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  To the two women who are my sisters; one in blood and one in spirit. Katie, the only person who can both love the same things as me, but for totally different reasons. Emily, who figured me out at the age of fifteen and still loves me anyway. 
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Below you can find all the tropes, content warnings, and tags that could impact your enjoyment of this book. It's not an exhaustive list, but I think these are the main ones. Your discretion is advised and let me know if there are some you found. 
Warnings: Profanity, cock jokes, possible sexual assault (Lydia didn’t even tell the author what happened)
Tropes: enemies to lovers, college romance, slow burn, closed door sex scenes
Tags: roosters; college students making dumb decisions; pressure to be who someone else wants you to be; Paris; drinking to excess; incel behavior; public speaking; international travel; stolen identities. 
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  Chapter Alpha
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Remember to tell people that Phi Alpha Pi is one of the largest and oldest sororities on campus,” I heard Jane telling some of the other sisters. “This house is a two-story Greek revival-style mansion. We allow all members to come here for meals, to study, or even hang out.” 
I passed the formal living room where Jane was meeting with the sisters who would be giving tours to prospective members during Rush Week, which was only a few days away. As our sorority’s vice president of membership, this event was important for Jane. Since she was my best friend and roommate, I had been listening to her prepare for days. We had been the first to move in a few days before. Each night, before going to bed, Jane went through her notes a few times, and I reminded her to use her outdoor voice.
Membership wasn’t my responsibility, so I waved as I walked by the living room on my way to help another sister move in. My job was to oversee everything. As the newly elected president, I needed to be seen. Today twenty of my sorority sisters saw me putting out figurative and literal fires (a candle feel), kissing people on both cheeks, and helping parents carry boxes up and down the stairs. 
“I got it from here,” Marie said, putting her hand on my arm.
I sagged with relief. There were a few more sisters trying to move in. Marie and Lydia were supposed to help, but Lydia got distracted by one of her best friends moving in. Aside from a handful of sisters, everyone was Lydia’s best friend. I climbed the stairs and dragged my body into my room. I collapsed on my bed, realizing I hadn’t even unpacked yet.

      [image: ]
I wish I could say I was ecstatic about the year ahead of me. I wished I could say I was a devoted or even involved sorority sister in Phi Alpha Pi. I wish I could say I never take on too much when people need my help. I couldn’t say any of that. I could say that I agreed to become sorority president after the sorority had been placed on academic probation for low grades. This had been a looming threat in the past, but one F tipped the boat out of our favor. I had helped at the time, teaching study and organization skills, organizing group study sessions, and trying to turn work time into something social. It worked. It had been announced just this week that the probation was lifted. My real job this year was to keep it from happening again.
With Jane responsible for membership, we could work to bring in some new members who may do better academically. We needed a better balance of the social and academic circles within the sorority’s programs too. That was Lydia’s job. I woke up from my nap thinking about my fellow board members, stacked in my favor, thanks to Marie as our secretary and treasurer. 
A knock at my door helped my mind focus. In walked Marie, just the person I had been thinking about.
“Lizbeth, did you see the shirts she got the board members?” she said, holding a hot pink T-shirt up to her body. 
Marie was petite and wore her long black hair with bangs that nearly covered her eyes. When she pulled them back, she revealed bright hazel eyes and a nose just a bit too big for her face. Marie’s my “little sister,” a bond between sorority sisters that often lasted the rest of their lives. She’s also our resident gadget geek with the latest technology toy. She had the first Fitbit, the first GoPro, was also the first to adopt new social media, and had happily taken over the sorority’s platforms.
The shirt Marie held had been in the gift basket our housemother gave each officer as they moved in. Mrs. C, as we were instructed to call her, was brand new this year and a bit over-eager. She welcomed each of the four officers with a huge hug and basket, which included tons of candy, candles, and school supplies. She gave each sister a candle as they moved in. Remember that literal fire I put out? Our previous housemother had never been this excited to see anyone. 
“Yes, I saw it,” I said, groaning and pasting on a fake smile. 
“Lizbeth, it says, ‘It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be in want of a wife.’”
