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Falling For Him

by Cali Burem

Summary: For Nate Roth, university turned out to be nothing like the peaceful, slow-motion ads claimed, what with the mad scientists, virgin-detectors and an unexpected change of sexuality.
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Chapter 1: Welcome to University
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Lost on my first day.

Nate sighed loudly- a sigh that was large, overzealous and underlined with bold, dramatic undertones. He was this close to just rolling on the ground, imagining the frustrated childishness of the action would do him a world of good. He felt very much like a forlorn hero, standing with the wind in his hair staring off into the horizon in dejection.

It was his first day of university and he was already ready to call his mom and go right back home. He suspected she was at the school gates just waiting for him to make the call, probably placing bets with his father on how long it would take. When he had sent them away, telling them he was a ‘big boy’ and could manage on his own, they had laughed and pinched his cheeks right in front of a group of girls who had gone off giggling at his expense.

Nate looked about him and noticed students rushing to their assigned hostels, or quite possibly just loitering- he wouldn’t know- and wondered if he could stop any of them and get some help.

Frowning, he looked down at the paper in his hand for what seemed to be the millionth time, brushing wavy blond locks out of his eyes as if they were to blame if he hadn’t read the card correctly.

Hayden House.

Nate was sure he'd been to every hostel. He'd even been to the girls’ hostels and there was no Hayden House anywhere. 

Maybe he hadn't been accepted at all. Maybe someone was playing a cruel trick on him. Maybe he was actually still asleep in the car and this was all a nightmare. Maybe Ilian University didn’t exist at all.

Running all the logical possibilities in his mind, he came to the conclusion that there was a very high chance that his dormitory was actually magically invisible and all he had to do was find it by running into every wall he could.

“Looking miserable on your first day, Nate?”

Nate looked toward the sound of the familiar voice. His best friend, Susannah “Suze, if you wanna live” Susten, was giving him an amused look. Her dyed bright blue hair was tucked haphazardly into her cap and she was dressed like she was ready to sign up for all the extreme sports the school might have hidden behind her coursework. Her large brown eyes were on all the bags dumped by his feet and her lips were pursed in a very real attempt to not laugh out loud.

"Suze!" he shouted with relief, grabbing her like she was the anchor to his floating sanity.

She ruffled his hair and smiled warmly at him, "I see you made it."

"You sound surprised," Nate’s blue eyes regarded her testily. “We both know I’m a genius with directions.”

The truth was that with him holding the map and his mother’s mistrust of the female navigation system in his father’s car (“know-it-all hussy, I know where I’m going”), they’d gotten lost three times. His father had resisted saying anything all three times because he was a smart man.

Suze laughed, "Whatever you say. But I did think your mom would change her mind at the last minute and would have you home-schooled all through university.”

Nate coughed, recalling his mom had suggested just that. There had even been an incident where he had woken up tied him to a chair with his mother sitting in front of him, insisting the world was a dangerous place and her love was the only thing that had kept him alive so far. It had been quite the speech and Nate had gathered that his mother assumed he was able to remember to breathe only when she was near. 

The only reason he’d even gone to grade school was because her job was demanding and he and his father had talked her into letting him go, promising that he would not do drugs, drink alcohol or sleep with diseased hussies, things she’d made him promise in kindergarten. The same promise held all the way through school and now, university. He suspected it was why he hadn’t engaged in anything remotely sexual. At all. 

He’d gone to a birthday party in middle school and his mom had called while he was in the closet playing seven minutes in heaven to tell him that if he played seven minutes in heaven and did anything, she would know and she would ground him till he was thirty. He’d spent the six remaining minutes explaining to the girl that yes he thought she was pretty, no she didn’t have bad breath and yes he was just too nervous by how beautiful she was that he was scared to try kiss her. The girl had accepted this somehow and left the closet with an impressive self-esteem boost. She’d gone on to become a model.

Suze had teased him mercilessly at the time, when he told her about it. She was the only girl his mother trusted enough to leave him alone with. It was almost like his mother sensed that Suze wasn’t interested in him and would not later try to have his babies.

Nate sometimes wondered how he was so well-balanced. He figured it was quite possible that if he’d had normal parents, he would have found his hostel by now. 

And sex. 

He would have found sex.

"...anyway. I'm already settled in."

Nate realised Suze had been talking while he zoned out and he smiled stupidly and nodded, hoping she hadn’t asked a question anywhere in her monologue.

"Where’s your hostel?” she asked, giving him a knowing look. He hated that. It was like she’d been possessed by his mother. Mrs. Roth had knowing looks for every occasion. He suspected she’d had one the moment he’d been conceived and hadn’t even needed to bother checking with a doctor. She had just glanced down at her belly and nodded her approval.

“Hayden House.”

Nate waited for Suze to laugh or stare blankly at him and ask him to maybe try the next university but she just rolled her eyes and tugged at his arm. "Come on."

Nate followed her, dragging his suitcases behind him and somehow managing not to fall over. Most of the hostels were various shades of greys and whites. In the distance he could see what he assumed to be where most of the lecture halls and the administration buildings were. It would take at least thirty minutes to get to any of them if he left early. The lawns were immaculate and several students were already lying on them, some basking in the sun, others catching up with their friends and a small group rolling their friend down a gentle slope in a barrel. Nate wondered if he would make friends as good as the barrel-rollers. 

Nate realized they’d been walking for almost fifteen minutes, away from the hostels altogether and nowhere near the administration. They were going over an incline and his bags were getting heavier by the second, probably being weighed down by his sudden distrust of Suze.

“Suze? Are you sure you know where you're going? Maybe we should go back to ask...”

Suze shook her head, "You should have thought of that earlier."

Nate frowned.

So was she was going to lead him to a secluded area and murder him just because he didn't stop to ask for directions? She had always seemed kinda crazy.

