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Voice Memo #1
October 12th, 11:47 PM
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Beep

Another Friday night rounds done. Floor's quiet. Mostly. Just me walking the empty hallways, making sure doors are locked, no one's drunk enough to choke on their own vomit. Standard RA shit. I should be in my room, maybe catching up on the psych reading I've been blowing off all week. But I'm not. I'm standing outside room 3B, just... listening.

There's a light under the door. Alex. Again.

I should knock. I should write him up. Quiet hours started at eleven. It's almost midnight. But my hand just hangs in the air like an idiot. I can hear faint music in there, something instrumental and moody. Probably what he listens to when he's drawing.

God, his drawings.

I saw them yesterday during the scheduled room inspection. Just a quick glance, really. I was supposed to be checking for prohibited appliances and making sure his fire escape path was clear. But then I saw them tacked up on his wall. Not the typical band posters or pinups. These were... people. Raw. Captured in moments that felt too private to be on a dorm room wall. A girl crying on a subway platform. An old man laughing so hard his face was a roadmap of wrinkles. And... one of a guy, just his bare back and shoulders, looking out a window. The way he'd used charcoal to define the muscles along his spine... I couldn't look away. I felt like I was intruding, which is insane, since it's my job to be in there.

Alex just smirked at me, leaning against his desk. "Like what you see, Noah?" And I swear to God, my brain just short-circuited. I mumbled something about the window being a fire hazard and basically fled. Fled. From my own resident.

I've never had this problem before. Back home, I dated Jessica for almost a year. I know what attraction feels like. I know how to talk to girls. This is... not that. This is a knot in my stomach every time I see him in the hallway. This is me finding excuses to walk past the art building on my way to class. This is me standing outside his door at midnight, wishing I had a reason to go in.

He's just a guy. A resident. This is my job. This is... confusing. I don't even know what I'd say if I did knock. "Hey, it's your RA, Noah. Just checking in. Also, I think I might be losing my mind because I can't stop thinking about the way your hair falls over your eyes when you're concentrating on a drawing."

Yeah. That would go over well.

I need to get a grip. I just need to go back to my room and forget about it. About him. I'm straight. I'm Noah, the responsible RA. Not some creep who gets weird feelings about the art student down the hall. Right?
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Voice Memo #2
October 19th, 1:13 AM
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Beep

Can't sleep. Again. Third night this week. My brain won't shut off. It's just... running in circles. And it always stops at the same place. Alex.

What is wrong with me?

I'm staring at the ceiling in this empty room. My RA room. My own private space, and I've never felt more trapped. I tried counting sheep. I tried reading my psych textbook until the words blurred. Nothing works. Because the second I close my eyes, I see him. That smirk. The charcoal under his fingernails. The way he looked at me when he said, "Like what you see, Noah?"

My dick is hard. It's been hard for an hour. Just from thinking. This is insane.

I grabbed my phone. My thumb hovered over the browser, knowing exactly what I needed. What I always do when this happens. A quick fix. Find some hot chick, get off, roll over, and finally get some sleep. That's how it works. That's who I am.

So I'm scrolling. Videos. Some blonde getting railed from behind. Another one with a redhead on her knees. They're hot. I should be into this. My dick is definitely interested, leaking all over my stomach, but my mind... my mind is somewhere else. I'm watching this muscular guy with dark hair pounding into some girl whose face I can barely see, and all I can think is... his hair kind of falls like Alex's does. And his shoulders... they're broad like Alex's.

I stop scrolling. My thumb freezes on the screen. I'm not even looking at the girl anymore. I'm just watching him. Watching the muscles in his back tense with every thrust. Watching the way his ass clenches. And I'm wondering... I'm actually wondering if that's what Alex's ass looks like under those worn-out jeans he always wears. If he has that same line down his spine.

My hand is moving now, stroking my cock. It's so hard it's almost hurting. I'm watching this guy, and I'm trying to imagine him. I'm trying to imagine Alex. What does his dick look like? Is he cut? Is he big? God, what am I even thinking?

The guy on screen pulls out and starts jacking off over the girl's face. His head is thrown back, his mouth open in this silent scream. And all I can see is his face. The pure ecstasy on it. And I'm wondering if Alex looks like that when he cums. If his eyes roll back in his head. If he makes that same sound.

That thought. That one thought about Alex's face... it's like a trigger. I'm cumming so hard I can't breathe. Ropes of it, hitting my chest, my stomach, my chin. It's everywhere. And for a second, it's the best feeling in the world.

And then I open my eyes.

And I'm laying here in a pool of my own mess, my chest heaving, and the video is still playing on my phone. Some girl is wiping cum off her face. And I feel... sick. My stomach is turning. This isn't me. This isn't who I am. I like girls. I dated Jessica for a year. I've never once looked at a guy like this. Never once wondered what another man's ass looks like. Never once gotten off thinking about a man's face when he orgasms.

Who am I?
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Voice Memo #3
October 21st, 4:32 PM
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Beep

It happened. We talked. Actually talked. Not just me stammering about fire hazards or him smirking at me from his doorway.

I was in the tiny RA office on the third floor, drowning in paperwork. Housing forms, incident reports, a request for a room change because someone's roommate snores too loud. Total bullshit. My head was down, trying to focus, when the door creaked open. I didn't even look up. "Office hours are over in fifteen minutes, you can sign the sheet and I'll get to it tomorrow."

No answer. Just the sound of the door clicking shut and the soft shuffle of feet on the linoleum. I finally looked up, annoyed, ready to tell some freshman to piss off.

It was Alex.

He was just leaning against the door, watching me. He had this little smile on his face, like he knew a secret I didn't. "Didn't mean to disturb the all-powerful RA," he said, his voice low. "Just had a question."

My throat went dry. I straightened up in my chair, trying to look official. "Shoot."

He pushed off the door and walked toward my desk. Slowly. He was wearing that same grey t-shirt he always wears, the one that's a little too tight across his shoulders. "I was wondering," he said, trailing his fingers along the back of the empty chair in front of my desk, "if there are any rules against... artistic expression in the common areas."

I blinked. "What kind of expression?"

He leaned forward, putting his hands on the back of the chair, his face just a couple of feet from mine. I could smell him. Soap and something else, something clean and warm. "I've been working on a new piece. A mural, maybe. For the big wall in the lounge. I thought it might brighten the place up."

My brain was short-circuiting. He was so close. I could see the little flecks of gold in his brown eyes. "I... I don't think that's against the rules," I managed to say. "You'd have to submit a proposal to Residence Life, get it approved..."

He smiled wider. "I was hoping you might be my first approval."

And just like that, he winked. It was fast. Almost imperceptible. But I saw it. And my entire body reacted. A jolt, like electricity, shot straight through me. My heart started hammering against my ribs. For a split second, I was thrilled. Exhilarated. This was it. This was the thing I'd been thinking about, the thing I'd been jacking off to, the thing that made me feel sick and confused and alive all at once. He was flirting with me. It had to be real.

I opened my mouth to say something. Anything. 'Yes.' 'Do it.' 'I don't care about the rules.'

And then the horror crashed down on me.

What if I was wrong? What if he was just being friendly? What if he winks at everyone? What if I'm just the desperate, confused
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