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One


Fall Semester, Freshman Year
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BEEP...BEEP...BEEP...BEEP...

The alarm shrieked relentlessly in her ear as she groaned loudly. It can’t be time to wake up already. I just went to bed, she thought as she cracked one eye open to stare at the clock. She groaned when she discovered it really was six-thirty in the morning as the alarm continued to screech. Could it be possible the alarm was getting louder? She smacked the screen of her phone repeatedly until the incessant noise ceased. I hope I hit the snooze button properly, she thought as her eyes closed against her will. 

It seemed as though only a mere thirty seconds had passed before the alarm began to scream again, waking her from a dead sleep. “Fucking hell,” she mumbled, forcing her eyes to open. This time, she turned off the alarm completely and sat up in bed. The sun was just barely up as she rubbed her tired eyes, struggling to keep them open long enough to function. “What the hell was I thinking,” she said out loud as she dragged herself out of bed. “Who needs an education anyway?” she grumbled, shuffling her feet on her way to the kitchenette to start a pot of much-needed coffee. 

She fiddled around with the broken cord, finding the sweet spot to make the old and broken machine work. When the wonderful liquid started to brew, she shuffled toward the bathroom to take a quick shower, washing away the grime from the previous night’s shift at work. She purposely made the water colder than usual in the attempt to startle her senses awake, which proved futile as she started to doze off, her head leaning against the cool tile walls. She had arrived home around four in the morning after a long shift at the bar, and she was instantly regretting her decision. I made it all right this long without higher education, I can last a little longer, she thought as she yawned so loud that she thought she might wake her neighbors. 

Somehow, she managed to finish her shower and get dressed before returning to the kitchenette, relieved to find that her ancient coffee pot had finished brewing the entire pot of coffee properly without bursting into flames. “Thank you, dear friend,” she whispered to her machine as she poured the entire pot of coffee into an extra-large travel mug, leaving just enough room for milk and sugar. Once her coffee was made to her liking and the first glorious sip had been savored, she looked at her cracked cell phone, realizing it was time to leave, or she would be late. And she couldn’t be late for her first day. 

Grabbing her jacket and backpack—which had been packed and repacked days ago in nervous anticipation—she locked her apartment and slowly made her way downstairs and out into the brisk Boston morning in search of her car. She held her breath and said a silent prayer to the Car Gods as she turned the key in the ignition, hoping to hear the sweet sound of the engine turning over. Luckily, the engine roared to life, causing her to release a sigh of relief. At least she wouldn’t have to deal with a dead car this morning. She rested her eyes for a few minutes while she let her car warm up a little before driving away. 

She drank half her coffee on her thirty-minute drive to campus, which gave her the energy she needed to fight the other commuters for a parking space. Finding a spot in the farthest row possible, she dragged herself out of her car and started the long walk to her first class. 

She should have felt excited to walk through the Boston University campus on her first day of college. She had been preparing for this moment for years, taking online classes whenever she had the money in order to bring up her GPA so she could apply. She should feel great and yet, as she passed the other students shuffling along to their first classes of the school year as well, she couldn’t help but feel depressed. She was older than every student on campus—some by more than ten years—and because of her advanced age, she felt ashamed of her less than fortunate past. She should have been feeling great pride in her accomplishments, excited to be taking the first step toward a better life, but instead the dark voice in the back of her head started screaming at her, reminding her of what she felt her entire life: that she wasn’t good enough, and she was just wasting her time trying to get a higher education. She resisted the urge to run back to her car and give up on school before it even began and eventually found her first class: English 101. 

“Name?” the cranky woman asked as she entered the classroom. 

“Ummm...” she responded, taken aback by the woman’s rudeness. 

“You don’t know your own name? Are you even supposed to be here?” the woman asked, looking up at her with annoyance written across her face. 

She resisted the urge to roll her eyes at the curt woman. “Emily Monroe.” 

“Well, looks like you are supposed to be here after all. Sit down, Miss Monroe. You’re almost late,” she said as she idly checked off Emily’s name on the attendance sheet. 

