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Introduction



All characters in my fictional stories are ALWAYS adults. 







  
  
Chapter 1





There was no mistaking who he was. 

Brent McAllister. Six-foot-four. Defensive powerhouse. Built like a truck and just as subtle. The guy who led the college team to a division championship last fall and made sure everyone knew it.

And now he was standing in the doorway of their shared dorm room, blocking the light, eyes fixed on Mason like he was something to be sized up—and maybe broken in.

“You my new roommate?” Brent asked, not even pretending to sound interested.

Mason swallowed. “Uh. Yeah. Mason Kittredge.”

Brent didn’t offer a handshake. He stepped inside, tossing his duffel bag onto the bed Mason wasn’t sitting on.

“Good. That one’s mine.”

He pointed at the mattress where Mason had just unpacked his laptop.

Mason blinked. “Oh. I didn’t—sorry, I didn’t know it mattered.”

“It does.” Brent dropped down onto the edge of the bed with a grunt, cracking open a bottle of water. He didn’t offer one. “The window stays shut at night. I sleep shirtless. And don’t touch my protein powder unless you want to get slapped.”

Mason stared. Was he joking?

He wasn’t.

Brent’s eyes narrowed as they landed on the neat little stack of books Mason had arranged at the edge of his desk. “You a nerd or something?”

“I—uh, I’m an English major.”

“Yeah. Nerd.” He said it without heat. But it didn’t feel friendly, either.

Mason rubbed the back of his neck and started moving his stuff to the other bed. He should’ve requested a single. Should’ve taken the hint when the RA called him last-minute and said his old roommate had bailed. Should’ve known this would be... weird.

Brent stretched out and kicked off his shoes. His legs were long. Tanned. Covered in a scatter of scars and bruises from sports. He had the kind of casual dominance that didn’t need to be announced—he just was in charge, and everyone else adjusted. The kind of guy Mason had always wished he could be like.

He tried not to stare.

“Where you from?” Brent asked, not looking at him.

“Vermont.”

He snorted. “Figures. Bet you’re one of those quiet types who blushes if someone says damn.”

Mason said nothing. He did blush, though.

Brent grinned, eyes flicking to him. “You’re gonna be fun.”

That night, Mason lay in bed pretending to read, but every sound Brent made pulled his focus. The rustle of sheets. The soft thump of weights being shifted in the corner. The low grunt as Brent pulled his shirt off and stood in front of the mirror, flexing abs that looked practically airbrushed.

Mason bit the inside of his cheek and looked away.

“You got rules too, nerd?” Brent asked.

“What?”

“Rules. You know—stuff that bugs you. Some guys don’t like loud music. Some don’t like company.”

“Oh. Um. I guess just... like, no sex while I’m in the room.”

Brent turned slowly.

“No sex?” he repeated, clearly amused. “What if you’re asleep?”

“I—well, I’d still be here.”

Brent grinned. “You gonna stop me?”

Mason went red to the ears.

“Relax. I’m not into randos. Too much drama. But I do hook up once in a while. If you ever bring anyone back, you better warn me first.” He scratched his stomach absently. “Or don’t. Depends if they’re hot.”

Mason stared at him, he didn't think they'd agree on the same definition of hot.

Brent gave a wink and turned away.

By the end of the week, Mason had learned more about Brent than he ever wanted to. The guy left his wet towels on the floor. Ate tuna straight out of the can. Took two showers a day. But he wasn’t mean. He was just... dominant. Loud. Like an alpha. And far too aware of his own power.

Mason learned to move quietly. To stay on his side. To listen, always, for the sound of Brent’s keys at the door.

One night, Brent came in late from a party, eyes a little glassy. His shirt was unbuttoned. His belt hung loose at his waist. He dropped his phone on the desk and swayed slightly before sitting down hard on the edge of Mason’s bed.

“Sorry,” he muttered. “Didn’t mean to wake you.”

Mason wasn’t asleep. He sat up slowly, pulling the sheet over his lap.

“You okay?”

Brent looked at him for a long second.

Then he leaned forward, one hand braced on the mattress beside Mason’s hip.

“You always smell like soap,” he murmured.

Mason’s heart thudded.

“Thanks?” he said, trying to lean back.

Brent didn’t move. His hand slid just slightly, fingers grazing Mason’s thigh.

“You scared of me?” he asked.

Mason swallowed. “No.”

He snorted, “You should be.”

Mason didn’t answer.

Brent smiled slowly. Then he pushed off the bed and wandered back to his own side, leaving the scent of sweat, cologne, and something darker behind.

The next morning, there was a note taped to Mason’s laptop.

Don’t touch my cleats.

Keep your snacks on your side.

And if you’re gonna moan in your sleep, try to keep it down. What the hell are you dreaming about anyway, it sounded good.









