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The door clicks shut behind them, the sound too loud in the small dorm room.

Justin freezes with his hand still on the knob, heart thudding so hard he’s sure Cody can hear it. The room smells faintly like laundry detergent and the stale edge of coffee—his space, his routine, the place he’s always been able to retreat and breathe. Having Cody in it feels like a violation of something sacred.

Or an invitation.

Neither of them moves at first.

Cody stands a few feet away, broad shoulders filling the narrow space between the desk and the bed, hands shoved into the pockets of his jacket like he’s trying to keep them there on purpose. The desk lamp casts a low amber glow across the room, catching the sharp line of his jaw, the mouth Justin has thought about far too often. He looks calm. Too calm. Like this isn’t wrecking him the way it should be.

This is a mistake, Justin thinks immediately.

Not a small one. Not a forgivable one. The kind that shifts the ground under your feet and leaves you wondering how long it’s been moving.

He knows better. He does know better.

He’s had this conversation with himself a hundred times—usually in the dark, usually when he’s alone. The team. The season. The way everything here runs on unspoken rules. The way silence already feels like a contract he didn’t remember signing but somehow agreed to anyway.

And still—Cody is here.

Cody’s gaze moves through the room without comment, not because it’s unfamiliar, but because it isn’t. The same narrow layout. The same bed pushed too close to the wall. The desk cluttered just enough to look lived in. It mirrors his own place in a way that makes Justin acutely aware of how thin the line is between their lives.

“Pretty much identical to mine,” Cody says quietly.

Justin exhales a soft laugh. “Yeah. Welcome to premium campus living.”

Cody smiles—small, knowing—and it lands harder than it should. That smile has always been the problem. Not because it’s rare, but because it’s easy. Because it makes everything between them feel ordinary instead of dangerous. And because of the way Cody looks at him now, like he’s aware of exactly how close they’re standing to something they both know they shouldn’t touch.

The silence stretches again.

Justin shifts his weight, heart pounding. “You shouldn’t have come over.”

“I know,” Cody says.

He takes a step closer anyway.

Not rushed. Not uncertain. Just close enough that Justin can feel the heat radiating off him, the subtle change in the air. Cody’s breath brushes Justin’s mouth when he speaks again, lower this time.

“But I wanted to.”

That’s it.

Justin’s restraint snaps so fast it almost scares him. His hands come up before he can stop them, fingers curling into the front of Cody’s jacket, pulling him in like instinct has taken over where logic failed. The kiss lands hard—mouth to mouth, unguarded, all the things Justin has been holding back crashing together at once.

Cody makes a low sound against his lips and responds instantly, hands coming up to frame Justin’s face, thumbs brushing his jaw like he’s grounding himself. Their mouths move together with desperate precision, not careful, not tentative. This isn’t discovery—it’s recognition.

Cody’s tongue slides against Justin’s, warm and insistent, and Justin groans despite himself, the sound swallowed between them. His entire body lights up, awareness flooding every nerve ending like he’s been waiting for this exact moment without admitting it.

This is exactly why he shouldn’t be doing this.

Cody presses him back toward the bed without breaking the kiss, bodies fitting together with frightening ease. Justin feels everything at once—the solid press of Cody’s chest, the strength in his arms, the way his hands settle at Justin’s ass like they’ve memorized the shape already.

Justin’s thoughts scatter.

He should stop this. He should push Cody away, say something sensible, something final. He should remember the vow he made to himself about not living in silence, about not letting fear dictate his choices.

But God—he likes Cody.

Likes him in a way that’s already rewritten the rules. Likes the steadiness, the confidence, the way Cody kisses him like this isn’t a fluke or a mistake or a phase. Like he’s chosen. Like he matters.

Cody’s hand slides up Justin’s back, fingers splaying wide, grounding and possessive all at once. The touch sends a sharp rush of heat through him, and Justin arches into it before he can think better of it. Their kiss slows—not cooling, but deepening—tongues dragging, mouths lingering, breath shared like a secret that can’t be unsaid.

Justin breaks away first, breath ragged, forehead dropping to Cody’s shoulder.

“Fuck,” he mutters.

Cody stills immediately.

His hands stay where they are, but they don’t move. He doesn’t push, doesn’t chase. When he speaks, his mouth brushes Justin’s ear instead of his lips, voice roughened by restraint.

“We should stop,” Cody says.

Justin closes his eyes and nods, even as his body protests the space opening between them. His hands slide reluctantly from Cody’s jacket, leaving behind heat that feels too exposed without contact.

“This shouldn’t be happening,” Justin says quietly, the words tasting like a lie and a truth at the same time.

“I know,” Cody replies.

The silence that follows is heavier than the kiss ever was.

Cody steps back, giving Justin space he didn’t ask for but suddenly needs. The distance feels wrong immediately—like something essential has been pulled away too fast, leaving him unbalanced.

They look at each other for a long moment.

Cody’s expression is unreadable now—controlled, careful, carrying something unsaid behind his eyes. Justin recognizes it instantly.

That look is the beginning of the quiet.

Nothing is resolved.
Nothing is promised.
And Justin knows—absolutely—that this is the last time it will ever feel this easy.

The silence is already closing in.
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Morning comes too fast.

I wake up before my alarm, the room still dim, my body already tense like it knows something I’m not ready to face yet. For a few seconds, I just lie there staring at the ceiling, trying to hold onto the quiet before my thoughts catch up.

They do anyway.

The memory hits hard and immediate—Cody’s mouth on mine, the weight of him, the way the air in the room felt charged and thin at the same time. The sound of the door closing. The way we stopped. The way he stepped back like restraint was a switch he could flip if he tried hard enough.

I sit up and rub my face with both hands, dragging myself back into the present. The room looks exactly the same as it did last night. My desk chair slightly crooked. My shoes kicked halfway under the bed. My phone face down on the desk where I left it, dark and silent.

No message.

I don’t know what I expected.

I swing my legs over the side of the bed and stand, the cold floor grounding me in a way I didn’t realize I needed. My body feels heavy, like it’s carrying something it hasn’t figured out how to set down yet. There’s a dull ache low in my chest—not heartbreak, not regret. Something quieter. Something unresolved.

I told myself I wouldn’t live in silence.

The thought comes uninvited, sharp and inconvenient. I don’t push it away. I just let it sit there, heavy and unfinished.

Last night wasn’t silence. Not really. It was heat and breath and the kind of closeness that doesn’t leave room for pretending. If anything, it was the opposite—too loud, too honest. And maybe that’s why it couldn’t last.

I shower quickly, letting the water run hotter than usual, trying to wash the feeling of Cody’s hands off my skin. It doesn’t work. I can still feel the memory of his grip at my waist, the way his mouth moved against mine like he wasn’t guessing, like he knew exactly what he wanted until he didn’t.

By the time I’m dressed, my jaw hurts from clenching it.

Practice looms in my mind like an unavoidable fact. I tell myself to focus on that—on the routine, the structure, the rules that have always made sense. Football doesn’t ask questions. It rewards discipline. Control. Silence, in its own way.

I grab my bag and head out, locking the door behind me with more force than necessary.

The walk to the facility feels longer than usual. Campus is already waking up—people moving with purpose, headphones in, coffee cups in hand. Normal life. Ordinary mornings. No one looks like they’ve just crossed a line they don’t know how to step back from.

When I get to the locker room, the noise hits
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