“Well, she is up on her Austen,” I said, wincing as I waited for a snarky reply.
Marie put her hands on her hips and sighed before responding. “You know that’s not the point. Some of us aren’t here to find rich husbands.”
I gave her a shrug. “I believe it was the goal for many sisters in her day. She is new and excited. She will learn some of us aren’t like this anymore.”
“She asked me to wear it tonight.”
My fake smile sunk into my resting bitch face. “No, you’ll wear an official sorority shirt; it’s tradition.”
Marie huffed with a firm nod. We were in agreement about that last part. There was no way I was going to challenge sorority traditions.
Marie stepped into my room and closed the door behind her. She quickly glanced back out the door right before it snapped shut. “Are we paying for this stuff? She hasn’t handed me receipts, but I’m worried she will,” Marie asked in a low voice.
I hadn’t thought this woman would ask us to pay for our own gifts. “Let me know if she does. I think this is her gift to us. She made these herself. I mean, the font is comic sans,” I added as I pointed to the shirt.
Marie left the room through our shared bathroom. The bedrooms and shared bathrooms were on the second floor of the house. A shared bathroom connected the two officer bedrooms so we could all work together. Poor Marie had to share a room with Lydia. 
“I think we have everyone settled and don’t need to worry about anything until the meeting starts.” 
Jane came into the room unannounced, looking down in her notebook as she walked. I had only joined Phi Alpha Pi so Jane and I could hang out during freshman year. It had been Jane and a few graduates who begged me to run for president. Jane had been one of the people who convinced me to help get the sorority off academic probation. If it wasn’t lifted by this fall, the sorority would have been kicked off campus. We now had to maintain our grades for five years, or it might still happen. I always found it hard to refuse my friend when she normally asked so little of people. Lydia was the only other candidate for president, and they were anxious that she would ruin everything. Lydia was the de-facto leader of the unacademic sisters and the worst of the lot. In the end, Lydia took on the Programming vice president role, something she’s exceptionally good at. She was so good that I needed to convince her to cancel a few.
“Is it true there is a party tonight after the meeting?” I asked Jane, thinking about something many had mentioned as they moved in.
“Yes,” Jane said, looking up and noticing me on my bed. “Lydia planned with the guys at Alpha Pi. They have a few new brothers who transferred from another school, and they want to make them feel welcome before Rush Week starts. Do you remember Caroline? Her older brother Charlie is one of those members.”
I had met Caroline earlier in the day. She had transferred to the university and wanted to get involved in our chapter of Phi Alpha Pi. 
“Mrs. C is all abuzz about them because they are so rich,” Jane said, bouncing down on my bed and turning toward me. “She thinks Caroline’s brother could be a boyfriend for one of us. It is so sweet of her to want to help us.”
I forced a smile on my face. Jane wasn’t being sarcastic. She was the kindest person in the world who liked almost everyone. Something was completely wrong with you if Jane didn’t like you.
“You’re too sweet,” I said, fighting the other expressions my face wanted to make.
Jane giggled, often amused by my sarcasm and cynicism. “Lizbeth, she’s recently widowed. Her children are all off living their own lives. She wants to care for someone, and we need someone looking out for us.”
I exhaled and sagged. “I know, and I feel horrible for her! You saw the shirts, right? God forbid we learn to take care of ourselves rather than hunt for rich men to marry.”
Jane pulled the shirt out of her basket and looked it over. “Some members actually want to meet their future husbands. Let her get used to us and learn what we need. I’m sure she’ll calm down. If not, well... you’ll certainly be a good balance for her. That is one of the strengths we value in you.”
I walked up to Jane and gave her a hug. “Thank you for being kind to me even when I may not deserve it.”
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Lydia twirled in front of the mirror in the officers’’ shared bathroom. With bright red hair and green eyes, Lydia was hard to ignore and loved dressing up to get attention. She insisted red-heads had the most fun and made sure to prove it to everyone around her. With her petite curvy frame, she was like a bouncing ball. She’s the one who got the F that put us on academic probation. 