“Well, that went well,” she whispered as she took a seat in the back of the room. She had a feeling she shouldn’t be sitting in the front of this class, not after the stellar first impression she’d made on the professor. 

Her second class didn’t go any better. This time, she actually did arrive a few minutes late, after getting lost a handful of times while trying to find the next classroom, leaving another great impression on her Algebra teacher. By lunch, she was ready to quit again, but after a long inner dialogue, she convinced herself to keep going and at least finish the first day. Maybe her last class would be better. She found the cafeteria and paid for the overpriced buffet, loading up her tray with tons of food and discreetly stuffing a few apples into her backpack for later. At least she wouldn’t have to worry about eating dinner if she stuffed herself now. After her hefty lunch of mediocre food, she decided it would be beneficial to take a short nap in her car before her last class. 

She curled up in the backseat of her old but trusty silver Honda Civic— which had at one point been her home—and closed her eyes. Much like when she went to bed earlier that day, the alarm seemed to go off only moments later. She dragged herself out of the car and made her way back to campus, her feet literally dragging the entire time. She learned her lesson after her first two classes and gave herself an extra ten minutes, determined to make it to at least one class on time that day. 

She arrived to find the classroom completely empty. “At least I’m not the last person for once,” she said with a laugh as she picked a desk in the front row. She sat down and started obsessing over her seat choice, wondering if she would be seen as a total nerd if she chose the front seat. She was already more than ten years older than all the rest of the freshman milling around on campus—she didn’t need the title of old nerd as well. Just as she was considering changing her seat, a group of other students entered, forcing her back into her seat. I guess I sit here now, she thought, pulling out the notebook she had designated for this class, along with the used textbook she had purchased from the school bookstore a few weeks prior. 

She wrote the date on the top of the first page, scribbling the heading History 108: Medieval History, Part One. She sat nervously as she watched the rest of the class file in, all kids in their late teens with their entire lives ahead of them. What am I doing here? she asked herself as she nervously started chewing on her pen cap. She almost gave up for the fifth time that day, when she heard a set of heels clicking against the linoleum floor in the hallway, the sound getting louder with each footstep. 

The owner of the heels entered the classroom, closing the door behind her and placing her briefcase on the desk in the front of the room. “Good afternoon, class,” the woman said, pulling a laptop out of her briefcase and opening the lid. The other students continued to talk while the woman hit a few buttons, no doubt connecting her computer to the projector mounted into the ceiling. 

A few seconds later, a PowerPoint presentation appeared on the screen behind her. “I said, Good afternoon, class!” Her voice was louder and more assertive this time, causing a few students to jump in their seats. 

The class instantly quieted down. “That’s better. Good afternoon. This is History 108: Medieval History, Part One. I am Doctor Hart. Now, based on the class roster, none of you enrolled in this class are history majors. While that does not surprise me, since this is a general education class, I want to advise each and every single one of you that this is not a blow-off class. I expect your undivided attention while in this classroom, and I expect you to show this course the same attention you would your major courses. But rest assured, if you put in the time and study, you will do well. 

“I talk fast but provide all the notes necessary in the PowerPoint presentations I use during class. I am also more than happy to provide you with these presentations if you are having trouble following along during my lectures. I expect you to attend each class. However, I will allow five absences with no questions asked, because I understand that life can sometimes be unpredictable. But I will not stand for people disrespecting my kindness. I will be taking attendance today before we go over the class syllabus, and starting next class, I will leave an attendance sheet on the desk, which you will use to sign in when you arrive. I will monitor these sheets closely and will count the number of bodies I see in seats and cross-reference the number of names on the sheet. If I find more names on the sheet than bodies in the classroom, my absence generosity will be revoked. 

“Come to class, participate in classroom discussions, do the readings and study for my tests, and you will do fine. Do I make myself clear?” Doctor Hart asked, gaining a nod from every student in front of her. 

“Wonderful. Let’s begin with attendance before we move on,” she said, pulling out a list of students, calling each name one-by-one, looking at the student as they responded in an attempt to memorize people’s faces. “Emily Monroe?” 

