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Starting college was hard enough without deciding to go to a university that made it mandatory to live on campus for the first year.  I tried my hardest to get out of it, but there was nothing I could do.  If I wanted to enjoy the benefits of the best engineering program in the country, I had to suffer through at least one year of living in a dorm room.  Being a young man going off to college, I had never lived out of my parents' home.  I had no idea what to expect.  

I met my roommate briefly on moving day.  I didn't spend much time talking to him, though, as my mom cornered him and started gabbing the poor guy's ear off.  I gathered from listening in to their conversation that he was a member of the rowing team and was majoring in International Business or something like that.  He was a bit older than me, but he was from out of state.

"Bobby can help you out with finding anything you need in the city!" my mom offered on behalf of me to the guy.  To his credit, he was friendly and smiling even under my mom's overbearing presence.  After that brief meeting, though, I never saw much of my roommate Gavin.  We were exact opposites personality-wise.  He was outgoing, always participating in sports or clubs or whatever.  I, on the other hand, had a bit of a stunted social life.  Living with my sheltering parents didn't allow for much partying or excitement in high school.  They even still called almost daily, even though they lived in the next city over.  It was the first time in my life that I was experiencing freedom, and I spent most of my time in my room playing games on my computer or going to the library just to have some different scenery.  It was a pretty lonely existence for a freshman in college.

My first few weeks of classes went well.  Unlike some other freshman in my classes, I was adjusting nicely to the transition from high school classes to college courses.  I stayed on top of my reading and my assignments and was having no problems at all.

However, despite all the good things going on in my life, I couldn't help but feel I was in some sort of a funk.  Most of my days were spent going through the motions without even speaking to anyone at all.  I had some friends who went off to different colleges who I would text with or see on social media sites, and I had a few acquaintances in class, but I felt like a ghost on my campus.  I was a nobody, just like I had been for my entire life.  It wasn't until I had been feeling this frustration for a few weeks that I came to a realization.  I was wasting my life away being safe and staying in my comfort zone.  I needed to break out of it.  And so I made a decision to possibly humiliate myself in front of my peers.  I went to my roommate and asked him to help me out with my problem.  Without divulging too much information about how pathetic I was, of course.

One night after he had come back from a night class and a stop at the gym, I gathered what little bravery I had inside me and looked him straight in the eye.  "Do you know any parties tomorrow?" I asked.  

He seemed surprised that I had even spoke to him.  I was usually quiet, sitting in front of my computer with my set of headphones blocking out the world.  However, he didn't make any comments.  "Parties?" he asked.  He sat on his bed and thought about it for a few moments.  In the time he took to consider my question, my stomach had flipped over and around at least ten times.  I had to get over this fear of social interaction, I thought.  "Well, I'm going to a party at a rowing club friend's house.  You could come along if you want."  

My heart leapt up and span around.  He hadn't made any jokes about me finally coming out of my shell and always being such a lonely dork.  He had just been helpful.  I loved my roommate.  "Yeah, sure.  Sound good," I said.  I tried to pretend to be casual about it.  Inside, though, I was faced with a fresh new fear.  This would be my first party.  And what a party I had chosen for my first.  I imagined tons of huge, buff rowing team guys with their confidence and humor, and then there would be me sitting in the corner being awkward.  I laid in bed that night worrying.  If anything else, I thought as I finally managed to drift off to sleep, it would be interesting.

I stared at my computer screen.  It was just minutes before Gavin was supposed to come pick me up and take me to the party, and I was scouring the internet for tips on socializing and making conversation.  Somewhere along the way through life, I really messed up.  I don't know why I was barely realizing that fact now.  I tried to memorize some of the conversation tactics before I shut down my computer.  I looked myself over in the mirror, trying to decide how stupid I would look compared to everyone else.  I wasn't all that athletic.  I had just a bit of muscle definition on my lean body.  My clothes weren't expensive or designer or anything like that.  I gave myself a shrug in the mirror.  I looked like a pretty average guy, I decided.

The door opening made me jump in surprise.  I looked to Gavin, feeling self-conscious from just checking myself out in the mirror.  He came into the room and began changing clothes.  I couldn't help but watch as he put on his clothes to look so effortlessly casual.  His jeans fit nicely, a fairly skinny fit that matched with his tennis shoes.  He wore a flannel shirt.  If I had worn it, I would have looked like a slob, but the way it fit over his broad shoulders made him look fashionable.  

