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Sweet college romance: 12,100 words

      

    


Michael Laertiades was smart, handsome, and popular. Everybody loved him.

As for me, I couldn’t stand him.

I first noticed him at our freshman orientation and already I was surrounded by the future leaders at Landon, both male and female. He was, as I’ve just mentioned, handsome. Dirty blond hair, blue eyes, impressive physique, he looked like some surfer boy. That is, if the surfer wore preppy clothes and was missing a board.

We were divided into the three primary color groups. This was the college version of The Dating Game, I suppose. My group was red, and we introduced ourselves over and over with each silly game. I got to know some of them so well, I assumed I’d dream only of names and faces that night. I guess that was the point. I figured I had the next four years to get acquainted with the blues and yellows, including the cute surfer boy who had a lazy smile.

It would have been difficult to ignore him on a normal day, but there was just something about him that either made you want to go up and kiss the fire out of him, or as I felt soon afterwards, strangle him.

Actually, that second urge came about only on the first day of my classes.

I was running late that morning. My passive-aggressive roommate had apparently been angered because I had asked her to finally turn the television off at 2:30 earlier that morning. Since I didn’t believe in gremlins, Shelley had to have unplugged my alarm clock—what fun!—so after checking my phone, I realized I had five minutes until my 7:40 class began. I brushed my teeth, pulled my hair up into a sloppy bun, and threw on a tee shirt and shorts and my glasses. I raced off to the psychology lecture hall. It was just my luck that it was in the farthest building on campus.

There was no way I wanted to enter through the first floor main double doors where everybody, including the professor, could see me, so I decided to try the upstairs back door. Peeking through the small glass window, I was elated to see an empty seat in the very back with just a backpack in it. There was the added benefit that Surfer Boy was sitting in the next seat, with someone on his other side. I decided his nickname should be a bit more descriptive. “Surfer Boy with the Empty Seat so Penny Won’t be Humiliated” was a winner in my book. I’m pretty sure I heard his name a few days earlier, but stress kind of messed up my memory. I looked forward to meeting him.

Carefully opening the door, I eased myself along the very back, until I came to the last row, which was basically only three seats. I took a deep breath, and then pushed forward. No guts, no seat, right?

I did the cursory, polite, “Is anyone sitting here?” whisper, as I made my move on the seat.

Surfer Boy didn’t even look up from his notes to acknowledge me. I thought he hadn’t heard me, so I was about to ask again, when he spoke. “Nope.” His backpack remained in place.

“Well, could you please move your backpack?” I was getting desperate. People in the next few rows were starting to be interested in our whispers.

“Nope. You’ll have to go down front.”

I noticed the guy next to Surfer Boy snickering and nudging him.

“Good one, Mike.”

So my new arch nemesis was named Mike.

“Sorry I bothered you,” I bit out as I glared at the two of them. I really needed some caffeine, preferably in a cup that I could toss on both of them.

I continued down the steps, with my head held as high as I could while still frantically searching for empty seats. I found Amelia, one of the girls in my hall. She took pity on me and let me crawl over her and her boyfriend. I realized as I sat down that the professor had stopped speaking.

“Miss Martin.”

I slid down further in my seat, my cheeks burning. Even my glasses were getting a little steamy. I got unwanted attention for having both parents as professors here at the university.

“Yes, Dr. Petrovsky?”

“Are you aware that you are...twelve minutes late to my class?”

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry about that.”

“I take it this will not happen on Wednesday?” He raised his bushy eyebrows at me.

“No, sir.”

He nodded. “See that it doesn’t.” He continued with the lecture, as I attempted to take notes.

I tried to be grateful. Dr. Petrovsky could have made me squirm more. I knew he’d let me off easy because he was friends with my parents and was fond of me. All I wanted was to put my head on the desk, or crawl under the next set of seats. Amelia looked at me sympathetically.

I was really questioning why I had even bothered coming to class when Dr. Petrovsky let us out fifteen minutes early. I slung my backpack over my shoulder and made my way out of the hall, grateful that Surfer Boy, aka Mike the Jerk, and his steroid-loving friend were already gone.

“Are you pledging?” Amelia asked, catching up to me after she finished sucking her boyfriend’s face off.

I snorted. “I doubt I’m club material.” I really didn’t see the point. I fully intended on pursuing the academic fraternities. This social club stuff seemed like a waste of my time, and forget the Greek names. The girl clubs were flowers. The boy clubs were numbered One through Five.

“Don’t be so sure. My cousin Corinne’s president of Camellia, and she’s really brainy, too.”

I didn’t know if I should be flattered or insulted, so I went with the former. Amelia was a nice girl.

“Um, thanks.”

“You really should think about it. We could rush together. It’ll be fun.”

“I’ll think about it. I promise.” There was no need to tell her that I had come up with PASCAL, People Against Social Clubs at Landon, during the freshman orientation, when several club presidents came and spoke with us.

I waved to Amelia as we parted ways, and I raced to the student center so I could get a quick bite of breakfast before my next class.

I sighed when I thought that I’d probably end up pledging simply because of my mother. She would know all about the social clubs since she had been Camellia’s social director decades earlier. She still got the newsletter. It was expected that I would also rush Camellia as a legacy and every other one semi-interested in me.

“You’ll have fun,” she’d insisted.

Even my father thought it was a great idea. Of course, he’d been part of an actual fraternity at Ole Miss, not any of this loser social club stuff that our university insisted upon.

It was difficult for any offspring (me) of Doctors Jorge and Ruth Martin to live up to, well, anything at the school. Dad was chair of the English department, and Mom was a French professor. Needless to say, I planned on majoring in something involving math or science, with a Spanish minor, since I liked to travel and wanted to know more than “Hola
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