“He...here...” Emily stuttered, raising her hand slightly so the teacher knew where she was. As soon as Doctor Hart made eye contact with Emily, she smiled—the first genuine smile she had seen on the woman’s face since entering the classroom. She quickly finished the last few names on the list and tucked the sheet back into her briefcase before pulling out a stack of neatly stapled packets. 

She began counting them out and handing them to the first person in each row, asking them to take one and pass them back. She smiled again when she handed a stack of packets to Emily, asking her to pass them back. Emily smiled back, almost forgetting to take a packet for herself before passing them to the woman sitting behind her. The rest of the class flew by as Doctor Hart went over the syllabus and explained everything she expected from her students over the next twelve weeks, and what they could expect from her. Emily was slightly disappointed when Doctor Hart dismissed class fifteen minutes early since it was the first day. Her disappointment was short-lived as soon as she made it home and fell into bed to catch a few hours of sleep before work that night.
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“How was your first day of school, young lady?” Meghan asked as Emily joined her behind the bar to begin her shift. She was already exhausted, so the next ten hours were going to be torture. 

“HA! Young lady. I was literally the oldest student on campus today by more than ten years. I should be their teacher, not their fellow student,” Emily said, mixing her first drink order of the night. 

“You can be their big sister...their much older big sister. Watch out for them. Give them rides home when they get too wasted at the frat parties. Hold their hair back when they experience their first night of puking, begging for death at the porcelain altar.” Meghan laughed, cracking herself up at her own joke.

“Yeah, THAT’S not going to happen.” Emily rolled her eyes as she dumped a tip into the tip jar before moving on to the next customer. 

“So? How were your classes so far?” Meghan asked, pulling more information out of her friend as the night went on. “Any hot professors?” 

“Eh, they were all right. I made a fool of myself in front of my first teacher and was late for my second class because I got fucking lost in the hallways.” Emily sighed, shaking her head at her ridiculousness. “Then I was ten minutes early for my last class to make up for it like a total nerd.” She chuckled, remembering her inner turmoil on her seat selection. 

“Good job, nerd.” Meghan jabbed her in the side before handing a drink to the waiting customer at the bar. “You didn’t answer my question, by the way.” She smirked, giving Emily a slight wink.

“And what question might that be? Were you inquiring about the amount of reading I have to do? Or perhaps it was about the final paper I have due at the end of the semester?” Emily knew full well what Meghan was inquiring about.

“No. I couldn’t care less about the boring academics. Talk to me about the hot professors!”

“Which do you want to hear about first? My middle-aged algebra professor whose face is permanently frozen in a scowl or my English professor who looks like she is older than Aunt Genia?”

“Eww, neither. Focus, Monroe. I want to hear hot! Tell me about that hot Psych professor who is equal parts smoking hot, intelligent, and kind.”

“I haven’t met any hot psych professors yet. Although, my history professor isn’t bad to look at,” Emily said, winking at her friend.

“Oooo. Hot history professor. Tell me all about her.”

“Now, where’s the fun in that?” Emily asked, bouncing off to the other end of the bar to take another drink order. 

By the end of the night, Emily was beyond exhausted and barely made it home before passing out from exhaustion. What have I gotten myself into? she thought as she flopped onto her bed, falling asleep almost instantly without even taking her shoes off. It’s going to be a very long four years.
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As the days turned to weeks, Emily started to find her groove and even developed a great little routine that allowed her to balance work, school, and still have time for homework and sleep. Unfortunately, it included less sleep than she would have liked, but she knew that it was all going to be worth it in the end. “I’ll sleep when I have a fancy degree on the wall and a better job than tending bar five nights a week,” she told herself as she stayed up late Friday night, working on her history paper. If she kept working hard, she would have just enough time to finish all her homework before she had to go to work Saturday night, which meant she could spend her day off on Sunday sleeping. That alone motivated her to keep working, knowing the reward would be a full day in bed. 