“Lizzie, you should totally wear a cute little dress,” Lydia said once she stopped spinning long enough to put on her makeup. 
I shook my head, ready to leave in thirty seconds. “I need my cute little dresses for Rush events. It will just have to be jeans and a shirt,” I said, pulling my brown hair back in a ponytail. 
I was the opposite of Lydia. I liked being around people, but I never liked being the center of attention. I had brown hair and blue eyes. I was tall and not curvy. I did not think I was like a bouncing ball.
“At least wear a cute shirt!” Lydia said, looking me up and down. “I can loan you something. I mean, who knows who will be there?”
All of Lydia’s shirts were far too tight for me. I was happy to stay in the hot pink sorority shirt I had worn to their earlier meeting. I didn’t expect anyone was going to dress up. “It will be the same guys who were there last year, and we will outnumber them because most of the guys aren’t back yet,” I said.
“Caroline’s brother will be there!” Lydia called back to me as she ran into her room. “I heard they are filthy rich-- importing and exporting out of New Orleans or something like that. Plus, I heard a friend transferred with him. I know you, Lizzy; once you have a beer or two, you’ll be dancing with the rest of us. Maybe one of the new guys will dance with you.”
Lydia came back into the bathroom with an orange shirt in her hands. I waved it away. 
Caroline had come back to the house for our membership meeting. As a Phi Alpha Pi member at her previous university, she was entitled to join without going through Rush Week like all new members. She paid her dues so she could sit in on any meeting. Caroline hadn’t remembered me when Lydia reintroduced us. When we shook hands again, Caroline had barely moved hers. She had left the meeting without a goodbye. I hoped she was merely reserved until she felt more comfortable. I seemed to be the only one who felt uncomfortable, and I hoped Charlie wasn’t anything like his sister. 
“Mrs. C thinks Jane and Charlie are perfect for each other,” Lydia said as Jane walked into the bathroom.
“When did Mrs. C meet Charlie?” I asked, sitting down at my now organized desk.
“He came over with Caroline. You were busy helping people move in and only stuck around long enough to meet her,” Jane said.
I nodded as I remembered that I had been anxious to extinguish the fire. “Did you like him?” I asked Jane.
We made eye contact in the mirror.
“I didn’t really get to meet him either,” Jane said with a soft smile and light blush. “I just saw him in passing. Even if he isn’t The One, it would be nice to have a boyfriend this year instead of random dates with guys who just want to get laid.”
I quietly chuckled. That smile meant she was infatuated. 
“Maybe there will be someone in your classes,” Marie said from the hallway where she was waiting for us.
“I’m an education major, Marie. Most of the guys in my classes are gay or married,” Jane said.
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I wondered how this night could end as we walked to the fraternity house. It depended on how drunk each of us got. Lydia was completely unpredictable once she started drinking, oscillating between mean girl and sweet angel. She would cry about how much she appreciated all you do for her, only to turn around and accuse you of trying to destroy her. Not that I knew from personal experience. Marie had offered to be Sober Sister before we even left the house. She wouldn’t be a problem. Jane was a social drinker, and I had rarely seen her drunk, but it was known to happen.
“My parents were in China most of the summer, so I had the house to myself. I had a ton of pool parties,” Lydia prattled on as we walked.
“I spent the summer in L.A. with a cousin who is making YouTube videos out there. I got to hang out at the Nerdist offices a couple times,” Marie said, nudging me. I loved it when she was excited to share something.
We could hear the music playing at the house as we got closer. The Alpha Pi house was one of three fraternity houses on this street. The other two had lights on but were quiet. The fraternities don’t take Rush Week as seriously as the sororities do. The members would show up on campus tomorrow, open the doors, and freshmen would just show up. The sororities had constant events: teas, meet & greets, dinners, ceremonies, and more. Tonight, everyone from the Greek system was probably hanging out at the Alpha Pi house because there was nothing else to do. 