Then he saw it. Completely separate from the rest of the hostels -seemingly from the rest of the university- and all alone on the other side of campus, was a large red-brick building. He couldn’t see all of it but could make out plaque placed near its roof that read ‘Hayden House’. It was four storeys high and gave the impression of being a school itself. 

“Why is it so far away?”

“It’s the oldest building on campus. It was originally the whole university itself. It had rooms for boarding, administration offices and lecture halls but once the university saved enough money to buy the surrounding land, they made plans for expansion everywhere else.” 

“You read everything about the university, didn’t you?’ Nate asked, impressed.

Suze smirked. “Nope. I heard all about it on the tour I got when I came here about three weeks ago with my parents." 

Nate stuck his tongue out at her. He supposed he wouldn't have been so lost if he'd taken the tour, too.

“Anyway,” Suze chuckled. “Everyone currently in Hayden House is supposed to be taken to a new hostel, Spence House or something but the students refused to go.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. The Haydeners insist their dorm is sacred. There are all sorts of stories and myths about the place.”

“Really? Like what?”

Suze grinned. “Hauntings, secret passageways, virgin detectors...”

“What was that last one?”

“Secret passageways.”

Nate decided not to humour her by asking if she was serious. He tripped when the wheels of one of his suitcases hit his heel and Suze helped him reclaim his balance with a steady hand. He mumbled thanks to her and noticed they were coming to the top of the hill. He could now see the entirety of the building and noted that Hayden House actually looked pretty good. Now that they were at the top of the small hill, he saw a large group of students headed to the hostel.

Suze punched his arm hard and said, “I'll see you around. I'm heading back now.”

Nate thanked her, pausing to rub his arm. Suze jogged down the incline and he turned back to the building. He walked faster, half-stumbling, half-jogging, to join the group of students all with large bags and suitcases, trekking toward their dormitory. A lot of the students who were probably second years and over, were using trolleys to move their luggage. Nate figured they’d had the experience of suffering the long walk enough to make the appropriate preparations.

He made it to a group of boys who were chattering away about the distance of the hostel, complaining loudly and saying that one day they'd push the building to where all the others were and say aliens did it.

One guy came up from behind him and said loudly, “You're a first year too, aren't you?”

Nate nodded, pausing to catch his breath. The guy who spoke to him had a bit of an accent- British? - and had dark red hair, a nose with a curved slope that gave him a slightly feminine look and bored green eyes. His hair reached the nape of his neck and he was fairly lean. Nate figured this guy was someone the girls would swoon over. He clutched the backpack strapped to his back tighter, wondering for the millionth time if he’d packed his sketchbook. He loved to sketch and this guy was a prime specimen. He could probably sell sketches of him to the ladies. 

“How'd you know?” Nate asked, cursing the distance that was still left.

The redhead looked pointedly at Nate’s bags and then waved a hand at his own, “None of us freshmen were warned about the great Hayden trek. We're easily recognised by a lack of trolleys, strained expressions-”

“SHIT!”

“-and the occasional cuss word shouted when we trip while dragging our bags.”

Nate laughed, “Has anyone actually fallen yet?”

The boy smiled, “Yeah. It was brilliant. Some guy rolled down the rest of the way with his bags. He seemed dazed for a second but then he got up and walked in.”

Nate looked like he was considering doing the same when the guy said, “Try not to kill yourself on your first day. I’m Gavin by the way.” 

“Nate,” Nate shook the offered hand and they picked their bags back up and continued their walk, occasionally finding the energy to spew small-talk. They eventually reached the building and checked the maps of Hayden House that had been emailed to them. The ranges of room numbers were by floor. Rooms 1 to 500 took the first floor, 501 to 1000 the second floor and 1001 to 1500 the third floor. All lecture halls and recreation rooms were on the ground floor. Gavin's room was second from the stairway, room 1024. Nate's assigned room was next to his, room 1023.

Nate and Gavin dragged their bags up the stairs, slow arduous work that seemed to last forever. They eventually reached their floor and as they sat on the ground, breathing heavy and giving each other a lazy high five, they heard a soft sound like the ding of a bell or of-

“An elevator?” Gavin let loose a stream of curse words as they watched a couple of students leave the elevator opposite the stairway. Nate patted his shoulder and stood, offering a hand to help his new friend up. Gavin accepted his help and got up, looking sulky. They walked the few feet to their doors and stopped.

They shared a glance as they knocked on the doors, as if silently wishing each other luck. Someone shouted for Gavin to enter while Nate continued to wait. After twenty seconds, he tried the door and, finding it open, proceeded to let himself in.

It took a few seconds for Nate's eyes to adjust to the dark room. The curtains were drawn and there was barely any light coming through. The room was certainly large enough with plenty of space between the beds that he could make out on opposite ends of the room with desks set up against the wall at the foot of each bed. A ceiling fan spun slowly as if it was bored to be there and the light bulb was off. 

"Please be quiet. I'll be with you in a minute."

Nate would later swear he did not scream like a girl but Gavin insisted he heard him. Standing in a corner of the room, just behind the door Nate had just come through was a large, round man in a lab coat. At least, most of him was in the lab coat. The rest was sort of just there, hanging in the balance awaiting its fate. The guy appeared to staring into a goldfish bowl and taking notes.

Nate was somewhat comforted by the fact that there were actual fish swimming in the bowl but he did wish Suze was there to protect him.

The guy in the lab coat sighed after a moment and turned to Nate, “Hello, I'm James.”

Nate smiled politely, “Nate.”

James nodded, “You'll take the bed over there.”

He pointed at the bed to Nate’s left. Nate carefully placed his bags on the floor by the empty bed. He sat down heavily on the mattress and wondered whether he should start unpacking or whether he should ask his roommate all about Hayden House or about the university or something.