She couldn’t have been more wrong. 

She fell asleep with her history textbook open on her lap and slept straight through until the following evening, waking up with just enough time to shower and make it to the bar on time to start her shift. 

She worked all night behind the bar on an extra busy Saturday night, making it home shortly before sunrise, opting to sleep a few hours and wake up early to finish her homework. She was determined to stay on top of her studies, and by Sunday evening, she was all caught up for the next week, as well as finishing her first term paper in “real college.” She rewarded herself with Mexican take-out and a few beers before going to bed early to catch up on some much-needed sleep. 

Before she knew it, her alarm was screaming in her ear once again, indicating it was time to get up and get ready for another day at school. She was feeling a little more confident in her classes, despite still being the oldest student in every single one of them. And strangely enough, out of all the classes she was taking that semester, Medieval History was quickly becoming her favorite, which made absolutely no sense since she had hated history in high school. 

Doctor Hart smiled at her from behind her desk when Emily signed the sign-in sheet, quickly returning to her usual desk in the front corner of the classroom. There was something about Doctor Hart that intrigued her, although it probably had something to do with the fact that she was the youngest of Emily’s current professors. It didn’t help that the woman knew exactly how to dress so her clothes hugged her curves in all the best ways possible, or the way she could command the entire class with just her words. Emily shook the thoughts out of her mind as she waited for class to begin, watching Doctor Hart type on her computer out of the corner of her eye. 

At exactly three o’clock, Doctor Hart closed the door and began class, continuing the lecture where she left off the previous Friday afternoon. After the fifty-minute lecture ended, Doctor Hart excused the class and Emily quickly packed up her notebook full of notes and approached the desk in the front of the room. 

“Ummm...Doctor Hart, do you have a moment?” she asked nervously, her heart nearly pounding out of her chest. 

“Of course, Miss...” she asked, clearly racking her brain, trying to remember Emily’s name. 

“Monroe. Emily Monroe.” 

“Of course, Miss Monroe. What can I do for you?” 

“Well. I know our first paper isn’t due until next week, but...I finished mine already. I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind reading over it and giving me some feedback on how I could improve it before the final due date?” Emily asked, looking down at the stapled pages in her hand. 

“Yes, of course. I would love to,” Doctor Hart said in a soft tone, softer than Emily had heard the woman speak all semester. 

“Really?” Emily asked, her voice sounding slightly shocked as she held out her paper. “Thank you!” 

“Of course,” Doctor Hart repeated, gently taking the paper from Emily’s slightly trembling hands. “I am always here to help students excel. Those who want help, of course.” Doctor Hart smiled, grabbing a pen out of her briefcase. “I’ll read this over tonight, and I’ll send you an email when I’m finished so we can set up a time to go over my notes. What is your email address?” she asked, finding a stack of Post-It notes deep inside her briefcase, ready to jot down Emily’s address. 

“I guess you can use my official college email address. My username is EMonroe on the university webmail,” Emily said, her eyes wide with awe as she watched Doctor Hart write her email address down in her flawless handwriting.

“Perfect. I’ll get back to you as soon as possible.” Doctor Hart smiled again, carefully placing Emily’s paper into her briefcase on top of her computer. 

“Thank you.” 

“It’s my pleasure.” Doctor Hart grabbed her briefcase and motioned toward the door to let Emily know she was ready to leave the classroom. 

They walked down the hall together for a few paces, both heading in the same direction, until Doctor Hart stopped in front of the history department offices. “I’ll speak to you soon, Miss Monroe. Enjoy the rest of your day,” Doctor Hart said, breaking their silence, another bright smile on her face. 

“Y-you too, Doctor Hart. Thank you again,” Emily responded, trying her hardest not to stutter. 

“It’s my pleasure.” A moment later, Doctor Hart disappeared into the history department. Emily could feel her cheeks warming up slightly after her interaction with her professor. 

Later that night, as she sat on her bed with a textbook open on her lap and a chewed yellow highlighter twirling in her fingers, she heard the ding on her phone, indicating she had a new email. Welcoming the break from studying, she opened the email app and quickly found her new email in her official school inbox. 