The party had started on the lawn of the fraternity house but was pretty tame so far. People were just hanging around. There weren’t as many women as I expected. Other women were there, but mostly girlfriends. I wondered if the other sororities on campus were busy getting ready for Rush Week. Lydia and Jane assured me everything was done for our opening tea the next day. I suspected Lydia had suckered Mrs. C into helping set up while we partied. 
We split up once in the backyard. Lydia grabbed a beer and was suddenly on the back of some fraternity brother, riding him around the lawn. I spotted my friend Charlotte, who was already talking to some guys. Jane and I spent most of our summers at the same sleep-away camp. Charlotte had been one of our suite-mates freshman year and joined the sorority to be able to hang out together. Charlotte was nowhere near as involved as Jane and I were. She did minimal activity to stay active like I did before the academic probation. She was tall and lanky with skin the color of milk chocolate. Her big brown eyes dominated her face, and she wore her curly black hair cut close to her head. I thought it made her look mature and sophisticated. It was helped that she frequently came from her studio, and paint was spattered on her clothes.
“It looks like Jane has a new friend,” Charlotte said as we sat down on a bench on the back deck of the fraternity house.
I looked over at Jane, who was with a woman I recognized. “That’s Caroline, who just transferred here with her brother. She was at the meeting earlier.”
Caroline made me think of a bored southern housewife from the 60s. She had worn a suit when she had come by the house in the morning but had changed for the meeting. She had worn the traditional pink shirt with slim black slacks. Now she had changed into an A-line black skirt and put a black cardigan over a blouse. She also wore two-inch black wedges that made her tower over most other women in the room. She was tall and rail thin with long blond hair with dark roots, so Caroline looked good in nearly everything. Her almond-shaped hazel eyes gave her an exotic look. I wondered if Caroline had done a small amount of plastic surgery --especially her too-straight nose. 
“I must have missed her,” Charlotte said. “Is her brother the cute blond guy talking to them?”
I hadn’t noticed the two men standing with Caroline and Jane. Caroline’s face was still resting bitch face, probably her default expression. One of the two guys looked like Caroline and could only be her brother, Charlie. After all the fuss Mrs. C made, I expected Charlie to be some golden Adonis. He was cute with a huge, dopey grin and stared at Jane like a puppy dog. His hair was straight, blond, and floppy. He had a tall, athletic, stocky build and wore distressed jean shorts, a gray T-shirt, and flip-flops. The other man was the same height as Charlie but had a slender build. He stood very straight and very still. His expression was a mix of annoyance and boredom. He would have been cute if it wasn’t for the sour expression. He had dark brown hair curling just a little at the edges as if ready for a quick trim. He was wearing dark jeans and a black button-down shirt. He had rolled up the sleeves of the shirt because of the heat. My eyes were drawn to the maroon Chucks on his feet. I wondered if he was a hipster.
“I assume that’s Caroline’s brother since they look so much alike. I don’t know who the other guy is, though,” I leaned in closer and said in a low voice.
“His name is Wil, and he is super-duper rich,” Lydia said, coming out of nowhere and dropping down on the bench between Charlotte and myself. Of course, she had heard us talking.
“Is he the other transfer?” Charlotte asked after adjusting her position on the couch.
“Yep, he is some orphan from New York. His family was like huge in real estate, like Trump-huge. They have oodles of money. He might be richer than Caroline and Charlie. He’s a pill, though. He won’t talk to anyone except Charlie and Caroline. You have to meet them, Lizzie!” Lydia said and pushed me off the bench. 
Jane introduced us to the others once we arrived at the group. It felt uncomfortable, but Charlie had an easy smile and was clearly used to enjoying himself. Wil, on the other hand, looked incapable of smiling. I wondered what he would look like if he just smiled a little. Now that I was close enough, I could see his eyes were green with dark rings around the iris. I found it hard to stop looking at those eyes and kept glancing back at him to look into them again.
I managed to force my gaze back to Charlie. “Welcome to campus. Are you living at the house?”
“No,” Charlie said. “The three of us are sharing a townhouse just off campus. Our parents didn’t want us to worry about dorms and felt more comfortable with Wil as our roommate.”
“Did you all grow up together? I thought someone said you were from New Orleans. Jane is from New Orleans, too,” Lydia asked, asserting herself in the middle of the conversation.
