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It can sometimes be difficult being a
college professor. With lesson planning, paper and test grading,
plotting the course for greatness for each and individual student,
and making sure they all have what is needed to earn their credits
in the classes I teach in the history department, I have quite the
full plate. Add to that being a single father of a busy nineteen
year old daughter, I simply don't have time to find a partner or go
on dates. Or, so I tell her every time she brings it up.

 


“You _deserve_
to be happy,” Alisha implores over her toast,
waving her hand dramatically. She hesitates rather than saying it’s
what mom would want, knowing it’s a nerve she shouldn’t strike so
early in the morning.

 


“I’m just too busy right
now,” I reply, scrolling through submitted reports on my laptop.
“We’re over midway through the semester, and students are coming
after me for extra credit.”

 


‘_Most wouldn’t have to bother
had they bothered with regular credit,_’ I
think with a grumble, thinly concealed behind my mug of coffee. So
many students laze through the semester until they see a poor
grade, then panic their way to winter break.

 


“Maybe if you had someone
you wouldn’t be so grumpy to your coffee,” Alisha shoots with a
smirk. She bites into her toast with a satisfying crunch, her snide
remark rewarded with a frustrated glare from her father.

 


I put the mug down onto
the table beside my laptop with a half-smile, clearing my throat.
She _has_ a
point, and I know it. There would be more fulfillment in my life if
I had someone to share it with. Someone other than my daughter,
someone to be intimate with. My eyes scan the screen, but I can’t
really bring myself to comprehend much of what I see while my mind
wanders. 

 


It’s a small mercy when
she leaves for the gym. She’s so good at taking care of herself,
and _nagging_ me
to do the same. I give her a good eye-roll when she reminds me to
do my morning exercises as she walks through the door, smirking
into my coffee until I hear the front door close. Knowing it’s the
least I can do to help put her mind at ease, I finish my meager
breakfast, clean up the kitchen, and start the morning
routine.

 


At a little over forty,
it’s annoyingly difficult to maintain a good figure. My hair has
grayed considerably from its former obsidian, leaving me with thick
salt-and-pepper growth atop my head. I’m fortunate to
_have_ a thick head of
hair at my age, I know, but wasn’t fully prepared to watch the
steady decline of my deep, youthful color. The snug Under Armour
shirt gradually becomes more and more damp as I work out, stretched
tight over my encroaching dad-bod. I’d let myself go after the
passing of my wife, but in recent years Alisha has pushed for me to
get myself back into shape. The roundness of my belly has
shrunk, _almost_ revealing the abs I used to flaunt in my younger days. My
biceps make the shirt sleeves strain pleasantly as I flex in front
of the bathroom mirror, and the glint has nearly returned to my
gray eyes. It’s impossible to deny that something is missing in my
life, and I can’t help but admit, if only to myself, that my
daughter has a point.

 


Showering, dressing, and
commuting to the university is all complete within half an hour. My
hair is still a little damp when I get into my classroom, having
arrived a little late and had to skip checking into my office. I
rub a hand over my face, scratching fingers into the coarse stubble
on my cheeks as I enter the classroom. Most of the students are in
their seats, and the few arriving later than me - if showing up at
all - don’t really surprise me. A dry laugh shakes from my chest as
I take inventory of the missing, knowing that many of them are the
same ones looking for extra credit.

 


Lindsay perks up as soon
as she sees me. A longtime friend of Alisha’s, “_besties_” since the fifth grade -
their bond becoming stronger when her father died while they were
in middle school. Her red hair is pulled back in its usual
ponytail, and she adjusted her glasses with a pair of fingers when
I looked her way. She quickly tucked the lone strand of hair
hanging defiant of the ponytail back behind her ear, and her pale
cheeks took on a pink tone. The green cardigan hangs open over her
light blue top, and I try to avoid noticing her nervousness as she
crosses her ankles under her desk. She fidgets with her knee-length
skirt, a soft, baby blue fabric that covers her thighs, and I smile
as I take my place behind my desk, thinking far from the first time
of how cute the girl looks. 

 


After class, Lindsay approaches my desk. I
was too preoccupied typing notes from the day to notice, and when
she cleared her throat to get my attention, I was embarrassed to be
startled. My cheeks reddened as I looked up at the girl, then stood
straight opposite my desk to speak with her. Just as my mouth
opened, she began to speak. She promptly stopped, not wanting to
cut off her favorite teacher, but I smiled and gestured for her to
continue.

 


“Alisha tells me you’re
needing some help with the ladies?” she asked in a chipper tone.
Her glasses gleamed in the overhead lights as she bounced on her
heels, and I couldn’t help but chuckle a reply.

 


“Oh, is that so?” I reply
with a smirk. There was a hint of annoyance in my voice and I
crossed my arms over my chest, but tried to keep my demeanor
playful. Lindsay had always been my favorite of Alisha’s friends,
and I truly appreciated their intent to help me. It really showed
they cared, just… I wasn’t entirely sure I was ready to move on.
Not yet, at least. “What else might she have said?”

 


“That you’re a stubborn
old man, but we already knew that.” 

 


It caught me off guard. My crossed arms
drooped a bit, and my smirk faltered as surprise spread across my
face. Lindsay looked on with a raised eyebrow, a hand on her hip
and cellphone in her other hand. She looked completely natural, as
if the comment was expected. The air felt warm, tense between them
as seconds ticked away, but then the ruse was over. 

 


“I’m
just messing with you,” she said through a brief fit of giggles.
“She _did_ say it might be tricky, but I think I have a
solution.”

