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      For my lovely readers. Without you, I couldn’t keep writing. I cherish each of your messages and am absolutely thrilled to call many of you friends.

      Happy holidays and good cheer throughout the year!

      -xoxo-

      Alexa
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      In his world of numbers, Libby’s presence turned his life into an unexpected calculation of love, grief, and second chances.

       

      Professor Jamieson Finch, renowned for his academic brilliance, must confront the variables of life after tragedy thrusts him into single parenthood. When Libby, a determined grad student, enters his world, the equation shifts again.

       

      Their connection is as undeniable as the mathematics they adore. With the holiday season approaching, the timing for a romance is imperfect…and forbidden. Dare Jamieson and Libby embrace the chance for a love that defies all odds?

       

      This heartwarming holiday novella overflows with cheer and the transformative power of two lonely souls uniting to create an unexpected family. “Holidays with the Professor” is a story of hope, healing, and the magic of love during the most wonderful time of the year.
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      Hudson whimpered as he shifted in his car seat, a slight grimace tugging at his tiny brows. I tensed.

      No, please don’t wake up. Not yet…not here! I held my breath as I silently begged him, too afraid to shift my foot over and rock his carrier even.

      Please, please, please….

      I don’t know why I bothered. My infant son never listened. He was adorable, sweet, already smiling whenever he saw me, but he was a terrible sleeper. Worse yet, he seemed to have a sixth sense when something was important to me…and he fussed, clearly not liking my attention on anything—or anyone—else.

      Like this lecture with this professor. I moved my pen to my left hand, which meant I wouldn’t be able to read any notes I tried to take while I rocked the car seat in gentle, soothing motions that sometimes relaxed Hudson back to sleep.

      He whimpered again, a bit louder, and a cold flop of sweat erupted from my pores. Please don’t cry, please don’t cry…

      I glanced around, my heart pounding. A few students had turned to see where the annoyance was coming from.

      I peeked up at the professor—the premier guest lecturer who’d agreed to teach a series here for the semester, an absolute coup for our program, for the university’s students. But he was known to be temperamental, mercurial, even.

      And he did not like to be interrupted. Ever.

      I eased my shaking left hand off my notepad and packed up my things with clumsy speed, my heart heavy with frustration. Not at Hudson. It wasn’t his fault. This whole situation was mine.

      Just as I got my notepad into my bag, Hudson’s tiny back bowed, and his face turned redder—possibly redder than mine. He screamed as I grabbed his car seat and tried to wrangle my backpack from the chair.

      “I’m so sorry,” I muttered, face flaming, unable to meet the eyes of my nearest classmates. I hurried into the aisle and up the stairs that led to the closest exit.

      “Gawd. Bringing a baby to class. What an absolute loser,” the girl behind me sneered.

      I hadn’t planned to have Hudson with me tonight. I never wanted to bring Hudson to class, but my roommate was sick. I hadn’t been able to find a sitter on less than an hour’s notice. Not that the girl who’d commented on me knew any of that…or cared.

      Sweat made my hands slippery, so I heaved Hudson’s heavy carrier onto my forearm as tears pressed against my lids. This class was necessary for me to complete my degree. I’d already postponed last semester and taken a leave of absence the previous semester to deal with the fallout from Hudson’s birth and the trauma surrounding it. I was so damn close to my goal. And I’d been so excited to learn from Dr. Finch.

      Only three more stairs to the doors of the auditorium-style lecture room…

      “Ms. Dagon. If you would stop running away, please.”

      I paused mid-step, shocked that Dr. Finch knew my name…and my appearance. Worse and worse. This was mortifying. Could I die of shame?

      Much as I wanted to, I couldn’t do that to my son. Instead, I paused there, on the steps, quivering.

      “Good. Now, turn around, and let me ask you a question.”

      I gulped, desperate to bolt. I looked down at Hudson, who stared up at me. I swallowed hard. I was painfully shy on the best of days. This wasn’t the best of days. Sweat trickled freely from my temples, and I fought the urge to burst into tears like Hudson.

      “Why did you bring your child with you to class?” Dr. Finch asked.

      “That’s what I want to know. I mean, who does that?” the same sneering girl said, loudly to her friend.