“I'll have to run some ground rules by you,” James started, staring at him as intently as he had stared at the goldfish.

There was a short rap on the door before it was thrown open, nearly smacking James in the face. Nate lost a fight against a smile and watched as Gavin gave a small apology to James before turning back to him. "Nate, want to go check out the place?"

Nate nodded eagerly and almost ran out, closing the door just as James was saying, "I'll have the rules printed for you to read when you get back."

Nate breathed a sigh of relief as he and Gavin went down the stairs, ignoring the elevator just to be spiteful.

“I thought you'd want to get settled in,” he stated, as they went down. 

Gavin frowned, “Not just yet. My roommate had a visitor.”

“Visitor?”

“A girl was visiting his bed.”

Nate grinned, “Did she like the sights?”

“She thanked the heavens profusely for them,” Gavin replied drily. “Anyway, you looked like you were going to die from gratitude when I opened your door.”

Nate cleared his throat, managing not to blush, and said playfully, “You're lucky I didn't. My roommate's scary.”

“Suspiciously-exhibitionist-like-sex-in-the-afternoon kind of scary?”

“That’s not even scary,” Nate scoffed.

Gavin shrugged, deciding not to argue about the possibly scary future his roommate had in porn if this degree thing didn’t work out for him.

They were almost at the entrance to the hostel when they saw a guy at the notice board, stapling a bunch of fliers to it. They stopped to read the fliers which were apparently about a welcoming party to be held in Hayden House that night in the V.D. Hall.

Gavin mouthed ‘V.D. hall’ at Nate who was trying his hardest not to snicker.

“Where can we find it?” Nate asked, smothering the amusement in his voice. Hayden House was a huge dormitory. There was no way they’d make their way to any party if they went through every door there looking for it.

When the guy turned to them, Nate’s amusement left him like a flighty husband and he found himself staring. The boy had bright hazel eyes, a beautiful shade that had dark green and light brown flecks unfairly thrown in by the gods as if to mock those with normal eyes. High, well defined cheekbones, a nose that had a slight lilt to it and short black hair that looked like the wind wouldn’t really have any fun blowing through it all merged perfectly on the guy’s face in a way that had no business being achieved simply by chance. His eyes had an alert, intelligent look about them but Nate didn’t really expect vacant idiots in university. The guy’s bottom lip was fuller than the top, and he’d been biting on the corner of his mouth as he stuck up the fliers. Now, the boy paused to lick them before speaking. 

Nate stared at the guy’s face in some sort of stupor while he gave them directions. 

How the hell was he going to get a girlfriend when there were pretty boys like this guy just going around campus breathing all the good air? It was bad enough he’d befriended Gavin who girls would no doubt be throwing numbers at all day, now there was this undeniably hot guy who fell out of a male model magazine and would get assaulted by actual panties. Nate didn’t stand a chance. To top it off the guy was tall. Nate was not a midget by any means but this guy was a good head taller than him. The better to smirk with over the heads of all the women he would bed that Nate would not get the chance to even talk to.

Hell, even his voice sounded-

“...got it?”

Nate frowned deeply at the guy, not having listened to a word he’d said. 

Gavin came to his rescue. “Yes, we got it, thank you.”

The guy nodded and turned away, walking down a hallway to another noticeboard.

Gavin turned to Nate and smirked, “Is something the matter?”

Nate glared. “Don’t give me that! You saw his face! My chances of getting a girlfriend on campus just diminished greatly!”

Gavin snorted. “They diminished the minute you agreed to hang out with me. I’m sorry, Nate, but I’m hot. And British.”

Nate flipped him off and walked into the hallway opposite the one the hot guy had taken, wondering if he could transfer to a different university with fewer hot guys. He refused to lose to a ginger.
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They opened as many doors as they could. Each hall had seemingly been claimed by different students. Chess players, gamers, what Nate assumed was a drama club...

Some halls were empty but all had signs of use. 

The two made their wall through different hallways, trying to add their own notes to the map which they figured was severely lacking as it didn’t even point out where the elevators were.

They were slowly making their way to where the guy from earlier had told them the VD hall was when they were stopped by a voice calling out to them.

“Hello freshmen!”

Nate and Gavin looked at each other, sighed and turned. Nate supposed he’d been warned about possible hazing and maybe this was the start of it.

Nate and Gavin came face to face with yet another attractive boy, this time with dark blond hair and pale blue eyes. Nate swore under his breath. Seriously. Was there a hot guy factory hidden beneath the school? Why did this guy have to be blond anyway? Sure it was a different shade from his and Nate was sure his eyes were way more appealing to the ladies but seriously.

The other blond smiled at them, “I'm Mark. Student Body President.”

They nodded and introduced themselves.

“Don’t worry; I didn’t stop you to begin the hazing process. The school has a ‘no-hazing; policy,” he smiled. “Anyway, all students are required to get to Ferret Hall soon."

"Ferret Hall?" Nate asked, suspicious.

"Yeah, speeches, orientation, boring but totally necessary freshman thingies..."

“Are you absolutely sure you're the student body president?" Gavin asked, eyebrow raised.

Mark handed them a card, muttering about how untrusting freshmen got with each passing year. They stared at the card which had his picture, contact details, motto and title: president.

"Don’t be late,” Mark said, shaking his head as he walked away.

Nate and Gavin made their way to Ferret Hall, trekking with a lot of the other students as they left Hayden house.

Ferret Hall was, unlike most of the other buildings, an actual hall serving the purposes of large gatherings of students. It was almost full with students of all intakes filling up the chairs. Nate and Gavin sat at the back and watched the proceedings, as bored as the rest of them.

There were a lot of speeches.

The only time they paid attention was when Mark went up and said, "Welcome. I'm your student body president, Mark. Have a good year."

