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When I signed up to live in the dorms on campus, I never thought about the possibility of being woken up by a shredded, shirtless athlete before the sun was even up.

I was jolted awake and couldn’t tell what time it was by the dusky light coming in through the open door of my dorm room.  Had I fallen asleep in the early evening after studying?  No, that wasn’t right.  I grabbed my phone in confusion and turned it on to see the time.  6:30 AM.  My confusion only increased when the overhead light came on, blinding my sleepy eyes.  I closed them and groaned.

“Adam.” I said in a warning tone.

In response, though, there was only vague stumbling sounds and some low giggling.  I sighed and rubbed my eyes before opening them again.  Adam was trying to make it through the front door to our room.  For some reason, he didn’t have a shirt on, revealing his impressive body that I had already seen far too many times.  Any progress he made in getting through the threshold was immediately undone by him swaying back in a drunken stupor.

“Again, Adam?  I have class at 10.”

I got myself out of bed.  I didn’t know why I even bothered talking to him.  He couldn’t hear me.  And even if he could, he clearly didn’t care.

“It’s Wednesday morning, Adam.  Why are you drinking like this in the middle of the week?”

It was a rhetorical question that would never be answered.  Adam was an idiot who was living his life way too hard.  If he wasn’t a football player, he would’ve been kicked out of school long ago for these kinds of antics.  I was sure he was on his way to failing most of his classes - or he would be if it were for the team of “tutors” constantly doing his homework and coaching him through tests.  He’d had several run-ins with campus police, but they’d always sent him on his way back home without any consequences.  Of course, it was all very silly stuff.  Public drunkenness somewhere on campus, for the most part.  He’d never gotten near a car or gotten into any fights.  He was the golden boy, playing by the rules enough to stay on the team, but taking as much as he could along the way in whatever way he could get it.  

“You’re a good friend, Nate,” Adam said as I cross the room and grabbed hold of him, putting his arm over my shoulder.  He knew I didn’t care for him calling me Nate.  My friends and family had always called me Nathan.  I never outright said anything about it, though.  It was the statement before my pet name that surprised me, though.

“We’re not friends,” I said with a dismissive snort.

I kicked the door shut behind us and then led him to his bed.  His footsteps were heavy and uncoordinated, but I managed to get him the short distance to his own space, where I flopped him down on his mattress.  I got caught in the tangle of limbs and lost my footing.  I wasn’t sure where I was.

“What do you mean?” a voice said from somewhere.  My head was spinning.  I just wanted to go back to sleep.  “You’re not my friend?”

I tried to move, but I realized that I was being held in place by that arm that I had used to steady Adam.  I was awkwardly half in his bed with my legs draping over the edge and my chest pressed against his.  My heart began to pound.  I had never been so close to my roommate.  I had never been so close to anyone.

His line of questioning had me frozen as well.  I hadn’t thought he’d make much of it in his drunken state.  Really, I was mostly just annoyed with him at that point.  I hadn’t said it to hurt him.

“We don’t know anything about each other.  We don’t hang out,” I pointed out.

“We hang out almost every night,” he said.  His voice was dripping with genuine hurt, and I couldn’t have been any more confused over it.

“You mean when we sleep?” I asked with a laugh.  I couldn’t see his face from where I was, almost smashed into his shoulder.

“Seriously?  You’re not my friend?”

I sighed.  “We barely talk.”

“Let’s change that, then.  Let’s hang out.”

I was silent as I thought it over.  Why did my heart do a strange little flip at the thought?  I pushed it back into its place.  This was just drunk chatter.  None of it would matter in the end, once he sobered up.

“Sure.”

“Bro, you’re more than a friend to me,” he said, pulling me tighter into his embrace.  “You’re like a crush.”

I froze.  “Is this some kind of prank?” I asked with a heavy sigh.  “You’re not being funny right now.”

“No, like, no, listen,” Adam said.  He was flailing, trying to sit up, but he couldn’t get his balance.  It didn’t help that he was still holding onto my like I was his childhood teddy bear.  

“I’m listening,” I said, mostly just to stop him from being so agitated.  I was wasting precious sleep time still.  I didn’t like the way my heart was pounding from Adam’s silly words.  I was his crush?  Why would he say something like that?  Why did it make me feel the way I was feeling?

“No, you’re not, ‘cause you don’t believe me.  You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to tell you that and you don’t even believe me.”

“I’m sorry,” I said with a sigh.  His words were sliding together into a mess.  I could make them out, but I didn’t really want to.