“We’re from New Orleans. Wil and I have been friends for years. Our mothers went to college together. We all wanted to keep the tradition going, even as far as transferring schools together. Wil’s family is from New York, though,” Charlie said with a chuckle.
“Lizzy has family in New York!” Lydia said and jabbed an elbow in my side.
“In the city?” Caroline asked, her eyebrow raised.
I pushed Lydia away. “Yes. My father’s parents live there. We visit them a few times a year.” 
“Where does your family live?” Charlie asked, eyebrows drawn together.
“Boston,” I said, forcing myself not to look at Wil again. “My mother’s family has lived in Boston since the pilgrims. They still live on the out in Central Massachusetts on the family farm.”
“Boston is a long way from Georgia,” Caroline said as she scrunched her nose.
I shrugged but felt defensive. “It was in the middle between Jane and me. We wanted to go to college together, so we picked the middle ground. It’s a long way from New Orleans too.” 
“It is twice as far from Boston to Atlanta than New Orleans,” Wil said, with no expression on his face.
“Yes, I’m aware,” I said, mirroring him.
“Then it’s not equal distance, nor is it middle ground.”
I narrowed my eyes. My back hair was straight up now. “It was affordable for both of us compared to other options.”
Wil didn’t respond, and the conversation turned to great bars and restaurants around the campus. Lydia took over and dominated the conversation. Charlie periodically asked Jane questions that Lydia answered. Wil stared at me for the rest of the conversation, making me hyper-aware and uncomfortable. 
I shook my now empty beer bottle. “I’m going to find another.”
Charlotte followed me with a wave to the others. By the end of the night we were tipsy and giggling on the floor of the fraternity game room under the pool table. The party had been the same drunk guys for the past three years, and I was bored of the same conversations. In our intoxicated silliness, we were reduced to making fun of them, thinking we were alone in the room.
“His lisp gets worse when he drinks. Why does he torture himself?” Charlotte said about one of the sophomore brothers who always hit on me.
The game room door opened, and two people walked in. “Shhh,” I said, putting my finger to my lips and trying not to giggle.
“I like this group better than the brothers at Tulane,” a chipper voice said.
“Yes,” a flat, monotone voice followed. “It is nice to have an actual house to hang out at. This group certainly has a better standing on campus and will yield better connections for the future,” the other replied. 
The two pairs of legs stopped right next to the pool table. If I hadn’t already figured out the two voices, I would have recognized the maroon Chucks. The two men could only be Charlie and Wil. They walked over to the pool table that Charlotte and I hid under. I heard billiard balls being knocked around above us. 
“The Phi Alpha Pi sisters seem friendly. Jane’s very pretty,” Charlie said.
I couldn’t help but smile. Jane needed a sweet cinnamon-roll type guy. Someone who would worship her like the kind goddess she was.
“She was very accommodating and sweet. She smiles a lot, but so do you,” Wil added as my smile fell.
“Lizbeth is also very pretty.”
Charlotte’s eyes locked on mine, and we both put our hands over our mouths. Now that my name had come up, it would be smart to not reveal my presence in the room.
“Yes, but not my type,” Wil quickly said. “You know how I am about sorority girls. I don’t enjoy women who drink themselves stupid when they aren’t aggressively trying to attract wealthy men so they can elevate themselves socially and financially. The Phi Alpha Pi chapter here doesn’t have the best reputation. Caroline considered not joining the chapter.”
Charlotte’s eyes got wide, and she grabbed my arm. She might not have seen the snarl on my face since my hand remained over my mouth, but my friend knew me well enough. I was ready to crawl out and reveal all I had heard to that snobby man. She didn’t let go until Charlie and Wil ended their conversation and left the room. 
“I’m too aggressive?” I said, fighting to keep my voice low as we crawled from under the table. “I’m drinking myself stupid? I’m trying to elevate myself financially and socially?”
Charlotte put her hands up. “Calm down. Don’t let the opinion of one unpleasant man upset you. He clearly knows nothing about you.”
