things he wanted to do this term, besides his assignments, and he was looking forward to helping other people. It would just be more fun if Riley was by his side.

Harry rested his head against the cold blue wall of the seminar room. No one else was sitting on any tables. They were all talking, laughing and catching up with their friends about their Christmas break and Harry just couldn’t relate.

Each of the other tables were covered in large open boxes of steaming hot pizza, cups of strong bitter coffee and a few doughnuts. Harry looked at a box of vegan sausage pizza nearby. It looked great with the soft vegan cheese, flavourful sausage slices and rich tomato sauce. 

The seminar room was a treat for the senses. It was a perfect combination of rich tomato sauce, manly sweat and strong coffee that was probably strong enough to keep them awake all night if needed.

Pizza, coffee and doughnuts. The perfect university diet if there ever was one.

During the Christmas break, a lot of the football men had gone on a lads’ holiday to the Alps, gone skiing and had a blast. Harry hadn’t been invited no matter how much he liked them and they liked him.

A lot of the women had gone out clubbing, partying and spa treatments over New Year, because that was what women did. Harry couldn’t think of anything worse even though he had been invited as a member of the Women’s Football Society.

They were all laughing, having a great time and Harry was really happy for them.

The football societies were great groups to be a part of. Ruby and Thomas had done a great job stamping out sexism, they always held good socials and it was just nice to be part of a community. 

A few moments later, Sean opened the door, he hugged someone and brought them inside and then everyone went wild. 

Harry couldn’t see who it was but everyone was clearly happy, relieved and he had never seen so many fist bumps. 

When all the fist bumps, handshakes and quick conversations had died down, Harry just grinned to himself because Riley was here, he was back and he was okay.

Harry’s cheeks turned warm, warm sweat rolled down his back and his hands turned clammy.

“Hey stranger,” Harry said towards him.

Riley grinned, came over and they hugged. Harry flat out loved the sheer warmth of Riley’s body and the attraction, chemistry and electricity that flowed between them.

When he was enough of a man, Harry was so determined to ask him out. 

Riley looked so hot in his fake leather jacket that highlighted his fit, slightly muscular body perfectly. His long black curls were messy, all over his handsome face and his deep emerald eyes were so alluring. Harry was sure he was never going to get tired of looking into them.

“You look amazing,” Riley said.

Harry didn’t know how to react. His entire body tensed, his chest tightened and he just wanted to grab a blanket or coat to hide himself.

He took a deep breath of the coffee, sweat and pizza scented air and it was okay. He liked his body, he had had top surgery and he didn’t need to hide his body as much now.

He looked like a man with his black sportswear t-shirt, trousers and trainers. And it was Riley, he would never say anything wrong because he was kind, perfect and just lovely.

Riley sat on the table next to him, Harry moved slightly closer than friends normally sit together and Riley rested his head against the wall.

“So, how does it feel to finally have your surgery?” Harry asked grinning.

Harry’s chest felt light, fuzzy and like it was going to explode.

“Amazing,” Harry said. “The recovery was a bit of a pain because I missed the end-of-term exams, but it’s brilliant. I don’t have to hide my body as much when I get changed, I don’t have to wear a bra and ah, it is the best feeling ever,”

“I’m so happy for you,” 

Riley gestured if he wanted a hug, Harry nodded because he would never say no to touching him and they hugged. Harry smiled to himself. He flat out loved the warm feeling of their bodies together and he was surprised at how naturally their bodies fit together and how right it felt.

He never wanted to stop hugging him, but Sean came over, Riley broke the hug and Harry really wanted Sean to go away. This was his time with Riley.

“You said you were in hospital mate,” Sean said, “what was that about?” 

The entire seminar room went silent, everyone focused on Riley and Harry wanted to hug Riley as his face dropped. 

Riley’s face went ghostly white, he shook a little and he checked his phone. Harry leant over slightly and saw the reading. His glucose levels were 7.5, so he presumed that was okay but he wasn’t sure.

Thomas, wearing the shiny blue football kit of the Society with the Kent University logo over the left breast, came over and stood next to Riley.

“Are you okay?” Thomas asked. “As President I need to know if my players are medically fit to play. We have competitions coming up,”

Riley looked at the ground, his hands shook a little and Harry could see how shaken he was. He clearly didn’t know how to handle the situation. Harry’s hands formed fists. Harry wanted to tell everyone to just back off, give Riley some space and treat him as a friend first and foremost.

But Harry couldn’t. He had tried arguing with footballers and they were all the same, whether they were men or women. No one listened to him.

And that just sucked.
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19th January 2026

Canterbury, England

Riley felt his entire body tense, tighten and cold sweat rolled down his back. He bit his lip. He didn't want this. He wanted to just talk, hang out and laugh with his friends. He didn't want an interrogation. 