To: EMonroe

From: AHart

Subject: Research Paper, History: 108

Good evening, Miss Monroe. I hope this email finds you well.

I have read through your research paper and have just a few suggestions. If you are available, I would like to meet with you to go over my notes. Can you attend my office hours on Wednesday at 2:00pm? Please let me know if you are able to make it. If not, we can find another time that works better for your schedule. 

Amelia Hart, PhD

Department of History

Boston University

Emily couldn’t believe her eyes. She had just given her paper to Doctor Hart only a few hours ago, and she already read through it? “Shit. Maybe it’s really bad and she couldn’t finish reading it because it was so poorly written,” Emily said to herself, her stomach suddenly in knots. “I worked so damn hard on that paper. I can’t believe I bombed it. My first real college paper and it sucked,” she added, mentally beating herself up. She took a deep breath and hit the reply button.

To: AHart

From: EMonroe

Subject: RE: Research Paper, History: 108

Good evening, Doctor Hart. Thank you so much for reading through my paper. 

Wednesday at 2:00pm sounds perfect. I’ll see you then.

Thank you again for taking the time to help.

Sincerely,

Emily Monroe

Her hand was shaking slightly as she hit the send button. Suddenly, she was terrified of making a fool of herself in front of her professor. Her very attractive professor. Her mind began to wander to the outfit Doctor Hart had been wearing that afternoon, and the way her pencil skirt hugged her curves perfectly, as if it were custom made for the woman. 

“Fuck!” Emily said out loud, slamming the textbook closed after reading the same sentence over-and-over again. It was clear her brain was done studying for the night, when every time she tried to focus on the words on the pages, the image of her professor flashed before her eyes. “I am in so much trouble,” she said as she tossed her textbook onto her desk, giving up for the night. She crawled into bed and turned on the TV, hoping her exhaustion would override her nervousness and allow her to sleep. 

She was wrong. 

She tossed and turned the rest of the night, nervous about her meeting on Wednesday. What if she hated the paper? What if it’s the worst thing she has ever read? What if she tells me I should give up and drop out of college now, before I make an even bigger fool of myself? Emily thought as she stared into the bathroom mirror, toothpaste oozing out of her mouth. Her nerves only enhanced as she went through her Tuesday classes, her mind stuck on the anxiety eating away at her instead of paying attention to the professors in front of her. 

By Wednesday morning, her nerves were completely shot and the bags under her eyes had their own bags from the sleep she lost to worry. By the time her lunch break arrived, she was too anxious to eat, her body being fueled by caffeine alone. She tried to take her usual mid-afternoon nap in her car but only ended up staring at the back of her seat for an hour, her mind racing with thoughts of failure. She thought of emailing her professor and rescheduling her appointment, but knew she would eventually have to have said meeting, especially if she wanted to do well in the class. 

Her alarm went off at one-thirty, indicating it was time for her to begin her journey to Doctor Hart’s office. She stumbled out of her car with her tattered backpack over one shoulder and took a final look at her reflection in her side mirror, making sure she didn’t look like a complete mess when she met with her very dignified teacher. Giving her breath a quick check, she popped a piece of gum into her mouth, chewing frantically to try to expel her nervous energy. She made her way toward the academic building where the history department was located and slowly walked down the hallways to the department offices, spitting out her gum into the nearest garbage can right outside the office doors. 

“Good afternoon,” the department secretary said as she walked in, startling the already nervous blonde. “Can I help you with something?” 

“I’m...ummmm...I’m looking for Doctor Hart’s office. I have an appointment with her at two.” 

“Of course. Her office is the third on the right,” the woman said, pointing down the hall. 

“Thanks,” Emily muttered, trying to smile at the woman behind the desk. A minute later she was standing in front of the third office on the right, Amelia Hart, Ph.D. was engraved on a silver plaque attached to the door. Her heart felt like it was pounding in her throat as she knocked softly on the wooden door, hoping not to startle the woman on the other side. 