      I tightened my lips and gripped Hudson’s carrier even tighter, ensuring I kept him safe. I’d always keep him safe. I faced the entire class, desperately avoiding all their eyes and squinting toward Dr. Finch, who stood, one forearm on the podium at the front of the classroom.

      “Because my babysitter came down with a stomach bug about twenty minutes before class, and I didn’t want to miss this lecture since it’s right before an exam.”

      “I didn’t catch that,” Dr. Finch said.

      Of course, he hadn’t. I mumbled my response as I inched toward the doors. With a sigh, I raised my chin, then my voice, and repeated myself.

      “So, instead of missing the lecture, you brought the child?”

      Face numb, mortification blazing, I nodded.

      He climbed the stairs toward me. “And you’ve been here every session, not missing one, this entire semester…” He loomed closer, growing taller. I could make out the brown of his eyes behind his thick-framed spectacles. “While caring for an infant.”

      He had a full day’s scruff gracing his chin…and a look of admiration on his face.

      “No, sir,” I said. “I mean, yes, that’s correct.”

      His eyes flared a little. He took in my appearance: leggings, an oversized sweatshirt, Converse. Typical college attire, nothing that should cause that flash of lust.

      His gaze dropped to Hudson and his expression softened as he took in my baby, who had quieted as soon as I picked up his seat. He now stared up at Dr. Finch with as much interest as I felt.

      Dr. Finch was a beautiful man. Probably fifteen years my senior, he had a few gray hairs threading through the light brown stands right at his temples. The beginnings of laugh lines feathered out from his eyes, and his lips were soft, pink…quirked up in a sardonic grin.

      “You’re also the student who broke the curve, are you not? Libby Dagon.”

      I flinched, glancing around as the bored stares turned into furious glares. I shot my own at Dr. Finch.

      “Y-yes.” Shit. Why did he mention that? I could almost feel all the students sharpening their pencils to stab me in the back.

      “Hmmm. Well, give him to me.”

      “What? No.” I clutched the car seat tighter to my stomach.

      “We have a lot of material to cover, and he doesn’t like his seat. Not that I blame him much—who would want to be strapped down?” He held out his arm, eyes demanding. “I’ll hold him while I lecture. Don’t worry, I’ve done it before.” He said the last as an afterthought, like the explanation would soothe me.

      My eyes popped wider, and my jaw dropped. “You want to—”

      “If he gets too fussy, I’ll hand him back. But we have functions to sort out.”

      My chest seemed to flatten and then expand, and I wasn’t able to right myself, so Dr. Finch took it upon himself to unlatch Hudson, who offered him a gummy grin and a soft gurgle.

      “Aren’t you a delight?” Dr. Finch murmured at Hudson, smiling as he cradled my son in the crook of his arm. “Let’s do some differential equations, shall we?”

      I returned to my seat, numb, stunned.

      “Some girls are so lucky,” Sneer Girl said loudly as I settled back into my chair a row behind her.

      “Actually, some students pay attention, go over notes, attend study groups, and I would guess review materials they don’t understand via the Internet or other local resources. I’m sure if you attempted that level of dedication, Aspen Omerich, you’d be passing the class instead of in my office crying about your grade,” Dr. Finch said as he passed Sneer Girl.

      Sneer Girl, aka Aspen, gasped, her face flaming as brightly as mine had been moments before.

      He put her in her place, and that felt good. Even vicariously. I tried to keep in a smile small, but it broke free. Dr. Finch shot me a wink as he passed.

      “How’d you get on his good side?” the guy sitting next to me asked, his voice quiet.

      “I have no idea,” I mumbled back.

      “She pays attention,” Dr. Finch called over his shoulder. “Now, let’s get to it.”

      For the next hour, Dr. Finch worked through problem after problem, holding Hudson as he wrote on the whiteboard.

      At the end of class, I fought through the exiting mass of bodies to get to my baby.

      Dr. Finch returned him to my arms with a slight frown. “He’s a sweet bugger.”

      “Thank you,” I breathed. “You didn’t have to—”

      A smile crinkled the skin around his eyes. “I know I didn’t. But you know what else I know? How hard it is to single-parent and attend class. I can tell you I never had your grades while I was doing it.”

      “You have a child
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