I took a deep breath and held it for a few seconds, but I still shook as I exhaled. “He judged me based on one twenty-minute conversation and the entire sorority on rumors!”
“Come on, let’s get out of here,” Charlotte said, taking my arm and leading me to the door. “It’s not like you have to deal with him. How often do we party with the fraternity?”
I stopped walking. “All the time, Charlotte! We have parties with them all the time.” 
She forced me out of the room and took my hand to lead me out of the house. We found Marie taking her Sober Sister duties very seriously and decided to return to the house alone. We were about halfway down the block when Lydia ran up behind us.
“Charlie and Caroline are totally going to host a Halloween party at their townhouse!” Lydia yelled as she caught up.
I raised an eyebrow. “Really?”
“Yep!” Lydia said as she started skipping. “Charlie promised they would host a party.”
“Wait, did he say a Halloween party, or did you decide that?” Charlotte asked.
“He said they would have a party,” Lydia said with a shrug. “I suggested Halloween, and nobody said no.”






  
  Chapter Beta
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Jane was already in our room when I returned to the sorority house. I made sure Charlotte got on the shuttle back to her apartment before coming up to find Jane ready for bed. 
“I tried to find you before I left,” Jane said as I collapsed on my bed.
“Charlotte and I got distracted.”
I couldn’t see what Jane was doing, but I was confident she was smiling. “I saw what’s-his-face with the lisp talking to you, and then I lost you. I talked with him earlier. I wish I could remember his name. He is so considerate and offered to tutor me again this semester if I needed math help.
I sat up and looked at my friend. “You don’t have any math classes this year.”
“Yes,” she said with a small shrug. “But it was sweet of him to offer. He was such a good tutor. I got a B in trig because of him.”
I gave her a suspicious look before getting off my bed and going into the bathroom to change. Jane was the type of person who would let this guy tutor her out of the kindness of her heart. If that made her happy, who was I to stand in her way. I only intervened if I thought someone was taking advantage of her kindness. 
“You spent a lot of time talking with Charlie. Nobody else got to talk to him,” I said as I returned to the room.
Jane blushed, and I knew she was smitten. “He’s really sweet. I like him, but Caroline wouldn’t leave his side. It’s sweet of her to look out for her brother. That’s why she transferred with him and Wil. Charlie’s trying to look out for her too. I wish I had a brother like that.”
I sat down on the bed next to her. “You have me. You know I’ll always look out for you. You’re like a sister to me.”
“I know, and I love you like a sister,” she added, putting her arm around my shoulder. “I know you would beat someone up for me any day! Speaking of beating someone up, Wil didn’t seem to impress you too much. I caught you calculating a response.”
I rolled my eyes. “Why does everyone think I should care what Wil thinks about me?”
I got up and returned to the bathroom to finish getting ready for bed.
“Do you know what Charlotte and I overheard him say to Charlie?” I said when I came back into the room. 
I didn’t wait for a response before recapping the conversation I overheard. I watched Jane’s face transition from joy that Charlie liked her to concern when she heard what Wil said.
“Are you sure you didn’t take it out of context? I mean, he was very withdrawn at the party, but he’s at a new school, and he barely knows anyone,” Jane said after silently thinking about it for a few moments.
“All the more reason to not judge people so quickly,” I added as I got into bed. 
There was enough space between our beds for both our desks to fit side by side without obscuring our views of each other. We rolled onto our sides, facing each other as we got comfortable.
“You can be aggressive, and we do have a reputation on campus,” Jane said softly like it wasn’t something she liked.
“What reputation?” 
“I mean,” she started, carefully weighing her words to avoid being mean. “Lots of our members aren’t wealthy and often work on campus. Even you work on campus. Being at a private university and being poor can imply you’re looking for a way to become wealthy. Women in sororities are already burdened with an image of marriage hunters. I’m sure he’ll change his mind once he gets to know you.”