That pretty much confirmed he was who he said he was. The students cheered mostly because they approved of his speech, short and to the point. But also possibly, and Nate was just guessing here, because he was pretty okay to look at from the way a lot of the girls were cheering.

However, those cheers were clearly just an opening act. 

Nate nearly went deaf when girls suddenly started screaming. 

"ALEX!"

Nate watched the boy from earlier, the one who had been sticking fliers up, walk onto the stage. He nodded politely, looking for all the world like he wasn’t aware of the attention or the apparent fans.

Nate stared at him again.

The guy was hot, that had been established earlier. But he hadn't expected so many people to be aware of it.

"I'm Alex."

No kidding.

"I'm president of the Arts clubs. This includes music and dance. Enquiries are to be handed in at the department, not to me personally."

With that he walked off the stage and took the side exit out.

Nate watched Alex intently. Maybe he seemed unaffected and unattainable. Maybe that was what was so attractive about him.

Nate didn't pay much attention after that and was actually glad when they were released.

“Hey, Nate!”

Nate turned and saw Suze pushing her way through the crowd to him. She stopped to elbow someone out of her way and scowled at them when they tried to elbow her back. They backed down surprisingly fast and moved away, no doubt calling her all sorts of names under their breath. Gavin, who had also seen Suze’s assault, whistled low so only Nate could hear. Nate chuckled at that reaction and motioned for the girl to hurry up.

When she finally reached them, Suze’s scowl melted away into a warm smile. She looked almost innocent as she offered her hand to Gavin, “Hi, I'm Suze.”

Gavin smiled, caught between blushing at the pretty girl speaking to him and edging away as she was clearly crazy, “Gavin.”

“Do you guys wanna go to Lays?” Suze asked abruptly, looping her arms through both of theirs.

"What’s Lays?" Nate asked, imagining a place of debauchery and crisps.

“A restaurant on campus...? Well, restaurant wouldn't be the right word.”

"Why?"

They found out when they got there. It was a large town on campus. There was an arcade, a restaurant, a fast food place, a laser tag area, a movie theatre, a paint ball park. They couldn’t see all of it but they knew in their hearts that they would die trying.

"Which part is Lays? The restaurant?"

"Nope, the whole place."

"And they expect me to attend classes?" Nate asked incredulously.

"Scratch that, they expect me to leave?" Gavin asked.

"It's like an amusement park.”

"It is an amusement park.”

Suze rolled her eyes at them and pulled out what looked like a scroll.

“Where did you get a scroll?” Nate asked.

She gave him a look that implied that his questioning was stupid and he gave her a look of his own.

Gavin went with the more sensible, “What’s the scroll for?”

“Good question, Gavin,” she said, flipping her cap back as if it would help her see her scroll better. “It’s a list!”
She unrolled the scroll, letting it roll onto the ground a good seven feet away.
“List of...” Nate prompted.

“All the places at Lays that I think we should go,” she said, proud of herself. “I haven’t seen all of them, but I think it would be a good idea if each of us explored Lays and came up with a place we should go together.”

“Sisterhood of the travelling scroll?”

“Very cute. Yes,” she said with a roll of her eyes. 

“I’m in,” Gavin said, glancing over Suze’s shoulder and reading some of the names of places there. “Checkerberry, The Cafeteria, Crobbers.... Really?”

“They seem interesting. Maybe even fun,” she added, daring him to doubt her.

He doubted her but he’d already seen her tendency to resort to violence and decided he could fake belief.

Suddenly, they heard squealing. They turned and saw six girls surrounding Alex, who was trying to get into the building.

"Presenting our resident eye fodder, Alex Matten." Suze stated dryly.

“I take it you don’t like him?”

“It’s my first day. I don’t even know him,” Suze said with a snort. “But I’ve heard all sorts of stories and again...it’s my first day.”

“Yeah, yeah...bet you want to get to know him,” Nate waggled his eyebrows at her, making kissy faces. Suze flipped him off.

Gavin chuckled at them and added, “He gave us directions earlier and he didn't seem so bad, then.”

Suze raised an eyebrow at him, "Yeah, he gave you directions? Wow. Maybe next he'll give us all some world peace."

That sparked an arguments about the infinite possibilities of how being hot would grant one the power to bring peace to the world and none of them noticed Alex walking up to them.

"Hi, you're the guys from earlier, right?"

Suze and Gavin stared at Alex while Nate just frowned. 

There was just something about Alex’s face that Nate was sure if he could mimic, would give him the chance to be like Gavin’s roommate and let all the ladies thank all the deities that he was there.

“Yeah,” Nate finally said, still wondering what the secret was. 

Genetics?

Alex nodded. “You should go to the VD hall at seven.”

Nate gaped, “You mean leave Lays?” 

Alex looked amused, “Yes, leave Lays. We must begin traditions early, you know.” 

Nate nodded, still inspecting his competition. Alex’s hazel eyes seemed to have some specks of gold in them and when he smiled, there was a dimple in his left cheek. Life was just not fair.

As Alex walked away, the three friends continued to stare at him.

“What was that about?” Suze asked Nate.

Nate raised an eyebrow at her. “Do you mean the hot guy who you were just drooling over?”

Suze sputtered. “What? I was not-”

“Of course not,” Nate raised his hands, placating. “But you might want to check your panties just in case.”

Gavin covered a laugh with a badly executed cough as Suze punched Nate’s arm.

“Seriously though,” Nate grumbled, rubbing his sore arm that was well on its way to bruising. “What is it about him? I mean, yeah he’s got a cute face and a great body and a lazy drawl and some stupid dimple but... what?”

Suze and Gavin were eyeing him curiously.

“What?” he asked again.

Gavin was looking for the right words to say when Suze blurted, “Are you gay?”

