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Dimitri dropped onto the bench, iced coffee in one hand, the other shielding his eyes from the morning sun. Jayden was already mid-story, laughing so hard he nearly spilled his drink.

“Dude, that girl in the sparkly top?” Jayden grinned wide. “She bent over to grab the mic and half the audience stopped breathing.”

Marcus snorted. “Her dress was one sneeze away from a wardrobe malfunction.”

“I wasn’t even looking at her face,” Zayn said, deadpan.

“You never are,” Dimitri muttered, smirking behind the rim of his cup.

Jayden leaned forward. “Tell me you guys saw the girl who did the chair routine. Red crop top. Black shorts. Moved like she was auditioning for a music video.”

“Oh, I saw her,” Marcus said. “Front row guy dropped his phone mid-routine. Just sat there. Eyes locked. Phone on the floor. Didn’t even blink.”

Zayn grinned. “Respect. Man had priorities.”

“I think my jeans have PTSD,” Dimitri added.

That got a round of laughter.

“You looked like you were holding your breath the whole time,” Jayden said, jabbing him in the side.

“Bro, I was trying not to get a public boner. The girl was grinding on thin air.”

“Hey, sometimes thin air hits different,” Marcus said.

“Can’t argue,” Zayn said, stretching his arms over his head. “I left the hall and my legs were still shaking.”

Dimitri raised an eyebrow. “You barely moved.”

“Exactly. And yet, I’m exhausted.”

Jayden laughed. “College events are chaos, man. One minute it’s poetry, next minute it’s softcore porn.”

“Softcore?” Marcus scoffed. “If that was soft, I don’t want to see hard.”

Dimitri sipped his drink, eyes still squinting against the sun. “All I’m saying is... if every talent show is like that, I’m never missing one again.”

Zayn chuckled. “You say that like you didn’t already buy front-row seats.”

Jayden grinned. “I saw you leaning forward, man. All intense.”

“I was paying attention,” Dimitri said.

“To her or her shorts?”

“Does it matter?”

“Nope,” Marcus said, standing. “Just makes me proud.”

The bench creaked as they shifted and stretched, the morning heat starting to build around them.

“Next time,” Jayden said, tossing his empty cup into the bin, “I’m bringing a towel. For sweat. And maybe shame.”

“No shame in appreciation,” Zayn muttered.

“Yo, look who finally decided to show up,” Jayden called out as Ryder strolled up, sunglasses on, hoodie half-zipped like he’d just rolled out of bed—or someone’s bed.

Ryder smirked. “Morning, ladies.”

“Where the hell were you last night?” Marcus asked, scooting over to make space. “You missed the live softcore hour.”

“Real talent show,” Zayn added. “Boobs. Bouncing. Floor splits. Dimitri almost proposed.”

Dimitri sipped his drink, deadpan. “You wish.”

Ryder dropped onto the bench. “Was at another party. Smaller crowd. Less... jiggling, apparently.”

Jayden laughed. “That’s on you, bro. We had a girl doing body rolls so slow, I thought time stopped.”

“Red top,” Zayn said. “No bra.”

Ryder raised a brow. “Sounds spiritual.”

Marcus grinned. “You’d have found religion, I swear.”

“You guys sound like you all fell in love.”

“Nah,” Jayden said. “Just lust. We’re still shallow.”

Dimitri leaned back. “You really missed out.”

Ryder shrugged, casual but a little too casual. “Yeah... I saw some clips on stories. Looked fun.”

Zayn nudged him. “You sound salty.”

“I’m not salty,” Ryder said, slow. “Just... nice to know I was replaced so easily.”

Marcus howled. “Replaced? Bro, it was boobs. We didn’t cheat on you—we sinned.”

Jayden pointed at Ryder’s smirk. “Nah, look at him. He’s wounded. Betrayed. Like we partied without our emotional support bro.”

Dimitri grinned. “Should’ve been there, man.”

“Maybe I didn’t want to see you drooling over every half-dressed girl on stage,” Ryder said, half-joking, eyes on Dimitri just a second too long.

It passed quickly. But not unnoticed.

Zayn cracked a smile. “Damn, were you planning to be the only half-dressed one?”

“Next show, maybe,” Ryder said with a smirk. “You guys need balance.”

Marcus stood up, stretching. “Alright, we gotta get to class. Let Ryder sit here and pout in peace.”

“Pouting’s hot now,” Jayden said, grabbing his bag. “Chicks love brooding types.”

“Yeah?” Ryder said. “Guess I’ll just sit here and seethe. Real sexy-like.”