 


As relief washed through
me, I took on a more relaxed stance. Perhaps I should be a bit more
open to the possibility of dating? It couldn’t hurt, really. If it
didn’t work, it didn’t work, and I could move on. No biggie. But,
if it _did_ end
up working out… 

 


“Ok, yeah,” I relented
with a half smile, half grimace. It felt strained for sure,
especially as I rubbed the back of my neck with one hand. “What do
you have in mind?”

 


“A blind date. Set up
totally by us, you just show up at the right time and place, no
stress, no worries!”

 


The excited girl held out her phone, the
screen on display. It showed the home-screen of a fairly ritzy
restaurant, complete with enticing images of expertly crafted foods
and the overly complicated name in sweeping, italicized letters. I
couldn't help but chuckle through a smirk, thinking of how cliché
it would be.

 


"Blind date, hmm?" I asked
while packing my things into my briefcase. My mind was at war with
itself, stuck between finding any and every excuse not to go, and
knowing these two meddling girls were right. Getting back into the
dating pool, and _getting
some_, as my daughter had vulgarly put it
once, _would_ do
wonders for my-

 


"You know what?" I heard myself saying
before my brain had fully processed anything. "Yeah, that would
actually be great. Would tonight work?"

 


'_What the fuck am I
doing?_' Panic flared in my head as
Lindsay squeaked gleefully. She was already tapping away on her
phone's screen, presumably making the arrangements.
'_Tonight is much too soon - but I can't back out
now_.' 

 


Back and forth my thoughts
raged, so much that I didn't really hear anything my student was
saying. Before I could get clarification from her, she had turned
and rushed from the room, leaving me reeling in the aftermath of
what had just happened. My mind gathered the pieces as I picked up
my briefcase and made for the door, and I wondered when I was
supposed to show up. Maybe _that_
was my way out of this mess?

 


Unfortunately…
fortunately? Either way, Lindsay seemed to have shared the details
with Alisha. The time was confirmed for that night at six, and my
daughter was wearing a suspicious grin when she told me of
_her_ plans. I crossed
my arms and leaned against the kitchen counter, leveling a fatherly
glare at her.

 


"I'm just gonna be out
tonight, studying with Tiffany," she said in an overly innocent
tone. Her hands were up as she shrugged, wordlessly suggesting that
she didn't expect anything to happen. "You'll just have the house
all to yourself, __alone__," my daughter added with
knowing eyes, "_unless you
aren't…_"

 


It was clear this had been
planned. I shook my head with a grin I didn't know was there until
I was in my own room, and wouldn't have been able to
convince _anyone_ that I wasn't looking forward to this date. So many years had
gone by since my last romantic outing, that as I dressed in the
finest suit my closet could afford, I wondered if I'd remember how.
Then again, the mystery woman could very well be in the same boat.
Perhaps we would stumble through together, and find our way into
bed-

 


I stiffened while working
on my tie. The _last_ thing I needed to be doing was getting all worked up, or
hopeful for… _that_. Just dinner, maybe some drinks, and good, worthwhile
conversation. That's all I needed to be after tonight, dipping back
into the scene, no expectations for anyone. 

 


The table was set and ready when I arrived.
There weren't many people at the restaurant, and where they'd sat
me was in a suggestively dimly lit table for two in the back. It
was positioned so far from other patrons that I couldn't even
overhear their conversations if I wanted to, even if the deafening
beating in my ears were to tone it down. After what felt like
hours, but was probably just a few minutes - ten at most - I saw
the host coming back to my lonely island.

 


Behind the vested man
wasn't a woman as I expected. She wasn't some 40-something
divorcee, or widow, and it wasn’t another teacher flaunting a
stunning crimson dress which glimmered like a field of rubies
clinging to every curve. Nor was my date any kind of stranger. I
had a hard time keeping my eyes from getting too wide as the
breathtaking beauty sat in the chair the host had pulled for her,
and made every effort to keep my eyes from wandering down the
arousingly deep front of her dress, shimmering as it curtained over
her breasts. Her hair wasn’t in its typical ponytail, rather curled
and allowed to cascade freely down onto her shoulders, chest, and
back.

 


"_don't be mad,_" Lindsay whispered
in a hushed, urgent tone. 

 


She grimaced as she leaned forward, her
light, brown eyes scanning my face from behind her glasses for any
clues. Her professor, the father of her best friend, stared a
moment longer before seemingly coming to my senses. I blinked and
shook my head, as if to shake loose of the unexpected hold her
appearance had.

 


"_What are you doing?!_" I
whisper/yelled back, trying to maintain control of my emotions.
"_where's the blind-_"

 


She cut me off with
another grimace, this one cuter and mixed with a smile.
"___I'm___ _the
date, silly_."

 


It was clear she was
trying to keep the situation light, but this was
_anything_ but. Warning
bells were going off in my head, and I was stammering as I tried to
find my words.

 


"_It's ok,_" she continued, reaching
a hand across the table for mine. "_I've
wanted this for a long time. this isn't out of pity or anything,
it's-_"

 


Now it was
_my_ turn to interrupt.
“Pit-” I stopped abruptly and looked around, checking my volume
before continuing. “_Pity? What do you
mean you_ ___wanted___ _this? How long, exactly?_”

 


Lindsay’s eyes darted
away, and her already flushed cheeks took on a deeper red. My eyes
drifted down from her face, taking in the equally crimson blush on
her slender neck, and further on her chest. I found myself
distracted by the way her breaths made the dazzling dress shift and
sparkle, and wondered if there was anything else separating me from
those youthful breasts
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