His damn levels were going up, probably because of the anxiety. He was sure that's what the Diabetic team said but he wasn't certain. This was a nightmare. 

Riley rested his head on the cold wall, focused on the wonderful feeling of Harry's fit, lean body pressed against him and his cute smile that crinkled his sapphire eyes. 

He was going to be okay. 

Riley leant forward. The delicious, mouthwatering hints of strong bitter coffee, creamy doughnuts and greasy, wonderful pizza filled his senses. The delightful taste of gooey cheesy pizza, greasy pepperoni and sweet peppers formed on his tongue. 

And he couldn't have any of it without a lot of hassle. 

Thomas took a step closer. Riley looked up at the hulking man in the university football kit in front of him. Thomas's eyes were hard, narrow and he hadn't missed this side of Thomas. 

He was a great friend, but a tough captain. It was probably why the society had already won the most competitions in the autumn term in years. Thomas was a good captain. 

Riley's legs were tense, slightly shaking and his stomach churned. 

Everyone was staring at him, people weren't even eating their pizza and for university students that was seriously saying something. 

Riley stood up, sighed and everyone leant a little closer. 

"I'm type 1 diabetic. I was in hospital because my levels were too low so I went into a coma three times for a few days and I've been learning a lot about my condition,"

Thomas nodded, paced round and everyone focused on Thomas and only Thomas. 

Riley jumped at Harry's wonderfully warm touch on his back. He wished Harry was touching him lower, but he couldn't say that or ask him out. Harry was his best friend, he didn't want to ruin their friendship and he didn't want to burden Harry. 

He was barely managing his diabetes. He didn't want to burden Harry with something so awful and just damn annoying. 

"Thanks for telling us," Thomas said still pacing round. "How will it affect your game?"

Riley opened his mouth then closed it. He didn't know. He had told the diabetes team about his love of sports, they had explained that exercise makes him use more sugar so his levels will drop so it wasn't a ban on sports. Yet playing football on a competitive level for 90 minutes. That probably wouldn't happen. 

The realisation hit Riley like a ton of bricks. He loved football. He wasn't the best striker, defender and he was a rubbish goalie but this was his world. Or at least this was how he made friends. 

This was the one space in the autumn term where he could just be himself. He didn't have to be a psychology student, a son or the friendly helper who supported everyone with their assignments just because it was the right thing to do. 

Now, his diabetes was taking his social life from him. 

“I need an answer," Thomas said. 

Sean gestured Riley to answer, everyone else gestured him to answer too and Riley's stomach churned even more. 

He really didn't want to admit it. 

"I can't play competitively," Thomas said. "Playing 90 minutes will probably be too much. I'll have to stop, check my levels and deal with them if I have a hypo,"

He didn't have the heart to tell his teammates that he was still newly diagnosed so his carb-to-insulin ratios would be off for the next few months. He still hated it when the diabetes team told him it takes on average 6 to 12 months for a diabetic to get their ratios right.

He just wanted everything to go back to normal. 

Thomas nodded, turned around and Harry gently grabbed Riley's wrist and pulled him closer. Riley smiled. His stomach relaxed, he felt a little fuzzy and a little happier that he was so close to Harry. 

Maybe the only person in the room who actually cared about him for him. 

"We have competitions all term," Thomas said. "The more wins we get, the more funding the student union gives us next year. We need the money for new equipment,"

Riley frowned. He knew exactly where this was going and he still wanted to play. He checked his levels and they were 9.7. 

Riley got out his rucksack, grabbed his water bottle and downed it. The taste of the slightly cold water wasn't the best, but it was the best way to bring down glucose levels besides exercise. 

"I'm removing Riley from the team. He can't play competitively anymore but it means we don't have another male player. I'll bring in Asher for a bit but he isn't good enough for competitive,"

Everyone erupted into their own conversations, suggesting friends of theirs or themselves who would be good enough to replace Riley and Riley's blood boiled. He should have just gone back to his accommodation tonight, revised his autumn term content and posted in the group chat for the cohort if everyone had had a nice Christmas break. 

He knew it was silly at times but he liked his cohort group chat. He enjoyed the psychology conversations and helping people with whatever psychology questions they had. 

At least he would still be in the football society at competitive level. 

The only level that actually mattered. 

Riley looked behind him, gestured Harry to put himself forward and Harry grinned then crawled up into a ball. Riley rubbed his wonderfully smooth hands briefly. 

Harry was an amazing striker on the field. He constantly scored goals, he was fast, nimble and his ability to come up with team strategy was second to none. 

"Are you sure you don't want to apply for the men's team?" Riley asked quietly. "They know and accept you're a boy,"

Harry shrugged. "Another time,"

But as Riley saw the pain, confusion and hopelessness on Harry's handsome face, he couldn't help feeling that there was something Harry wasn't telling him. 