Dimitri lingered for a beat longer, then nudged Ryder’s knee with his own.

“Next time, show up.”

Ryder shrugged. “Only if there’s a redhead doing splits.”

Jayden called out over his shoulder, “Or Dimitri doing them.”

The group laughed as they wandered off, leaving Ryder alone on the bench, sunglasses still on, but smile fading just a little.
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They were halfway through their usual lazy hangout under the quad tree when Ryder casually tossed an envelope onto the bench.

“Boom,” he said. “Early weekend gift.”

Jayden picked it up first. “No. Freaking. Way.”

Marcus leaned over his shoulder. “Are these—?”

“League match passes,” Zayn said, eyes wide. “Front row?”

Dimitri grabbed one, flipping it over like it might vanish. “Dude, these are impossible to get. It’s been sold out for weeks.”

“Exactly,” Jayden said, slapping Ryder’s arm. “How the hell did you score these?”

Ryder leaned back, calm as ever. “I know people.”

Marcus narrowed his eyes. “You barely know your own class schedule.”

Ryder smirked. “True. But I also know a guy who owes me a favor. And maybe that guy has a cousin with VIP access. And maybe I have charm. And legs.”

Zayn snorted. “So you flirted your way into these?”

“I never said that.”

Jayden shook his head, grinning. “I don’t know whether to thank you or be mildly concerned.”

“Do both,” Ryder said. “But mostly thank me. Because we’re watching the match from seats that cost more than my monthly rent.”

Marcus stared at the passes. “I’m actually scared. Is this, like, a setup? Are we all gonna be trafficked at halftime?”

“No promises,” Ryder said with a wink.

As the guys laughed and argued over who’d bring snacks, the bell rang in the distance.

One by one, they peeled off toward their classes, still buzzing about the match.

Dimitri lingered behind.

He glanced at Ryder. “Alright, seriously. Where’d you get these?”

Ryder pulled out his gum slowly, almost theatrically. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

“I would, yeah. It’s not like you just find front row league passes lying around.”

“I said I knew a guy.”

“You always say that when you’re dodging.”

Ryder grinned, chewing lazily. “Maybe I like being mysterious.”

Dimitri rolled his eyes. “You like attention.”

“That too.”

They sat in silence for a second, the buzz of campus life moving around them.

Then Ryder stretched, slid his phone back into his pocket. “Hey. You driving today?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Car’s in for service. Mind dropping me home after classes?”

Dimitri raised a brow. “That’s what all this was, huh? Buttering us up for a ride?”

“I gave you front row seats to a sold-out game,” Ryder said. “I think I earned shotgun.”

Dimitri shook his head, smirking. “Fine. But I’m picking the playlist.”

Ryder stood up, slinging his bag over his shoulder. “Just don’t play anything that makes me cry.”

“No promises.”

They walked off together, Ryder just a half step behind, smile unreadable.

The parking lot buzzed with students spilling out after the last class, but Dimitri stood by his car, scanning.

No sign of Ryder.

He checked his phone. No texts. No missed calls.

With a sigh, he hit dial.

Ryder picked up on the third ring.

“Yo...”

The voice was low—rough, breathy.

Dimitri frowned. “Where the hell are you?”

“Gym... faculty building,” Ryder said between what sounded like strained breaths. “Just—gimme ten...”

“You alright?”

A soft grunt slipped through the speaker. Then a voice—someone else—low, deep, close:

“It won’t be just ten, babe.”

Dimitri froze. “Was that—?”

Ryder exhaled sharply, breath catching like he was trying to mute it. “Don’t... don’t worry. Just—wait for me, yeah?”

“I mean... sure. You good though?”

“Peachy,” Ryder breathed. “Just... working something out.”

There was a faint, wet sound—slow and deliberate.

Another voice again, barely above a whisper, but thick with heat:

“He sounds cute.”

Dimitri’s grip tightened around his phone. “You want me to wait in the car?”

“Yeah...” Ryder muttered, voice heavier now. “Please.”

Then a sound—too quick to mistake. Lips. Kissing. Deep, slow, and wet.

Dimitri ended the call before he could hear more.

He stared at the screen, jaw tight, chest oddly still.

Dimitri didn’t wait long.

Something felt off—too off. His chest was tight, his skin buzzing like he was missing something obvious. And then that voice from the phone replayed in his head.

“He sounds cute.”

That wet noise. That breathless tone.

He got out of the car and headed straight for the gym faculty building.

Inside, the air was thick—warm and humid, like the aftermath of too many bodies moving too close. He turned down the hallway—

Then froze.

A loud, breathy moan echoed through the
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