Nate stared, then his eyes slowly got wider as his choked and tried to speak. “Wha- where is that even coming from?”

Gavin and Suze gave him a look.

He then realised what he’d just said and blushed a deep red. “No. I mean, I was just stating facts and-”

“I always suspected it,” Suze said to Gavin, ignoring Nate. “He was always looking at other boys on the playground.”

“We were playing! Where was I supposed to look?!”
“And his mother once came to school to complain about her son and said how he was too good for the hussies there,” Suze continued.
“High school?” Gavin asked.

“Kindergarten,” Suze replied. “He’d been straight then. And so cute. He’d had a crush on me. Promised marriage and everything.”

Nate decided to go find new people to call his friends and walked away from Gavin and Suze. He would find good friends, kind friends, friends who would do his bidding and help him take over the world. The kind his father, Arthur Roth, had. The man was a gentle, soft-spoken man but only because he never had to raise his voice. Nate had often asked his father what exactly it was that the man did for a living but he always received different answers, ranging from “I’m a chicken farmer” to “I’m an extreme unicyclist” to “I’m a Lothario and live off your mother’s salary”. He’d eventually stopped asking and strongly suspected the man was a crime boss.
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Nate failed to notice the attention he was calling to himself. The hot freshman with the golden hair and baby blue eyes was deigned the cream of the crop and the fact that he was hanging out with other good looking people didn't hurt.

Alex watched Nate out of the corner of his eye. The boy was scowling at his friends and ducking as they both tried to hit him. He seemed somewhat innocent.

Alex found himself smiling at their general stupidity and, shaking his head, walked away.

—-
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When Nate, Suze and Gavin finally left Lays, the sun was had already set.

Suze said goodbye to them, declining their invitation to the Hayden party, and walked toward Jayne Hall where her room was.

Nate and Gavin made their way to the VD hall and found it eerily quiet with the door shut. Nate motioned for Gavin to try the door, deciding if something was up, he’d rather lose a new friend than lose an arm or something. Gavin shot him a glare, showing he knew what Nate was thinking, but opened the door anyway. The inside of the hall was pitch black and they could barely see a few feet in. When they couldn’t find a light switch, Gavin took in a deep breath and just walked in.

“Everything okay?” Nate called out when he couldn’t see Gavin anymore.

Gavin didn’t answer.

Nate frowned. He wondered if he should go in and be like every clichéd teenager in those horror movies that went into the dark calling out their friend’s name. And ending up dead.

He stared into the darkness for a moment and then looked back the way he’d come. Gavin would probably understand if Nate ditched him while he was being sacrificed. Nate had a life to start living. Hell, Gavin’s ghost could even live vicariously through him. Nate would go on to have a hot wife and beautiful kids and he would name one of his sons Gavin.

He turned to go away and-

“Dude, are you seriously going to abandon me?!” Gavin yelled.

Nate laughed awkwardly and turned back to the dark hall. “I thought you’d been killed.”

“And your reaction is to leave?!”

“I can’t bring back the dead,” Nate responded, matter-of-factedly.

He heard Gavin sigh.

“Why didn’t you answer when I called anyway?”

“I’m...stuck.”

“Stuck?”

Another sigh.

“Yes, stuck. Come help me!”
Nate paused. “I can go get help instead.”
“You’re a horrible person.”

Nate groaned and took out his phone, turning on his flashlight. He walked into the large room and a sudden high pitched shrill sound rang out.

Nate immediately covered his ears and blinked as the lights came on. He was surrounded by students, both freshmen and seniors. They were all seemingly staring at him and then at something above the door.

Nate turned to the door and looked up. There was a flashing light, like one off the top of an ambulance. The light was attached to two sirens that were presently ringing out.

Someone in a lab coat ran up, glanced at Nate and then at the ringing alarm system, grabbed a chair and got up to shut it off.

Nate turned back to the crowd and saw Gavin. He was standing in what looked like large amounts of fly paper, as were several other freshmen. It looked like some seniors had had their hands over their mouths and that was why no one else had screamed while Nate and Gavin were talking. Of course, they could have been threatened as well.

They could have easily just removed their shoes, Nate suspected, but they were probably thinking that was what the seniors expected them to do and had, wisely, just stood there.

The other students however, were still staring at Nate.

“What?” he asked finally.

The guy in the lab coat, a tall boy with greasy hair but surprisingly great skin, coughed and jumped off the stool.

“That’s the first time the VD has rang so loudly,” he said in a scratchy voice. “Usually it just emits a low pinging sound when it does detect someone.”

Nate turned to him, “I’m sorry, what?”

“VD,” the guy said slowly, as if to an incompetent. “Oh hey, you’re James’ roommate aren’t you?” he said suddenly, grabbing Nate’s hand. “Nice to meet you. The chemistry club carries out many experiments in your room you know. Are you interested in research? You should join our club. It’s very-”

Someone coughed and Nate found himself grateful for the interruption.

He went back to his last coherent thought. “VD?”
“Oh right,” the guy said, “VD. Virgin detector.”
“A whatnow?”

“Virgin detector,” someone else said and Nate turned to find himself facing Alex.

Alex looked amused. “It hasn’t been wrong before. It’s just never been so...enthusiastic.”
Nate sputtered and went beet red and took a step back. “Wh-what?”
“You’re a virgin?” a girl in the crowd asked in obvious disbelief.

Nate groaned and would have run off but there was a whole group of people suddenly cutting off his exit.

