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There might have been a lot of different words used to describe university biochemistry student Noah Daniels. Noah had always liked to think of himself as a sporty, intelligent and caring man that always wanted to support his fellow students, but it turned out some other people had different ideas. 

Noah had no idea why some people called him harsh, determined and a little obsessive when he put his mind to something. Granted all those people were his exes and as much as Noah liked them despite the breakups. He was glad the various relationships had ended.

Yet there was one word Noah was very glad no one had ever called him and that was the word nerd or bookish.

As Noah went through the large glass doors into the immense Kent University library, he smiled at the little old lady in a bright red Christmas jumper that wore her golden glasses around her neck on a chain. He didn’t have the heart to tell her the glasses made her look old. Yet she looked happy and that was all that Noah cared about.

The little old lady was sitting at a long blue plastic counter with four empty computers running along it. She had to be the only staff member on duty today and she was even humming a merry little Christmas tune to herself. 

Noah was surprised his smile turned into a real one but that was what he loved about Christmas. It was such a happy, merry and wonderful time of year that could turn the grumpiest person into one of the happiest.

Noah went over to the long row of turnstiles in the middle of the library, he scanned his university ID and he glided through into the library. All he wanted to do was find a fellow cute student that he really wanted to ask out but he just had to find him in this place first.

As Noah looked around the massive oval “welcome” area with its odd blue carpet tiles, walls lined with tens upon tens of little fiction books that the university (and the literature snobs) didn’t care about and the red tinsel-covered sofas, he was really glad it was late in the afternoon where a lot of students were at labs, lectures or just avoiding the library like no tomorrow.

He couldn’t really blame them. 

The entire library smelt of coffee, sugar and even a little whiskey if his nose was correct (which it always was when it came to coffee and alcohol), the very lifeblood of university. And Noah was surprised he had never come to the University’s library before.

It wasn’t that he was a bad student. He really liked biochemistry and learning about a person’s, plant’s and animal’s biological chemical reactions to create an effect and allow the body to do what it needed to do to survive. But he didn’t need to be in some library to do his readings, and there was just something off-putting about the library.

Noah looked up and grinned like a little schoolboy as he saw through the glass railings on the next floor above him that the most beautiful man at the university was sitting on there.

Ethan Stewart was a fellow biochemistry student that Noah had first met two years ago in an Introduction To Cell Chemistry lecture. And whilst Noah maintained it was the worst lecture of his entire life because the lecturer was beyond awful, it had also been one of the best lectures because Ethan had been there.

Noah couldn’t help but smile more and more as he looked at the skinny, rake of a man just hunched over the white desk he was working at. Noah loved Ethan’s longish blond hair styled in a crewcut perfectly and Ethan looked great in his tight blue jeans and thick black jumper that preluded to the slight muscle Ethan was hiding underneath.

Noah’s wayward parts sprung to life as he had loved seeing Ethan on a hot summer’s day in a loose whiter t-shirt that allowed him to see Ethan’s biceps. It wasn’t much but Ethan was just so beautiful. 

Noah stepped to one as a young university student walked past with a trolley of books to put away.

He really didn’t want to move but he didn’t want a student or staff member to think he was being weird. He had wanted to have a real conversation with Ethan for ages but he just hadn’t managed it.

Ethan was cute, kind and Noah really liked him, but he was a bit of a nerd and was into tons of things that Noah didn’t exactly understand. Noah had seriously tried to understand Dragons and Dungeons 5th edition but it went straight over his head and Noah couldn’t understand it for the life of him.

It was a great game and Noah could see how much Ethan loved it, but Noah just couldn’t talk about it with him.

Noah noticed the little old lady had stopped her merry little Christmas tune and she was looking at him now. Maybe she thought he was going to cause trouble, but Noah just wanted to look at Ethan for a little longer. 

Just a second or so longer.

He had heard rumours about Ethan having health conditions, a lot of bad ex-boyfriends and that was why he focused on roleplaying games and whatnot. But Noah didn’t care. He knew exactly how bad health conditions could be because of his mother, but his father had shown him and his sisters how someone’s health shouldn’t stop you loving them.

Noah had loved his mother so much. He missed her tons and if the rumours were true about Ethan then Noah just wanted, needed to honour his mother’s memory by proving to Ethan that he did deserve love, health conditions or not.

“Can I help you?” the little old lady asked behind the desk.

“No thank you I’m just looking for someone,” Noah said. “And I’ve found them. Thanks anyway,”

Noah went to the edge of the welcome area, up a very orange and ugly set of wide stairs and went to the next floor where beautiful Ethan was sitting.

Noah grinned as he went through the fire doors and scanned the library area to find Ethan. Each floor was designed to be quieter than the floor below it, so the ground floor was done for social study but the third floor was designed for silent study.

He couldn’t see Ethan as he scanned the rows upon rows of white plastic desks. There were plenty of other university students sitting on them, including two women wearing thick black jumpers and another woman wearing pink tinsel around her neck, from his biochemistry cohort. They looked like they were writing and researching their essays before winter break in three days. 

Noah wasn’t looking forward to that essay. He had chosen the best of the bad titles and that was a headache for another day.

The sound of people muttering, debating their subjects and hammering away at keyboards on their laptops and the computers that lined the edges of the first floor made Noah shake his head. He wanted, needed to find Ethan but there were just too many people.

Noah went past the rows amongst rows of white tables and nodded at some of his other fellow biochemistry students as he went. He was glad to see two of his first-year mentees were working up here, at least they were following his advice for a change.

Then he found Ethan.

Noah couldn’t help but grin as he saw Ethan hunched over some kind of fantasy roleplaying game character sheet whatever, and he was listening to his music like he always did. His black earbuds were in his ears and Noah couldn’t believe how cute, innocent and adorable Ethan looked.

Noah had no idea what the red, blue and black dice were for that were next to Ethan, but he wanted to learn.

He really wanted to have a real conversation with him so he was going to.

Noah went over to Ethan, pulled out a thin black chair that Noah was fairly sure would break if he put too much pressure on it and he tapped Ethan on the shoulder.

Ethan jumped and frowned and then grinned when he saw Noah sitting there.

Noah gasped and a lump formed in his throat as he looked into Ethan’s sweet hazelnut eyes. He had actually forgotten how beautiful, stunning and cute Ethan was up close. He was even more perfect up close than from a distance.

“Hey,” Noah said almost annoyed at himself because it was all he could say.

“Hey back,” Ethan said. “Come to try and talk to me again about nerd stuff,”

Noah blushed and his entire body warmed up. He hadn’t meant to be so lame and desperate last month that he had basically cornered Ethan and tried to strike up a conversation with him. And ended up making both of them uncomfortable.

“Yeah, not my finest moment. I’m sorry,” Noah said.

“I know you are,” Ethan said rolling his dice in between his fingers. “You look nice,”

Noah laughed. It was so Ethan to say something like that when all he was wearing was yesterday’s jeans, activewear jumper and some dirty trainers.

“Thanks, but what are doing here? I thought Professor French said you didn’t need to come to tomorrow’s lecture. I thought you would have ran back home by now,” Noah said really glad Ethan had stayed.

“No of course not. I have a game tomorrow night,” Ethan said glad he had stayed a little longer. “Then I’m going home to Devon for a month. What about you?”

“I was going to skip the class tomorrow but I wanted to see you first,” Noah said.

He couldn’t believe he had been so open and he realised that was the closest he had ever come to telling Ethan how he felt, and how he wanted to spend a lot more time with him than they were currently doing.

Ethan grinned and stopped playing with the dice in his hands.  

Christmas carols started playing from someone’s laptop before they closed whatever screen they were on and
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