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Fallon hated the smell of the locker room.

Not because it was gross—though it was, especially after back-to-back practices—but because it smelled like endings. Like the part of the day where everyone else got to shower, change, and move on.

She never moved on.

She sat on the edge of the bench in front of her locker, still in her soaked gear, shin guards half-off, cleats untied, tape around her fingers peeling at the corners. Her hair stuck to her forehead in humid strands, and her sports bra was damp enough to feel like a second skin.

Everyone else had already left. Laughter had faded. Doors had slammed. The water in the showers had stopped hissing ten minutes ago.

She could still hear voices through the wall—the men’s side. Lower, rougher, more distant. A burst of laughter. A locker slamming. A deep voice saying something she couldn’t make out.

She didn’t have to.

Fallon knew exactly who it was.

Malik Rivera.

They didn’t talk. Not anymore. Not unless they had to. And even then, it was short—tight nods, clipped words, the occasional shared glance across the field that felt like a slap more than anything else.
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