I rolled onto my back and thought about spending more time with Wil. My family’s wealth was something I didn’t share with many people. My grandfather was a famous chef across the world. I was afraid people would use me. At best, they attempted to get reservations in restaurants. At worst, it was people asking me to pay for things. During my senior year of high school, a friend and I went out for the day. She had needed to get her car’s oil changed and, when she didn’t have the money, asked me to pay. She had insisted I shouldn’t have had a problem paying fifty dollars for her car if I wanted to get home. I had paid but fumed, and she had never paid me back. We were no longer friends. I made a point of keeping my wealth to myself when I got to college. 
“I don’t want people to use me for my money,” I said after a few moments of silence.
Jane didn’t miss a beat. “I know that, but Wil doesn’t know you at all. Plus, you would typically agree with his assessment of sorority members.”
“That too many members drink far too much and throw themselves at men?” I said, mimicking Wil’s monotone.
Jane giggled. “Your words, not mine. He’s been at Tulane for years and is probably quite used to that behavior.”
I couldn’t argue with Jane. I was too tired, and Jane would see the best by reminding me of the context. I wasn’t ready to stop being angry. To have someone, anyone, judge me so harshly and so quickly was not something I was accustomed to. 

      [image: ]I was distracted when I walked into the first day of my Gender Communication class. Rush Week had passed quickly, and there had been minimal complications. I was ready to focus on my school work now that a new group of pledges had been selected. Jane would manage to get them through the semester and learn about the sorority. I had to ensure the other sisters kept their grades up and we got off academic probation. 
“Lizbeth!” I turned to see my professor and mentor, Dr. Bennett, jogging to catch up with me. 
Dr. Bennett had been my first professor for my first class at school three years ago. Since then, he had become the advisor for my honors thesis and my mentor. He was in his early 60s and was one of the odd males recognized as a feminist leader. He didn’t call himself a feminist but a feminist ally. I decided to trust him when a boy tried to incorrectly mansplain menstruation to me during that freshman gender studies class. Dr. Bennett promptly told the student to shut up. He was a tall, sturdy black man who wore thick black glasses and a greying beard. He routinely dressed in tailored three-piece suits.
Once he caught up to me, we walked to the classroom together, chatting about how my semester was already going.
“How did Rush week go?” Dr. Bennet asked after telling me about his freshman Intro to Sociology class.
“Much smoother than expected,” I said with a small shrug. “I was pleasantly surprised that Lydia stepped up and did an amazing job planning all the events. She and Jane made a good team, and I didn’t have to worry about anything.”
Dr. Bennet pursed his lips. “I’m glad you have been able to bring the team together. I know you were concerned about Lydia.”
“Well, I spent some time in the restaurant this summer trying to get an idea of how chefs lead a team,” I reminded him, thinking about how my father managed a team of four chefs to cook in his Back Bay restaurant.
“I can only imagine how illuminating that was. Did you only watch your father in Boston, or did you visit your grandfather also?” Dr. Bennett asked.
My father and grandfather were chefs but led their kitchens differently. While my father was calm and organized, my grandfather thrived on chaos and aggression. 
I laughed. “I’ve seen my grandfather’s kitchen leadership plenty of times.”
There were a few moments of silence between us before my professor spoke again. 
“Are you going to be working in the library this year?” Dr. Bennett asked. 
Our chat made more sense now. I had experienced his method of sounding out anxiety and stress many times. He had a request to ask me but wanted to see if I was too busy to accept it. He wouldn’t ask if he thought I had taken on too much.
“Yes, I’m working in the library,” I said, trying to decide if I wanted to take on anything else. “I have that trip to Paris for Spring Break that I’m saving for. Plus, there are sorority expenses and such. I have plenty to take on between the sorority, the job, and the thesis.”
My mentor’s smile spread across his face. “I saw your thesis proposal, and it was well done. You had a strong literature review, and I think you can accomplish your research this semester. I have some notes, but consider this your official approval to move forward.”
His approval was what I wanted to hear, and my pride pumped through my body, probably clouding my judgment more than I realized.
“Thank you! Would you be upset if I had started the research over the summer?” 
Dr. Bennett laughed as we walked into the building and the classroom. “I suspect most of the work has been done since I have read papers from you about this topic for years. Let’s talk after class about some things I want you to consider before moving forward.”
