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Chapter 1: The First Day
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Emily walked into the lecture hall and scanned the room. It was about three-quarters full, with the majority of those occupied seats being in the back. She chose a seat in the second row, so she could set her backpack on the seat next to her. Once she unpacked her notebook and pulled out a pen, she checked her phone. The class was to begin in five minutes. 

Emily scanned social media while she waited for the instructor. This was her first class of her college career. It began bright and early at eight a.m. Monday morning, as well as Wednesday and Friday morning, also at eight. She had a full courseload this semester – five total classes. She had always been a strong student and wasn’t particularly worried about the difficulty of college courses. But this class was history. Her worst subject. Something about trying to remember all those dates and names – they just didn’t stick in her head. 

Suddenly the door to the left, in the front of the room opened and in walked a very good-looking man. Emily expected him to find a seat in the lecture hall – surely he was a student too. He was too good looking and also too young. She hoped he sat near her; there were still plenty of open seats up front. But instead, he walked confidently to the lecture podium. 

“Welcome to History 101. I am Professor David Roberts.”

Emily stared wide-eyed. He was her professor? 

I am going to like college, Emily thought with a subtle smile. She didn’t kid herself to think all her instructors would look like hot models. But this one would surely make listening to lectures about history a lot more interesting.

Professor Roberts held Emily’s interest as he briefly went over the syllabus and expectations for the course. She could watch him talk about anything. After about ten minutes, he launched into the first lecture of the semester. Emily took rapid notes as he spoke, though she found she didn’t like looking down at her notebook for even a second. She made a mental note to bring her laptop from now on, so she could type and still keep her eyes glued on Professor Roberts. 

The fifty-minute lecture actually passed much quicker than she expected. For a subject that she had always disliked, Professor Roberts found a way to make it interesting. It could have been his stunning good looks and palpable charisma, but Emily thought it was more than that. He was a compelling speaker. His voice was deep and manly. He lectured with enthusiasm and obvious interest in the subject matter. 

Emily slid her notebook back into her backpack then zipped it closed. She stood, slinging the bag over her shoulder. As she headed down the aisle to leave the lecture hall, she glanced up and made eye contact with Professor Roberts. 

Woo! Emily felt a distinct zing. It was as if a bolt of lightning passed between them. He held the eye contact, but feeling self-conscious, Emily looked away and scuttled out of the hall. 

Oh my god, my history prof is so hot! Emily quickly sent a text to her best friend, Whitney. How was your first class?

Boring. Philosophy. Not my fave.

Emily laughed, but felt for her friend. 

Are we still meeting at the fountain for lunch?

You bet!

Emily hurried across campus to her second class of the day, English. Unfortunately, the instructor for this course wasn’t a hot guy, but a more typical college instructor. Emily liked the class though. 

A couple hours later, she approached the huge fountain in the middle of campus. She saw her best friend already there, who smiled and waved. Emily took a seat on the large stone, setting her backpack next to her and pulling out her lunch.

“So. How were your classes?” Emily asked. 

“Pretty good,” Whitney replied. “No hot professors, which was disappointing. I don’t suppose you got a pic of yours did you?”

Emily laughed. “No, sorry.”

“Are all your professors hot? Did you win that lottery or something?” Whitney asked with a half grin. 

“Unfortunately, no,” Emily said. “My English instructor is a forty-something woman. Nice person. I liked that class right away. I still don’t understand why I have to take history to be an elementary teacher. I’m not teaching high school history or anything. I don’t even think they touch on history, not really anyway, in the early elementary grades. Which is what I want to teach.”

“I don’t want to hear you complaining. Is this him?” Whitney turned her phone to face Emily. 

Emily’s eyes widened. “Yep!”

“Google,” Whitney replied. “You get to stare at him three days a week. I don’t want to hear a peep out of you complaining about this class.”

Emily laughed. “Ok, ok. You got it.”

Whitney whistled and shook her head. “Good. Ness. This man is... mmmm.”

Emily laughed again. 

The girls ate their lunches, which they had packed and brought with them. 

“Ugh,” Whitney groaned as she balled up her trash from her lunch. “I have chemistry this afternoon. What about you?”

“Science for elementary teachers,” Emily said, causing her friend to laugh. 

“Why didn’t I major in elementary education?” Whitney asked. 

“You can always change,” Emily said. 

“If I could change and get into your history class this term, I might actually consider it.”

Emily laughed but shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Professor Roberts probably teaches every term you know.”

“I know. I’m just joking. I’m not doubting my pre-med track. I wouldn’t make a good elementary teacher. I know that.”

“Well, good luck in chemistry,” Emily said, standing up now and slipping on her backpack. 

“Thanks,” Whitney said. “See you back at the room later.”

Emily nodded and the friends headed out in opposite directions across campus. 

The rest of the day is uneventful. No more hot professors, unfortunately, for either woman. Nor for the next day either. While Emily is enjoying the start of her first semester of college, she finds herself looking forward to Wednesday morning when she’ll have history again. 
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Chapter 2 – First Office Hours
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“Dressing up a little are you?” Whitney teased as the friends and roommates got ready for their third day of classes. 

Emily scoffed. “No,” she fibbed. Whitney gave her a knowing and pointed look. “Alright. Maybe a little,” Emily admitted. 

Whitney smiled. “I knew it. I wish I could say I wasn’t jealous.”

“I’m sure I’m not the only one in the class who finds Professor Roberts attractive. Plus, it’s probably a little sad that I’m so excited just to look at him for fifty minutes every other day.” Emily laughed at herself. 

Whitney shrugged. “I don’t think so. Hell, the only reason I watch Aquaman is to stare at Jason Mamoa for two hours.”

Emily laughed again. “Ok. Very true.”

“Have a good day.”

“You too,” Emily said as she turned the key to lock their dorm room and headed out. 

Emily gave herself a little extra time to get to the lecture hall this morning so she could get a good seat. No longer did she scan the back of the room. But she also didn’t want to appear too obvious by sitting in the front row. So she went for the same place she sat in the first class. Second row, three seats to the left of middle. 

She looked around the lecture hall. Everyone else looked normal. Settling in for just another lecture. Meanwhile, Emily was a little embarrassed to admit she had a small case of the butterflies
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