“Come in,” a strong voice said through the door. She opened the door slowly, peeking her head inside. 

“Doctor Hart?”

“Miss Monroe, you made it. Please come in. Close the door behind you so no one bothers us,” Doctor Hart said, waving Emily into the room, her voice instantly becoming softer. 

“Thanks. And um...you can call me Emily if you want,” Emily said, closing the door behind her. 

“Of course, Emily. Please have a seat,” she said, tossing her reading glasses onto the desk in front of her. Emily tripped over her own feet as she walked over to the desk, catching herself on the back of the empty chair before she sat down. Good job, Monroe, she chastised herself as she took a seat, dropping her old backpack on the floor by her feet. 

Her knees instantly started shaking as soon as she settled into the seat. “Thank you again for doing this. I really appreciate all the feedback.” 

Doctor Hart smiled at her from across the desk. “It’s my pleasure, Miss...Emily. I must say, I was very impressed by your initiative and dedication to your education. Very few, if any, of my students put as much effort into General Education classes as you have. I welcome the opportunity to help.” 

“Thanks. I’m very serious about my education,” Emily said nervously, internally scolding herself for sounding so stupid. 

“You are very mature for a freshman.” 

“That’s probably because I’m much older than everyone else.” Emily chuckled. 

“I’m sorry. I saw that you were a freshman and just assumed you were right out of high school. I shouldn’t have assumed, I apologize.” 

“It’s all right, no worries,” Emily said, smiling at her teacher, hoping to alleviate her guilt over her assumption. “I had a rough childhood and early adulthood, so I’m starting out much later in life. I’m putting myself through school, so I only have one shot at this, and I’m going to do everything in my power to succeed. Failure is not an option,” Emily explained, looking down at her feet, her sudden burst of confidence completely lost. 

“I think that’s admirable. I put myself through college as well, so I am well aware of your struggles,” Doctor Hart said. 

“Thanks.” Emily smiled, her confidence slowly coming back with Doctor Hart’s kind words. 

Doctor Hart’s smile seemed to widen slightly. “You’re welcome.” They sat in silence for a few seconds before Doctor Hart spoke up, grabbing Emily’s paper from her briefcase next to her desk. “I will say, Emily, this was a very well-written and researched paper. As it stands right now, I would grade this as a solid A-,” she said, placing the paper on the desk between them. 

“Really?” Emily asked, her voice practically squeaking from excitement. Her mood changed drastically when she saw all the notes that littered the pages, causing a slight frown to form across her face.

“Those are not bad comments. Those are all things I liked about your paper. I have a bad habit of commenting on student’s writings in positive ways as well as things they need to improve.” Doctor Hart laughed, seeing Emily’s face. “I made corrections in red ink. The rest are positive comments.” 

Emily smiled as she flipped through the pages, searching for the few red comments. “It truly is a very well-written paper. You must have done a tremendous amount of research, and it certainly shows. Well done,” Doctor Hart added, reassuring the still-nervous Emily. 

“I did. I started working on it as soon as you gave us the assignment.” 

“Your hard work really shows. I wouldn’t change much of anything, besides a few mistakes in citing your sources and a few grammar mistakes here and there.” 

Emily smiled. “Really?” 

“Yes. It is very well done. And if you make the few corrections I suggested, I can pretty much guarantee an A+.” 

“I have to admit, when you emailed me so quickly, I was sure you were emailing to tell me my paper was trash and I should start over.” 

“Quite the opposite. It was a well thought out, researched and written paper. The best I’ve read in quite some time. I wish more of my students took half as much pride in their work as you do.” 

“Thanks. That means a lot actually,” Emily said, releasing a silent sigh of relief. They sat in silence for a few more seconds while Emily nervously rummaged through her bag to make sure her paper didn’t get crumpled. “I really appreciate you taking time to review my paper. You probably have work to do before class, so I’ll let you get back to it,” Emily said, standing and tossing her bag onto her shoulder. 