I didn’t try to hide my smile as I selected a seat in the front row. Someone sat down next to me, and I turned to see Wil looking as if this was his assigned seat. I hadn’t seen Wil since the party the week before. I looked him over, noting his preppy shirt and slacks that culminated in a pair of black Chucks. As my eyes drifted up his body, our eyes eventually met, and I blushed at getting caught.
“Lizbeth, I didn’t realize you were in this class,” Wil said with a smirk.
My irritation rose. “I’m a communication major focusing on gender studies.” 
Wil raised an eyebrow. “Ah, it makes sense that you would be in this class.”
I took a deep breath and contemplated my response. “I didn’t expect you to take this class.”
“I will eventually run my family’s business,” he said as he pulled out a notebook and pen. “Understanding how people communicate is important. I also need to fill several electives.”
“Good to know you care,” I said, following his example and turning away from him.
The snark just slipped out, but Wil didn’t take the bait before Dr. Bennet began talking. We didn’t speak for the rest of the class, which was easy since most of the hour was spent reviewing the syllabus, assignments, and dealing with the basics. One boy in the back of the class kept asking for clarification on the simplest elements of the syllabus and asking the stupidest questions I had ever heard. 
“Yes, in the back!” Dr. Bennett said at this man’s tenth question in as many minutes.
“Yes, Professor, do you have any objections to us getting the textbooks from the library? Textbooks can be quite expensive, and I’d like to minimize the cost. This is an elective for me, and I feel less of a financial priority than the classes in my major. I believe the-”
“Yes,” Dr. Bennett interrupted. “If the library can get you a copy of the book, you’re free to take advantage of that service.”
This wasn’t the last question. I wanted to look back and see who was asking all these questions, but I feared it would encourage him.
“For fuck’s sake,” Wil said under his breath when yet another question came a minute later.
I rolled my neck, letting it crack. I couldn’t help but agree with Wil, which didn’t help me feel more patient. The simple review of the syllabus ended up taking the entire session. Once Professor Bennett dismissed them, Wil quickly grabbed his stuff and went to the door. I waited to continue talking with Dr. Bennett.
“Let’s grab something for lunch,” Dr. Bennet said once the room was empty. “I have some things we need to talk about.”
We made our way through the crowded campus. Navigating between classes didn’t allow for much conversation as we dodged and moved around other people walking in different directions. Freshmen were wandering around, lost and anxious about getting to their classes on time. We didn’t try to talk until we sat with our lunches.
“What did you think of class today?” Dr. Bennett asked before taking a bite of his sandwich.
I thought as I chewed. “Well, the syllabus sounds exciting. I like that this is more than interpersonal communication between men and women.”
Dr. Bennet raised an eyebrow. “You have an objection, don’t you?”
I blushed and shook my head. “It’s not my place to say anything.”
“Fair enough, but I have two favors to ask. I’m pretty sure you’ll be happy to do one but not the other.”
This was the moment I had been waiting for, but I hadn’t expected two questions. I forced a smile onto my face. If he knew there was one that wouldn’t make me happy, I was anxious to hear what it was. “Okay, I’m happy to help if I have time.”
“First,” Dr. Bennet said, holding up a finger, “I want you to lead the class on Sexism, Communication, and Web-based Communities at the end of the semester.”
This was clearly the request I was happy with. “Are we all giving presentations?”
The professor bobbed his head from side to side. “I may ask a few others, but I want you to do one. It would give you a chance to see how you like teaching. You may want to consider a career as an academic.”
I could easily make time for this, and I didn’t have to fight the smile on my lips. “I’m happy to do it. It would be a good experience.”
“Great! My second request is that you watch out for another student and tutor him.” Dr. Bennet’s smile quickly faded to a lack of expression.
“Tutor another student?” I asked, already bracing for being told Wil requested help.
“Yes,” Dr. Bennet said and rubbed his temples. “I saw you roll your eyes a few times when he asked his questions today. His name is Colin Collins, and he just switched majors from
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