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The library was never this quiet during the day. Even at 11 PM on a Thursday, with finals looming, there should have been at least a dozen desperate souls hunched over textbooks. But tonight, just me and Kyle.

I shifted in my chair, trying to focus on the statistics equations blurring before me. My reputation preceded me—Jason "The Hammer" Henderson, campus legend for reasons both academic and athletic. The ladies' man, the guy who'd dated half the cheerleading squad and supposedly slept with the other half. The irony wasn't lost on me that I was struggling to maintain a B- in Intro to Statistics while Kyle—quiet, intense Kyle—had been tutoring me for three weeks.

"You're staring at the page again," Kyle said without looking up from his laptop. His voice was low, with a hint of amusement that made my neck prickle.

"Just thinking." I ran a hand through my hair, suddenly aware of how messy it must look after hours of studying. "About how Professor Davis probably designed this course to destroy GPAs and social lives."

Kyle chuckled, and the sound echoed slightly in the cavernous study room. "Or maybe he just wants us to actually learn the material."

"Where's the fun in that?" I shot back, my usual charm feeling hollow in the empty library.

When I looked at him, really looked, I noticed things I hadn't before. The way his dark hair fell across his forehead when he concentrated. The slight stubble along his jawline. The fact that his eyes were this intense shade of green that seemed to see right through my bullshit.

"What?" he asked, finally glancing up.

"Nothing. Just—thanks for staying late to help me." I gestured around us. "Especially since everyone else apparently bailed."

"Sarah was supposed to meet me," he said casually, closing his laptop. "She texted twenty minutes ago. Something about a 'girls' emergency.'"

"Girls' emergency?" I raised an eyebrow. "That usually means someone's boyfriend screwed up, or they found out their favorite show got canceled."

Kyle's smile was quick but genuine. "Probably both. Her track record with boyfriends is... impressive."

"Tell me about it." I leaned back in my chair, stretching. "At least she has an excuse. I'm just failing at basic math."

"Statistics," he corrected, but without the usual academic pedantry. "And you're not failing. You just need to approach it differently."

"Differently how?"

Instead of answering, he stood up and moved next to my chair. His presence was suddenly overwhelming—close, warm, smelling of something clean and vaguely spicy. I could feel the heat radiating from his body as he leaned over to point at my textbook.

"Look," he said, his voice right beside my ear. "You're trying to memorize formulas when you should be understanding the concepts. The correlation coefficient isn't just a number to plug in—it's a relationship between variables."

His hand rested on the back of my chair, fingers brushing against my back. The contact was innocent, barely there, but electricity shot through me. My breath caught.

"Jason?" Kyle's voice was softer now. "You okay?"

"Fine," I managed, though my voice came out rough. "Just—tired."

Kyle stretched his arms above his head, and my eyes were drawn to the movement. He was wearing a thin tank top that rode up with the motion, revealing a strip of toned stomach and the dark trail of hair that disappeared into his jeans. But it was his arms that really caught my attention—muscular and dusted with dark hair, and when he stretched higher, I could see the shadow of his armpits, more hair there than I'd expected to notice.

Why was I noticing this? Why was I staring at another man's armpits and feeling something stir in my gut that had nothing to do with statistics?

He lowered his arms and ran a hand through his dark hair, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. My eyes followed the movement, tracing the moist path his tongue left behind. His lips were fuller than I'd realized, the bottom one slightly fuller than the top, and when he caught me staring, something flickered in his green eyes.

"Jason?" he asked again, his voice lower this time.

I blinked, forcing myself to look away. "Sorry. Just zoned out for a second."

Kyle straightened up but didn't move away. "We've been at this for hours. Maybe we should call it a night."

"Not yet." I surprised myself with the urgency in my voice. "I want to understand this."

Kyle's fingers lingered on my shoulder for a moment longer before he pulled back. "Okay. But let's try something different."

He pulled up the chair next to mine, our knees almost touching under the table. The space between us felt charged, thick with something I couldn't name but could definitely feel.

"Show me how you'd approach this problem," he said, pointing to my textbook.

As I began explaining my thought process, I was acutely aware of his gaze on me—not just on my work, but on me. The way his eyes tracked my movements, the intensity of his focus. When I stumbled over an explanation, he reached out and placed his hand over mine on the page.

"Here," he said softly. "Let me help."

His skin was warm against mine, his fingers longer, more slender than my own. My heart hammered against my ribs as he guided my hand through the equation, his touch sending shivers up my arm.

I'd never been this aware of another man's touch before. Never noticed the roughness of someone's fingertips, the strength in their grip, the way their presence could fill a space until there was no room for anything else.

When I finally looked up from our hands, his eyes met mine. Something passed between us in that moment—question and answer, invitation and acceptance. The library was empty, the world outside distant and irrelevant. There was only the two of us, the statistics textbook forgotten between us, and a question hanging in the air that I suddenly, desperately wanted to answer.
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I pulled my hand back from under Kyle's as if I'd been burned, the phantom sensation of his touch lingering on my skin. What the hell was wrong with me? I loved women. I loved the soft curves, the smell of their perfume, the way their bodies felt under mine. I loved tits and ass, the taste of pussy, the breathy moans they made when I was inside them. That's who I was. That's who I'd always been.

So why was my heart still pounding like I'd just run a wind sprint? Why could I still feel the heat of Kyle's body next to mine, still smell that clean, spicy scent that was uniquely his?

"Right," I said, my voice rougher than I intended. "Correlation coefficient. Relationship between variables."

Kyle's lips curved into a small, knowing smile, and I hated how my eyes immediately darted to them. "Exactly. It's about how two things move together. When one goes up, does the other go up too? Or does it go down?"

He was looking at me intently, and I felt like the textbook example he was describing. Every cell in my body was heading in one direction—straight toward him—while my brain, my reputation, my entire history was screaming in the opposite.

"Maybe I need a break," I said, pushing my chair back slightly. The legs scraped against the linoleum, the sound unnaturally loud in the empty room.

"Probably not a bad idea," Kyle agreed, stretching his arms above his head again.

Once more, my eyes betrayed me, drawn to the exposed strip of his stomach, the dark hair disappearing into his jeans. This time, when his arm was extended, I could see the dark shadow of his armpit hair more clearly, and an unexpected jolt of arousal hit me so hard I nearly gasped. My mind flashed to an image of burying my face there, of tasting that skin, of inhaling his scent.

What the FUCK was that?

When he lowered his arms, he licked his lips again—a slow, deliberate sweep of his tongue that left them glistening in the dim light. My own mouth went dry, and I had to physically stop myself from leaning across the table.

"I think," Kyle said, his voice dropping to a lower register that vibrated right through me, "that you might be overthinking this. Sometimes the answers are simpler than we make them."

I nodded dumbly, unable to form words. My brain was a mess of conflicting signals—pornographic images of women flashing by interspersed with inexplicable visions of Kyle's hands, his lips, the muscles in his arms.

"You're staring again, Jason," he said, but there was no criticism in his tone, only... invitation.

I couldn't deny it. I was staring, and I couldn't seem to stop. "Sorry."

"Don't be," he replied softly, standing up. "I think there's another book that might help. Different approach. Let's go get it."

He held out a hand to help me up, and I hesitated for a fraction of a second before taking it. His grip was firm, his palm slightly calloused, and another shiver ran through me. I couldn't remember the last time a simple handshake had affected me like this.

Kyle led us through the silent library toward the stacks, our footsteps echoing in the cavernous space. The statistics section was in a remote corner of the building, far from any windows, lit by a single recessed light that cast long shadows down the narrow aisle.
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