"You ready?" Gavin asked.  He had a friendly smile on his face.  I almost resented his constantly positive nature, but then I remembered I was trying to change.

I gave him a matching bright smile.  "I'm ready."

We got in his car and made some conversation.  It was probably the most we had talked to one another in the two months that we had been roommates.  It was nice to finally have someone to talk to.  It almost felt strange to discuss whatever came to my mind after having so few people to talk to for so long.  It felt pretty good.

The party was at a house not too far from the university.  From the looks of it, I guessed that it was a house being rented by a few guys.  As we entered, there were already quite a few people crammed into the place.  I looked around, trying to get a feel for everyone.  A few people approached, making me panic for a slight moment before I realized their gazes were aimed at Gavin.  They greeted him and he introduced me to the small group of people.  I had assumed they would all be rowing guys, but they when I asked how they met, every story was different.  Apparently Gavin could make friends no matter where he went.  Probably a benefit of being so handsome, I thought, and then frowned at my own thought.  I wasn't sure where it had come from.  I shook my head.

"I'm gonna go say hi to some people," Gavin said, leaning in close to my ear to talk.  He smelled spicy and wonderful.  "Come find me if you need me."  He gave me a smirk and a pat on the shoulder before walking away.  I looked around the party, watched everyone talking and laughing and drinking.  I was completely alone.  I had never been so scared in my life.

––––––––
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I made it through almost an hour of the party.  I got a beer and tried to make conversation with a few people.  I started to get more comfortable with putting myself out there.  I even talked to a couple of amazingly beautiful girls.  I had thought that they had only wanted to talk to me as a way to get closer with Gavin, but they genuinely seemed kind and interested in me.  My confidence was boosted considerably.  I walked through room to room, content to spend most of my time just watching people slip further and further into drunken silliness.  I couldn't believe how easily I had fit in at my first party.  I was drinking my first beer, even, and I felt little to no guilt about it.  My mood was better than it had been in months.  I hadn't seen Gavin around the party since he left me at the beginning, so I began to wonder where he was.  I approached one of the guys who I had been introduced to and asked him if he had seen Gavin.  The guy was clearly very drunk, though, and the only answer I got from him was that Gavin possibly went down the hall.  

I don’t know what it was in that moment, but I felt that I had to find Gavin.  I wanted to see him again, and I didn’t know why.  I made my way down the hall, opening each door as I came to it.  I opened one only to find a bathroom.  I went to the next door, which was ajar, and pushed it open a bit only to find a few people standing around and talking.  They didn’t even notice me, so I continued walking.  The last door of the hallway was closed.  I opened it and peaked inside, only to be shocked at what I saw.  Gavin was with another man on the bed.  He had the guy’s body pinned down with his own, but from the looks of it, the guy was enjoying himself.  They were deep in a kiss, both of them with their shirts off and the other guy missing his pants.  I stood frozen in the doorway, unable to look away.  

It was in that moment that I realized for the first time that Gavin was gay.  I watched the two men in the throes of passion, completely oblivious to me.  A normal person would have closed the door and walked away.  So why was I so mesmerized by what I was seeing?  I didn’t have much time to wonder about my feelings in that moment.  I soon realized that two pairs of eyes were staring back at me.  The two men had stopped what they were doing and had noticed me.  I panicked, stuttering a few words about trying to find the bathroom. I heard Gavin call my name before I closed the door and walked away.  A rush of emotions swirled through me, making my hands shake and my cheeks burn.  I was jealous.  

The party was way too crowded suddenly.  The room was hot and suffocating, and I had to get out.  Even though it was pretty cold outside, I went out the door, trying to breathe in the fresh air.  My head buzzed.  

That night, I decided to walk home.  I sent a quick text to Gavin telling him not to worry about giving me a ride and then turned off my phone completely.  It was at least a couple of miles in the cold autumn night, but I needed the time to clear my head.  There was so much that I needed to think about, so it was nice to have that long walk home.

Gavin had gotten home that night not too long after me.  When I arrive
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