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University Student Lloyd Barnett had to admit one of the things he absolutely loved about doing his psychology degree at Kent University was they always had plenty of wonderful, amazing and fascinating opportunities. And Lloyd just knew that today’s opportunity wouldn’t be any less interesting because he was going to take part in an EEG demonstration, or as Lloyd’s best friend had explained it to him, he was going to have his brain activity measured.

That really did sound absolutely amazing.

Lloyd slowly went through the large glass double doors of the psychology building (that was also used by basically every single other department at the university too) and Lloyd had been here plenty of times for his lectures, but clearly the university was in the middle of an update.

Normally Lloyd rather liked the off-white coloured walls in the large lobby area that greeted students whenever they came in, with a white staircase to the left leading up to a lecture theatre, there were three blue toilet doors a few metres in front of him and then Lloyd would normally just go right and start walking along the long, spacious white corridor.

But clearly the university hadn’t liked that in the slightest.

Now the off-white walls were freshly painted (with large Do Not Touch signs) to a baby blue sort of colour that was very pleasant, and Lloyd actually liked it more than he thought he would, the toilet doors were blocked off and even the large wall floor-to-ceiling windows that formed a wall behind Lloyd were freshly cleaned and Lloyd could have sworn they were being replaced.

The air was filled with the subtle hints of drying paint, cleaning chemicals and there was a slight dusty tang too that Lloyd wasn’t fussed by, but Lloyd didn’t want to stay too long. Lloyd much preferred the smell of his best friend’s flat with the constant hints of oranges, cloves and coffee that was a wonderful mixture of her coffee obsession and perfume.

At least was good to see the university putting Lloyd’s tuition fees to “good” use and Lloyd was looking forward to seeing what the building looked like when it was done.

But that probably wouldn’t be for days yet and Lloyd was really excited about the experiment he was taking part in.

Well, it wasn’t an experiment. Lloyd was a final-year student so he no longer had to take part in experiments course credits, which he was a little sad about. He had absolutely loved taking part in the lab studies for all the different researchers as part of his degree.

Lloyd had had his eye movements tracked, done plenty of questionnaires (psychologists really seemed to love their questionnaires) and he had even taken part in a particular experiment that involved some magnetic brain stimulation and that was seriously cool.

Lloyd loved being a university student.

The sound of the glass double door opening behind Lloyd made him quickly realise that he needed to move on and get to the EEG lab.

Lloyd went through the long white corridor with the glass wall made from sparkling windows to his right, and he just listened to the great chatting, talking and footsteps of other students as they went about their day.

Lloyd focused for a few moments on a particularly cute boy with short blond hair, black jeans and trainers. And he really was cute but he was probably straight, a trap Lloyd had certainly been falling for a lot lately.

Sometimes it just would have been nice if gay and straight boys were easier to tell apart. Lloyd was still seriously embarrassed about last night when he had started flirting with a boy at the university bar last night, only for the boy to flirt back, kiss Lloyd and then the boy’s girlfriend came over wanting one too.

That was just mortifying.

And as Lloyd’s best friend Jaz had heard his morning, he just wasn’t sure how to find hot men anymore. Back in the first year at university, it was easier because he simply went to the university’s LGBT+ social club, met people that way but he hadn’t really gone much second year because he had been so busy, and truth be told, Lloyd hardly had the urge to go back.

He wanted to meet someone a different way.

As Lloyd turned a corner, went through some wooden doors and up a very long wooden staircase to get to the EEG labs, Lloyd had a strangely wonderful feeling that he was about to get exactly what he wanted and a lot more too.

Something he was really, really excited about.
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As much as Aaron Lowe loved only having one more year at university, finally getting to do his dissertation and having the research project he had really wanted, he really wasn’t sure if he actually wanted to do this EEG demonstration in the first place. And to be honest, he just sort of felt forced into it.

Aaron sat on a soft blue fabric computer desk in front of a large fake-wooden desk with two brand-new computer monitors working perfectly (thank God), and he was just making sure that everything worked.

Aaron was more than glad that he had been in the EEG lab more times than he cared to remember, so at least he knew where everything was and the three EEG caps, that were basically swimmer’s caps that allowed him to measure people’s brain activity, were thankfully working and ready to be used as they rested on the large window sill behind Aaron.

He still wasn’t exactly sure how many people the university expected him to have in his demonstration. All he knew about it was he was going to have some 15- and 16-year-olds with him, he was going to show and talk to them about EEG and what it allows them to study, and hopefully not a single thing would go wrong.