“Oh my gosh, this is great!” another girl said, coming up to him. “It’s so rare for a guy to be one of us. Hi, I’m Mary Anne by the way, president of Virgins Are People Too here on campus. We don’t have any male members but you should totally join us-”

“-like are you saving yourself for marriage or something or like no girl has just done it for you? Like maybe you’re all sorts of picky-”

“-get you laid for the right price-”

“-really dude, really. Just wow. Who’d have thought-”

“-scared of diseases-”

“-how have you not been raped yet, you’re adorable-”

The sudden excited inquisitiveness of the students into the intricate details of Nate’s crotch and how it had not been within close proximity to another crotch was dizzying. He couldn’t even mumble a lie about how maybe he wasn’t a virgin. It was like the detector had spoken and that was that. Nate backed away from the people and stumbled on a step leading further into the hall. He found himself caught and steadied by strong hands on his arm and shoulder. 

“That’s enough.”

The sudden silence was amazing.

Nate turned his head to look at his saviour and found his face a few centimetres away from Alex’s. Hazel eyes met blue and Nate swallowed loudly, mumbling a thanks and stepping away.

He could’ve sworn he heard a few girls squeal but decided that was just his imagination.

“I guess the fake hazing is off?” Mark called out from the bottom of the hall, drink in hand. 

“Guess so,” Alex said, his eyes still on Nate.

“No way!” one of the freshmen yelled. “Let me prove my manhood!”

This was met by cheers and catcalls from the girls.

Mark laughed and held up his hands. “Alright then... Freshmen, observe the rows of drinks to your right!”

Nate glanced at the many trapped freshmen and saw they were all standing near large tables set up with a variety of drinks. Shot glasses, tumblers, wine glasses were by them. Guys and girls dressed like waiters and waitresses in black and white stood in between the tables. The steps leading down to the stage that Mark was on were lined with more fly paper.

“Here are the rules, freshmen. You can’t take off your shoes. Drink your way to the front. One drink of your choice per table.”
Nate scoffed.
Alcohol? His parents had gotten him drunk on many occasions in order to test his responsibility while inebriated. They had also argued over which side his endurance came from, each insisting his masterful ability to not pass out was from their ancestors. 

Nate decided to take his place by Gavin who gave him a thumbs-up and said something about how this was going to be easy and he hoped Nate was not a virgin with alcohol, too. Nate took the friendly jab in stride and countered with a real jab to the side. Gavin rubbed his side and shot him a challenging look.

It was on.

—-
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Getting wasted on your first day was a beautiful thing.

Stupid and irresponsible, but beautiful. 

All the freshmen who’d agreed to participate in the Drink trek were escorted back to their rooms by the older students.

Nate and Gavin were helped to their rooms by Alex and Mark who seemed to have taken a special interest in the two.

The two boys realised the worst part of the day had come, actually sleeping in their rooms.

While Gavin worried loudly in what he thought was a quiet voice if his roommate was having wild monkey sex at that very moment and if it would be polite to just wait it out, Nate worried if his roommate was really an evil scientist determined to use him as a test subject and rule the world with his super powered goldfish. 

As they said their goodbyes, sombrely hoping that they would see each other again- and not noticing Alex and Mark controlling their laughter, they cautiously entered their rooms.

It was a little after eleven and though the lights were on, the room looked green.

Nate frowned. His roommate wasn't in so he hurriedly- well, as hurried as he could be in his state- packed his things into his closet and made his bed. He was determined to not be awake when his roommate made an appearance, lest he be reprimanded greatly.

—-
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Alex groaned and pulled the blonde’s body closer to his, pressing himself against the other.

He ran his hands over the lithe body as his mouth claimed the boy’s and proceeded to rain kisses down his neck, teasing the sensitive skin with his tongue.

The blond moaned and writhed against him.

"Hey!"

Alex woke with a start and waited as his eyes adjusted to the light in his room. He looked at the figure sitting on his bed.

He groaned. "Is something wrong?"

Mark shook his head, "I used the spare key."

Alex nodded, running his hand through his dark hair. What did using the spare key have to do with anything?

Mark stared at him as he stretched out on his bed, his tank top riding up to reveal the beginning of abs.

Alex stopped when he felt Mark’s gaze. "Is there a reason you used my emergency key to come into my room?"

Mark shrugged, eyes glinting dangerously. "You were moaning in your sleep. What were you dreaming about?"

"You mean who?" Alex chuckled and didn’t resist when Mark bent down and gave him a hard kiss.

"I was dreaming about a blue eyed blond," he said against Mark's lips.

Mark smiled and got up, satisfied with that answer. With orientation starting the next day, it really wouldn't be wise to perform any exhausting activities. 

Alex sighed as Mark left the room.

Liar.

But he didn't lie, not really.

It wasn't like he'd asked Mark to assume he meant him.

—-
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Nate woke up with a splitting headache and looked across the room at his roommate's bed. He was about to celebrate it being empty when the door opened and the mad scientist walked in.

"Good morning," he said to Nate.

James had apparently just gotten out of the shower as he was in a bathrobe. Nate was hoping nothing terrible happened; like a strong natural gale suddenly coming up and naturally throwing the robe open, or a secret organization of accidental spies suddenly battling it out in their room and accidentally throwing the robe open, or a magic genie escaping from the bedside lamp and magically throwing the robe open.

Nate just really had the best interests of the robe at heart.

"Morning," Nate replied, looking away.

"I left a printed set of rules on your terminal," his chubby roommate said. “Along with some aspirin and water, your set of keys to the bath and shower are in your top drawer.”

Nate nodded gratefully and thanked James profusely as he got up out of bed. Maybe his roommate wasn’t so bad after all. Clearly a bit of a control freak but not a bad one.

As James walked over to his closet, Nate hoped he'd take the initiative and walk into the closet to get dressed. When James selected some clothes from his closet and walked out, Nate hurriedly grabbed his soap and bath robe and escaped before he was scarred for life.

When he got back, James was gone but had taken the liberty to put Nate's courses, time table and map of the school highlighting all his lecture theatres.