“I’ll see you soon, Emily,” Doctor Hart said, reaching for her reading glasses. Once they were settled on her face, she glanced at Emily over the top of them as they rested on her nose. 

“See you soon, Doctor Hart,” Emily said as she left the office, closing the door behind her. 

She practically ran to the empty classroom, taking her usual seat before pulling out her paper to read the comments Doctor Hart left on her writing, smiling at all the kind things she wrote. After reading over Doctor Hart’s notes a few times, she tucked it back in her notebook and pulled out her textbook and highlighter, deciding to get a head start on the next batch of reading while she waited for class to start. 

The sound of Doctor Hart’s heels broke her concentration. She smiled as she listened to her footsteps grow louder, her heart pounding with each step, until the brunette entered the classroom. What looked like a genuine smile spread across Doctor Hart’s face when she spotted Emily, textbook and highlighter still open in front of her. Doctor Hart placed the usual clipboard with the sign-in sheet on her desk before setting up her computer, her smile never faltering. Emily tried to casually walk over to the desk to sign in, but instead she tripped over her own feet and nearly smacked her head into the desk. 

She returned to her seat and to her reading while she waited for the rest of the class to arrive. She could feel Doctor Hart’s eyes on her as she tried to read, her focus wavering each time she looked up to catch her professor staring at her as she prepared the PowerPoint presentation for that day’s lecture. 

Two weeks later, Doctor Hart returned everyone’s papers after grading them. Emily smiled when she saw her grade. A large “A+” was written in red sharpie on the top, the words Incredible work, Emily written in Doctor Hart’s perfect handwriting below it. 
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Two
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Amelia sighed as she looked at the clock. She was exhausted, as she usually was at this point in the semester. She had one final class to teach before Thanksgiving break, and she was dreading it all day. The afternoon classes before Thanksgiving break were usually empty since most students decide to skip their last classes to start their break early, which she found incredibly disrespectful. 

She unplugged her computer and packed it into her briefcase before she began walking to the classroom, already prepared to find the room completely empty. As soon as she entered the classroom, she saw Emily Monroe sitting at her usual desk, a textbook open in front of her and a half-chewed highlighter in her hand. Her brow was furrowed as she tried to concentrate on the words in front of her, clearly having trouble focusing. 

“Hello, Emily,” Amelia said as she settled into the desk in the front of the room. 

“Good afternoon, Doctor Hart,” Emily said, pulling her concentration away from the textbook to smile at her professor. 

“I’m afraid today’s lecture might be a little light. The Wednesday afternoon classes before Thanksgiving break are the most commonly skipped classes. There usually aren’t many students present.” 

“Yeah, I heard some kids in the cafeteria talking about skipping their last classes to start their break early,” Emily said, putting the cap back on her highlighter before walking toward the desk to scribble her name on the usual sign-in sheet. 

“Yes, well. It appears that most of the class have decided to skip as well,” Amelia said, looking at the otherwise empty room.

“Well, I’m here.” Emily smiled as she settled back into her seat to continue reading while they waited to see if any other students were going to show up. 

At three o’clock, Amelia sighed, realizing that no one else was going to be attending her class. “Well, Emily, it appears that you’re the only one respectful enough to attend my lecture today. We might as well pack up and call it a day,” she said, closing her laptop. 

“Are you sure?” Emily asked, slight sadness in her voice. 

“Yes. I expected this to happen,” Amelia said as she loaded her laptop into her briefcase. 

“Okay,” Emily said, shutting her textbook and notebook, tossing them both into her old backpack, zipping it closed carefully. “Listen...ummm...I think I’m going to grab a cup of coffee before I head home. Would you like to join me?” Emily asked as she pulled on her jacket, flinging her long blonde hair out from being tucked inside the collar. 

“Oh, thank you, but I shouldn’t,” Amelia answered, pulling her briefcase strap over her shoulder. 

“Oh, okay. Next time then.” Amelia could see the disappointment in the younger woman’s eyes as she followed her out of the classroom, turning off the lights as she went. Emily walked beside her down the hall in silence, making her way toward the stairwell when Amelia stopped suddenly. 