And most importantly, the university would pay Aaron £20 in vouchers for his two hours. Which wasn’t that bad actually and he was happy to do it.

The only thing that could go wrong was if there wasn’t enough space in the EEG lab for all the students. Which was somewhat unlikely because the lab itself was a large white boxroom with two fake-wooden tables tucked away in the far left corner because that’s where all the equipment was kept and then there were a few chairs scattered about.

Leaving plenty of room thankfully for students to come to the demonstration.

And thankfully the room smelt wonderfully refreshing with hints of pine, oak and freshly cut grass from the opened windows, because Aaron was flat out paranoid that the room was too stuffy.

In fact it was only starting to dawn on Aaron now that he was just a little stressed about the entire demonstration. It totally wasn’t like he had never done an EEG before (he had only done it twice before), or like he didn’t enjoy public speaking (because he hated it) nor it was like Aaron would have preferred to be doing the mountain of coursework that was piling up on his desk. It was only two essays, an introduction to his dissertation and another assignment.

Not a lot.

Aaron forced himself to take a deep calming breath of the wonderfully scented air, and it was at times like this that Aaron would have loved to call, text or even video chat his boyfriend that dumped him last week for some advice. He had been good at calming Aaron down but clearly Aaron wasn’t the right person for him. Aaron still wasn’t entirely impressed his boyfriend had decided to break up over text and Aaron hadn’t seen him since.

But as Aaron’s best friend Jaz had said, guys like that definitely aren’t worth the effort.

As much as Aaron wanted to agree, he couldn’t get his mind off the boy that Jaz was meant to send up to him for the demonstration. Aaron had never met the boy before, seen him before and Aaron had actually forgotten his name.

Aaron really hoped the boy would turn up soon, the demonstration started in ten minutes, and if Aaron’s experience of being a Student Ambassador for the university had taught him anything it was that schools loved to be earlier or very late. 

There was never an in-between.

The sound of soft footsteps coming towards the lab made Aaron look up and his mouth actually dropped.

Sure Jaz had mentioned in passing that the boy was hot, cute and beautiful but she had seriously been lying about it all. He was fucking gorgeous and like he was a model in another life. Or this life.

Aaron almost panicked at being in the presence of such a hot man. Should he get up? Smile? Talk? Didn’t know. Hell he didn’t think he could talk.

Aaron forced himself to take another deep relaxing breath and he really focused on the hints of pine and oak and he simply focused on the gorgeous man coming into his lab.

The gorgeous man was wearing a thin white t-shirt that was almost taunting Aaron because it highlighted how fit and sexy the man was, and the man’s smooth, handsome and angular face was simply too beautiful to look at. And it was the man’s gorgeous dark hazelnut eyes that really captivated Aaron.

This man was so stunning and beautiful.

But what really did it for Aaron had to be the man’s hair. It was longish dirty blond that was folded over itself and parted to the left, it looked so glossy, stylish and downright sexy that Aaron wasn’t sure if he actually wanted to cover it up with the EEG cap and then inject the gel that EEG required. He didn’t want to ruin the gorgeous man’s hair.

All Aaron knew was that this was going to be a very hard two hours because somehow he needed to concentrate on giving a good demonstration and not concentrate at all on this gorgeous man he was demonstrating on.

And that was going to be flat out impossible.
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The moment Lloyd went into the EEG lab, all he could focus on was the stunning man sitting at the fake-wooden computer desk with his mouth open, staring at Lloyd. 

Lloyd had never given a man that sort of reaction to him before, normally straight men nodded and smiled at him just to be nice, and men-into-men smiled and occasionally winked at him suggesting that they liked what they saw.

But never had a man literally dropped his mouth for Lloyd.

And now Lloyd was actually looking at the man, he was hot too and very stunning and beautiful. There was just something about the stunning man’s broad manly shoulders that told Lloyd he worked out a lot, his fit clearly toned body and Lloyd was impressed that the man’s chest and abs were all the same beautiful thickness, unlike the so-called typical gym body with board shoulders and a thin waist.

The stunning man might have been wearing beautiful black jeans, that highlighted his wonderful legs, and a smart-looking black hoody but Lloyd could just tell his man was seriously fit, hot and very beautiful.

Even the way how the stunning man was looking at him made Lloyd feel good, really good. The man’s soft, big lips looked so inviting, relaxing and very seductive. It took all Lloyd’s willpower not to go over right there and then and start making out with the stunning man.

Lloyd wondered for a few moments whether he should talk, smile or do anything. He didn’t want to, he just wanted this precious moment of attraction to last a
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