Nate wrote him a thank you note and left the room.

Nate made his way through the many hallways toward his first class with a notebook and map in his hand. He'd left the room early, hoping to get to class on time by accounting for the time he figured he'd be lost. He noticed other first years looking pretty undead given the partying of the previous night. One girl was making her way slowly to class, groaning and moaning in pain as she shuffled forward, leaning against the wall. 

Someone bumped into Nate as he was distractedly watching the zombie girl and he dropped his notebook and map. He apologized and bent down to pick up the map while the other person picked up the notebook and, for no reason at all, started flipping through it, looking at the sketches Nate had done.

Nate glanced up, ready to call them out on their particular brand of jack-assery and found himself staring at the campus Adonis.

Nate somehow managed to stop the cuss words that were well on their way to leaving his mouth and took in a deep breath, preparing himself for the taunting he was sure would come. 

Alex handed him the book, looking thoughtful, and said, “I see you made it.”

Nate blinked at that and then remembered how Alex and Mark had helped him and Gavin back to their rooms. Shit.

“I’m usually great with alcohol,” he said, embarrassed.

“That was no ordinary alcohol,” Alex stated, hazel eyes bright with amusement. He then nodded at the sketchbook. “Are you planning on taking any art classes?”

“I’m in the sciences.” Nate replied with a shake of his head, “And I'm not that good.”

“Bull,” Alex snorted and pulled out a piece of paper with directions. Nate watched him write and noticed the tips of his fingers were red. His fingers were long and seemed precise in their movements. “Be there at four in the afternoon. All your classes should be done by then. Being in a different school won’t affect you much. Think of it like an after-class club or extracurricular activity. It can’t hurt.”

When Nate still looked doubtful, Alex added, “Several students are part of the art club even though they aren’t in that school. I’m a law student and there’s even a guy in Engineering. Just be there at four.”

Nate considered arguing but figured all his arguments could be better thought out at four in the afternoon.

“Later,” Alex disappeared into the crowd and Nate made it to his first lecture on time.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Homeless
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To say that Nate was disappointed would be the master of understatements.

Wasn't university supposed to be more interesting than high school?

It was like between the boring introductory classes and the other students, the only difference between high school and university was that the boring classes were longer now and the other students didn't fall asleep as easily as they did in high school.

Nate was jotting down the points their Physics lecturer was giving and occasionally drawing in his classmates in the margins of his notebook. He, Gavin and Suze were all in the school of Natural Sciences but were in different lecture groups. 

Nate really had no idea why he even had to take physics. He liked it but it had nothing to do with what he wanted to study.

Unfortunately for him, the school of N.S didn't exactly care and decided to put every student with a particular science in mind in that main branch and for a whole year, they would take only four courses; Math, Chemistry, Physics and Biology. 

Nate wanted to study microbiology but there he was, seated in a class taking down notes on how they would later study the Doppler Effect. For an introductory class, it felt like an actual lecture.

The lecturer, Dr Johnson, had only taken the time to say his name, what he'd take them in, and tell them that if they did anything stupid to disrupt his class, he'd halve their final assessment. This worked like a charm and had them all behaving like adults and listening attentively, albeit fearfully.

When the two hours were up, the class escaped and Nate hurried to his next class, using the map James had provided. At least he got to math on time.

Nate groaned when he read how long the math lecture would be.

Three hours?

It was no wonder Lays had been built. Someone must have realised the daily torture the students went through.

The lecturer, Dr Adams, breezed through the whole thing, taking questions during the last twenty minutes.

Nate looked down at the notes he'd taken down.

He missed the time before math abandoned numbers for letters. He wondered how it’d look to a first-grader. They’d probably assume he was learning the alphabet all over again. The only number present was the Lecturer's office for any queries they might have had. Dr Adams seemed pretty alright for an old guy and he basically refused to do the introductory class, deciding to get right into his lessons. 

After the class, Nate rushed out, looking at the time and swearing.

Alex had said he should go to the art theatre by four and he had fifteen minutes. He thought about skipping the whole thing. It wasn't like he wanted more stuff on his plate. It was his first day. He was about to head back to his room when an image of an angry, or worse, disappointed Alex came to mind.

Damn it.

He took out the paper Alex had handed him and made his way to the art theatre.
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"So, is this him then?"

Nate looked at the grey haired man standing before him.

He'd arrived at exactly four.

The art theatre was larger than all the other lecture halls he’d been in and was filled with a mess of different things. A few students were present, some looking like they were sketching while others seemed to be writing.

The art theatre was connected to the music theatre in the next room through a pair of large oak doors. The music room was soundproof so students playing instruments wouldn’t disturb anyone else. A piano, surrounded by other instruments stood on a raised platform. Nate wanted to go touch all of them and had to be called back to the art theatre. 

The grey haired lecturer was pretty tall and Nate had to stay a short distance away so he didn’t strain his neck attempting to stare at a 90 degree angle. Nate assumed the man had greyed early because his face didn’t seem very old. His big curly hair was tied back in a loose low ponytail and had some streaks of black in it. He had dark brown eyes, brown skin and thick dark eyebrows. He was wearing an apron adjusted to his side and was looking up at Alex who had come down from his seat when Nate finally came in.

Alex nodded, answering the man’s question, “Yeah, it’s him. Nate, this is Dr Evans.”

Nate said a low hello and Dr Evans grinned warmly.

“Hand me your sketchbook, Nate,” Alex said, holding out his hand.

Nate put down his backpack and pulled out the sketchbook Alex had looked at that morning. Nate handed it to Alex who handed it to Dr Evans and Nate wondered why he hadn't just handed it to the lecturer himself.

Dr Evans flipped through it, pausing at intervals and nodding his head.