And that just killed him inside.
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19th January 2026

Canterbury, England

Harry almost couldn't believe how lovely, fun and funny the past few hours had been. It had been wonderful talking, catching up and hugging beautiful Riley again after so long apart.

Harry and Riley went across the university plaza with the heavy concrete slabs under their feet. Their boots clapped against the hard concrete and the sound echoed on the smooth glass buildings, the large glass windows of the expensive coffee shop, supermarket and bookstore on campus. 

Harry tried to catch himself in the reflection of the window displays. He wanted to see if he looked as so-called amazing as Riley thought. Sure, he had an amazing flat chest, but he just wasn't sure his face, hips and legs were right yet. 

He couldn't see his reflection because of the small golden lights that highlighted the rich displays of the bookstores. The bright vibrant covers of the latest science fiction and magical fantasy books looked great, but the glass didn't reflect well. 

Normally, the coffee shop window with its wooden tables, pale counter and nice almost romantic string lights were better at night for reflections, not tonight. 

Harry pushed away the silly thoughts. The cold night breeze brushed his cheeks, his light jacket barely did anything to protect him and Harry so badly wanted to wrap his arms around Riley's fit waist. Partly because he liked the feeling of the warm leather jacket and partly because he just wanted to be close to Riley. 

There were a few other university students in their jackets, coats and jeans hanging round the picnic tables littering the plaza. He tried to see if he knew any of them but they were all identical to him. They nailed the typical student look and he couldn't make out anything special about them. 

Another cold breeze brushed their cheeks. Harry enjoyed the sweet hints of Riley's floral, slightly spicy aftershave, manly musk and a little sweat from being in the jam-packed seminar room for a few hours. 

Riley shivered, moved closer to Harry and Harry liked how close they were to each other. It was just on the border between friends and more than friends. Just how he liked it. 

"Thanks for noticing me," Harry said grinning. "It means a lot. No one else really cares about my progress,"

Riley stepped over a crack in the plaza. "I'll always notice you, and thanks for just treating me as a normal guy. Everyone is so obsessed with my levels, my health and me not going to hospital. Sometimes it feels like they forget about me as a person,"

Harry bit his lower lip. He didn't have the heart to tell him how important he was. He hated the idea of Riley in hospital. Riley was too kind, too caring and way too supportive for anything bad to happen to him. 

They left the plaza, went down a long bricked road towards the university flats and handful of willow trees that lined the road waved in the cold breeze. 

"How are the grades?" Riley asked, grinning. 

Harry rolled his eyes, Riley got out his phone and checked his levels. 

"You okay?" Harry asked, hoping beyond hope Riley would forget about his grades. 

"5.2. I'm getting lower so I'll have a biscuit before bed and hopefully I'll be okay,"

Harry opened his mouth and forced himself to close it. He wanted to offer Riley to sleep in his room, watch him throughout the night and make sure he was okay. He just wanted his best friend to be safe, secure and not have a hypo on him, but he couldn't. 

They were only friends and that's all they could ever be. Riley wouldn't want to date someone like him. He needed to prove to everyone that he was a proper boy.

"And hey," Riley said, "you're changing the subject. How are your grades? We have classes tomorrow," 

Harry's stomach churned, a headache corkscrewed across his forehead and his heart pounded in his chest. 

"Not the best," Harry said not daring to look at cute Riley in the dim light of the road. 

Riley shrugged. "Let me help you. I help everyone else with stats, writing and everything. What do you find hard?"

Harry smiled. He liked how sweet, cute and genuine Riley's own smile was. He really wanted to help him and no one had really ever done that before. 

An icy cold breeze brushed his cheeks, they both kept going down the road and hooked a right towards the immense glass apartment buildings. 

"Stats is the main one, and academic writing. I just can't do it. No matter how good I think I am. I just can't do it," Harry said.

Harry started shaking. He didn't want to fail. He didn't want to disappoint his mum and dad. They had already given him everything he ever wanted. They paid for hormones, top surgery and paid for a private gender dysphoria diagnosis. 

No other trans person had parents as supportive as him. 

He just had to make them proud. He wanted to graduate and he had to score high enough to get his year in industry. He needed that work experience so badly. 

He-

Riley hugged him tight. Harry loved how naturally their warm bodies fit together, and his entire body felt so relaxed, warm and safe. 

"It's going to be okay," Riley said. "I'm here for you. I'm always here,"

Harry was about to say something when Riley's phone went off. Riley got out his phone and groaned. 

"Shit," Riley said. "I'm below five. I need to go, have a biscuit and rest. I don't want a damn hypo,"

Harry didn't know what to do. He wanted to offer Riley to hang out more in his room, he wanted to hang out like they always did but diabetes had to come first. 