“Me too,” he said with a heavy sigh.  He slowly released me from his iron grip.  “Fuck, I’m drunk.  Can we talk about this in the morning?”

I glanced at the clock with annoyance.  It was morning.  And my morning was set to start in less than two hours at this point.  Things were different when you actually paid for your classes and took them seriously, something Adam wouldn’t know anything about.  Still, I didn’t bother bringing this up to him in his current state.

“Sure,” I said and pushed myself out of his bed.  His reflexes were surprisingly quick for a drunk guy, though, as he grabbed me around the wrist.  

“Wait,” he said.  “You can sleep in my bed if you want.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but thought better of it.  All of this was so strange and out of nowhere.  Of course I couldn’t sleep in Adam’s bed with him.  If he happened to wake up sober in a couple hours, he’d probably beat me to a pulp.  However, there was the issue of getting him to calm down and go to sleep.

“Okay, I will,” I said, removing his hand from my wrist.  I’m just gonna get a drink of water first, okay?”

“Okay,” he said, and his eyes were closed within a few moments.

I walked away from his bed slowly, as if he were a newborn that I had just gotten to sleep.  This was not how I had imagined my day going.  I flipped the light switch off, though it wasn’t as dark as it had been at this start of all this.  The earliest light of morning was coming in through the curtained windows.  I returned to my bed and listened closely to the breathing of the man across the room.  I was fairly certain he’d already gone to sleep.  I closed my eyes and tossed and turned, unable to fall asleep quickly.  The same thoughts swirled through my mind.

Did Adam Black actually have a crush on me?

It had been nearly a week, and I hadn’t spoken to Adam.  My roommate may as well have disappeared.  If he hadn’t been coming to our dorm late in the night or while I was away at class, I would have seriously been worried about him.  However, I knew that there was an obvious reason for his sudden change in behavior.  He must have been incredibly embarrassed about the events of that morning a week ago and couldn’t even show his face to me anymore.  The thought of it honestly kind of broke my heart.

Was it strange that I was getting kind of lonely?  When I had first signed up for on-campus dorm living, the thought of living with a roommate had seemed awful.  I was an only child, and I was used to having my own space.  When I met Adam, things had seemed to be worst case scenario.  He was a social butterfly and had no qualms with being boisterous while watching NFL games on his phone on Sunday evenings while I was trying to cram in all my homework for the weekend.  I had always thought of him as pretty annoying, completely lacking in depth.  But now that he was gone, I found myself missing his presence.  I couldn’t quite understand it.  The thought passed through me once with a state of horror - did I maybe have a crush on him as well?  Did I have it before he told me, or was it reciprocal?  I wasn’t even sure it existed, and if it did, I knew there was no way it could come to fruition.  I had an entire week alone with these kinds of thoughts, and I didn’t like them.  How had things gotten so complicated so quickly?  All it had taken was one chaotic morning and things seemed permanently damaged.

Things took another immediate swing the second that Adam finally got the guts to return, though.

“Okay, I can’t take this anymore.  Can we just clear the air?”

I had been startled by the sound of the door flying open out of nowhere at nearly 11:00 at night.  I had been in bed with just a bedside lamp on, scrolling through various social media apps without much purpose.  I pulled my blanket up higher on my chest as soon as my roommate had entered, then stared at him, trying to comprehend the words he had just spoken.  They had erupted out of him like he was an overdue volcano.  I truly didn’t understand the aggression behind them, though.

“Okay,” I said, turning off my phone screen and placing it down on my blanket.  I was almost afraid to make any sudden moves.  I sat up more in my bed.  “How about you come in and sit down, then?”

Adam, still stood in the doorway, was breathing hard.  I could see the fight going on inside him, like he was afraid to listen to me.  In the end, though, he closed the door behind him, locked it, then went to his desk chair to sit down.  He leaned his elbows onto his knees and pressed his face into his hands.

“Did you tell anyone about what happened?”

“Who would I tell?” I asked with a small laugh.  However, when I realized how serious he was taking this, I felt bad for laughing.  “I didn’t tell anyone.  I’m not going to tell anyone.  You were drunk.  You probably didn’t even mean what you said.”

Adam was quiet for a long time.  So long that I almost grew uncomfortable.  The tension was smothering me.  Why wasn’t he just accepting my lifeline and playing the whole thing off?  We could easily just forget about it if he wanted.

“What if I did?” he finally said in a low voice.
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