When he got to the end, Nate blushed. He was always a bit nervous about people seeing his sketches. It was a bit like bearing some of your soul and awaiting judgement from people who didn’t have the whole story of why you were a quintessential bastard.

Dr Evans was looking at a detailed sketch of a beautiful woman with large eyes, a dimpled smile and long bright hair.

“This is really good. Did you do this?"

Nate nodded, getting redder.

Dr Evans chuckled, "Girlfriend?"

Nate stared, "She's my mom."

Dr Evans laughed, "Sure she is."

Nate swore under his breath. He had taken that photo of his mom and sketched it. It had been a really good photo. His mother had loved it so much it was still framed in her room. 

“You seem to be really good at capturing all the important parts you want viewers to concentrate on. I like how you hazed up the background but still gave it just as much detail as your subject. You could be my son.”

Nate chuckled.

Dr Evans looked at Nate evenly and said, “Is your mother divorced?”

“No,” Nate deadpanned. “And my father is alive and they are very much in gross marital love.”

“Hm. Alright, keep me posted,” Dr Evans replied. “Anyway, I want you to try your hand at art. Have you ever studied art or music?”

“No.”

“One of those naturally talented bastards, eh? Excellent. Let’s hope you learn fast.”

Nate opened his mouth to protest but Dr Evans was already speaking again.

“Okay,” Dr Evans said as he handed Nate his book. “You'll work on your art in Alex's current class with,” he scoured the room. “Let's see. With Colt. But if you take an interest in music, and show similar talent, you'll work with Alex."

Nate lifted a hand slowly. “I kinda have my own classes to attend and I don't know your timetable-”

“Oh, right, of course,” Dr Evans looked thoughtful for a moment then said, “Be here every day at half passed four. I expect all first year classes are done by then?”

Nate nodded.

“Excellent. Here's your first assignment,” Dr Evans took a sticky note from one of the pockets of his apron, scribbled something and handed it to Nate.

Nate took the slip of paper and frowned, “I don't know anything about sculpting.”

“You aren't doing much, just helping Colt out. Besides, I want you to hand in a personal assignment on Photography. Topic of your choice. Have a scrapbook made by Monday next week.”

Nate nodded and after taking a large new sketch pad Dr Evans told him to get from the side room, he walked up the steps, following Alex.

Alex pointed out a tan boy with light brown hair and said, "That's Colt."

Nate nodded and walked over to the boy.

"Colt?"

"Who's asking?" The boy asked absently, looking up from his giant sketch pad. 

Stormy grey eyes focused on Nate and seemed to take in every little detail. 

Colt was attractive, almost painfully so. If Nate kept staring, he would scream at the heavens and scratch his own face off. 

Colt had the body of someone who definitely worked out and was wearing a shirt that wasn’t tight but was pulled in all the right places when he raised an arm to add a particular detail to his sketch. His eyes were almost cat-like and his pointy ears seemed to imply an impish mischievous nature. Chestnut hair, stuck in that stage between short and long where he was probably due for a haircut but way too lazy to actually go get one, fell over his forehead, the ends just getting into his eyes. There were charcoal smudges on his face from where he’d used his charcoal-dusted hands to brush his hair away from his eyes.

Nate looked away from Colt, to something safer, and instead focussed on what Colt was adding detail to and blushed deeply. He decided staring at the ceiling was his best chance at survival.

“I'm Nate,” he said to the ceiling. “I'll be your partner for the sculpting assignment.”

Colt raised an eyebrow at him and chuckled. “Is that so?”

Nate was still pointedly looking anywhere but at Colt or the drawing that had been inspired artistically by the Kama sutra or by some really artistic porn.

“So uncomfortable,” Colt smirked, taking a step toward him. “Have you not had sex before?”

Nate choked on the air he'd been trying to breathe and Colt laughed, “Oh wow. Are you a virgin? Wait... are you the virgin? From Hayden? The super virgin that the detector practically broke announcing last night? I knew I shouldn’t have missed that party.”

Nate was now blushing furiously and turned to leave. He definitely didn’t need all the teasing. And art was not something he even needed to do. He was fine with just sketching when he felt like it.

He took a step and felt a hand on his arm. If looks could kill, his eyes would have been incarcerated in seconds.

Colt let go of him and ran a hand through his hair, looking not at all apologetic. “Sorry, sorry, don’t be mad. I have issues with my brain filter. I was kidding.”

Nate scowled at him. “Yeah well, glad you had your fun. I’ll ask Dr Evans for a different assignment.”

Nate almost jumped when Colt grabbed his hand and pressed it to his chest. “No please, really I’m sorry. Dr Evans will have my head if I scare off another partner! Let me bribe you!”

Colt pouted and fluttered his lashes at Nate, grabbing his whole arm. “Please. I’ll try lay off the virgin jokes. Promise.”

Nate sighed and tried to shake his arm out of Colt’s grasp. “Fine. Get off me.”

Colt pursed his lips, his eyes watering with suppressed laughter and Nate had no doubt he wanted to say something like “Is saying that how you stayed a virgin so long?”

Nate resisted kicking him and Colt let go.

“Well,” Colt smiled boyishly at him. “Now that I’ve made a great first impression, we should get started.”

Nate rolled his eyes at that.

"Lay off him, Colt." Alex called out from a few seats down, giving Colt an irritated look.

Colt saluted Alex, winked at Nate and got back to his sketchbook. 

He nodded Nate over and started to tell him the basics of sculpting, of how they could come up with ideas for what to make and how Nate could help.

Nate shot Alex a grateful smile when he saw him still watching them. Alex nodded in acknowledgement and went back to his own work.

Nate turned back to Colt and listened. The guy was pretty knowledgeable about sculpting and art in general, when he wasn’t being a prick. He asked Nate to draw whatever came to mind so they could make comparisons and discuss what
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