"Um, bye," Harry said patting Riley on the shoulder. 

As soon as he did the silly action he wanted the entire ground to swallow him whole. Who the hell tapped someone's shoulder as a goodbye? 

Riley turned to leave. "For what it's worth, I would like to hang out with you more. See you tomorrow at class, and your grades are going to be fine,"

Harry only nodded. 

And as he watched the beautiful man he was starting to fall for walk away on the dangerous edge of a hypo, something that had the power to kill, his stomach churned, his chest tightened and his hands shook. 

Another headache corkscrewed across his forehead, the thought of grades, failing and assignments slammed into his mind.

And he just needed a distraction however unhealthy it was. 

He opened his hookup app, found a guy and went for some brilliant, fun, meaningless sex. 

Anything was better than worrying about Riley, his grades and his future.
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23rd January 2026

Canterbury, England

Riley had flat out loved the past few days of lectures, catching up with coursemates and his levels had been relatively stable. He still wasn't happy that he had a hypo yesterday and that was scary as hell to deal with alone, but he managed. 

He could do this. He was safe and he could manage university.

The cold evening air wrapped around him as he walked across the massive circular field at the edge of the university. The field was equally the size of three football pitches, the white lines were fresh and bright, so they would probably only last a week, and Riley was excited to finally be back where he belonged. 

A football pitch felt like home. 

There were a few groups of university students in their black coats, jeans and rucksacks sitting on the far side of the field. They were so far away they only looked like large ants, but they all looked identical to Riley. 

A few large black cars drove into the small car park just behind him, they somehow managed to park over two bays each (how some people were so bad at parking was just beyond him) and a group of hockey players rushed into the massive white sports building behind the car park.

He had never really liked the sports building. It just stuck out like a sore thumb with its dirty white paint that was peeling off at the edges, the cracks on the roof made it look ancient and it wasn't exactly the warmest building. Riley looked away from it. 

The cold evening air smelt of damp, freshly cut grass and sickeningly sweet strawberry vape. It was probably from the university students on the other side of the field. He had tried vaping once but it was too sweet, too chemical and just horrible. 

He went across the soft field, waved at his team members who were just warming up by kicking the ball round to each other and they waved and said hello to him. 

Riley was relieved to finally be back in his blue Kent University football kit, and the other guys looked hot as hell. The football kit showed off everyone's muscles, toned bodies and broad shoulders perfectly. 

None of them were Harry hot, but they were good enough. 

Thomas jogged over to him, smiled and gestured towards all the other men in their tight football kits. 

"You ready for a light 5-a-side?" Thomas asked. 

Riley nodded. He had been 7.6 when he left his accommodation, he had walked here and he should be fine. He could do this and have fun. 

He checked his phone, his levels were 5.9 and Riley's stomach tensed. He frowned to himself. He had a bloody biscuit, he had rested all afternoon and he had been so damn careful. 

Diabetes just sucked and he didn't want to drop too much more and-

Riley forced himself to take a refreshing breath of the cool evening air with hints of strawberry vape, grass and damp. He had packed everything into his rucksack, he was calm and he was going to be okay. 

"Yeah, I can play and I'm excited," Riley said. 

Thomas grinned. "Good man. You can't play competitively anymore but it's good to still have you with us," 

Thomas jogged away, Riley put his rucksack down next to the pile of everyone else's and he went over to them. 

"Let's go," Sean said, kicking the ball at him.

"Play," Thomas shouted. 

Everyone zoomed after Riley. He loved it. The thrill of the game. The chase. He ran with the ball. 

He leapt over one player. He kicked it gently. He passed to another player. 

An enemy player kicked the ball. Another enemy player got it. Thomas ran towards it. 

The other player was quick. Too quick. The enemy player raced across the pitch. 

Riley's legs burnt. His feet pounded the soft field. His heart pounded. 

Riley went faster, faster, faster. He had to get the ball. He wanted to win. 

His phone buzzed. Riley stopped. Another player smashed into him. Riley fell. 

Riley landed with a thud. The cold field pressed into him and chilled his skin with a nasty bite. 

Another player ran over him, stomped on his stomach and Riley's eyes widened. Pain shot through him. 

Thomas shouted to stop. Everyone rushed over to Riley. Riley didn't want to move. He checked his phone.

3.8.

Riley's hands formed fists. His stomach churned. Rage shot through him.

All he had wanted was to play a damn game of football with his friends. He wanted a normal life. He wanted to have fun. 

His diabetes wouldn't even give him that. 

He shook away the silly thought. 

He had to focus on the positive, healing and getting his glucose levels up. 

Before it was too late.
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