“You know what, Emily. I think I will join you after all. As long as the offer still stands.” 

A wide smile spread across her face. “Sure, absolutely.” 

“Do you mind waiting for a second while I grab my coat from my office?” 

“Of course, take your time.” 

Amelia smiled as she rushed back to her office to grab her jacket and purse, pulling on the black peacoat before turning off the lights and locking her office door. She wished the department secretary a Happy Thanksgiving as she left, noticing Emily standing nervously outside the department office. 

“Ready?” she asked as she approached the pacing blonde. 

“Ready whenever you are,” she answered, a nervous smile on her face. 

They walked together in silence as they made their way out of the building, Emily allowing Amelia to exit first. 

There was a cold chill in the air as they made the short walk to the campus coffee shop. “Do you have any plans for Thanksgiving?” Amelia asked as she walked beside her student. 

“Working,” Emily answered, pulling her jacket tighter around her torso before pulling out the worn beanie and tugging it over her blonde hair. 

“On Thanksgiving?” 

“Yeah. It’s a surprisingly busy day where I work. I guess people need a break from their family.” Emily laughed as she reached for the door to the building, holding it open for Amelia to enter the warm establishment first. 

“I can understand that.” Amelia sighed slightly as they approached the counter. The coffee shop was practically empty, and the employees were preparing to close up for the break. 

“What can I get you guys?” the barista behind the counter asked, a slight bit of irritation in her voice. 

“I’ll have a cappuccino. Emily?” Amelia asked, turning to her student standing behind her. “It’s on me.”

“Oh...you don’t have to,” Emily said, a noticeable nervousness in her voice. 

“I insist.” 

“Oh...okay. I’ll take a cafe mocha please,” Emily answered, a smile of gratitude spreading across her face. 

“And one cafe mocha please,” Amelia repeated to the barista, who wrote their orders on two paper cups. Amelia dug through her purse to find her wallet and quickly handed the barista her credit card to pay for their drinks, before pulling out a few singles for the tip jar while they waited. The barista went to work to quickly make their drinks, handing them to Amelia when they were finished, seemingly eager to return to closing. For the third time in a few minutes, Emily held the door open for Amelia as they exited the coffee shop and back into the chilly weather. 

The temperature seemed to drop in the short time they were inside, and snow flurries swirled in the air around them. They walked a few feet until they reached a fork in the sidewalk, one side leading to the student parking, the other toward the teacher’s lot. 

“Thanks for the coffee.” The snow had begun to collect in her long blonde hair, causing it to almost sparkle against the afternoon sun. 

“It’s my pleasure. Thank you for coming to my class,” Amelia said, taking a tentative sip of her hot coffee, ignoring the burning sensation it caused against her lip. 

“It’s my pleasure.” Emily chuckled, sipping her own drink. “Happy Thanksgiving, Doctor Hart.” 

“Happy Thanksgiving to you as well, Emily,” Amelia responded, causing Emily to smile behind her coffee cup.

They shared a moment of comfortable silence as the snow continued to fall around them, before Emily turned and began to follow the path which led to the now empty student parking lot. Amelia smiled as she watched the blonde walk away for a few moments, before turning and making her way toward her own car. 

She drove home in silence, not feeling up to listening to music. She was looking forward to drinking her coffee under a big blanket with a large book, disappearing into the fictitious world until the holiday was over. She quickly changed into yoga pants and an oversized hoodie the moment she got home and settled into the couch, diving into her book for a good hour before her phone went off next to her, ripping her out of her fictional world. She sighed when she saw a new text message from Rebekah Ross, the closest thing she had to a best friend.

“Meet me for a drink. Victor is working late, and I need to get sufficiently drunk if I’m going to deal with my family tomorrow.” 

“Not tonight, Bekah. I’ve already changed my clothes and settled in for the night.” 

“Come on, Amelia. We never go out. Meet me for a quick drink, then you can go back to feeling sorry for yourself,” Rebekah texted back almost instantly, as if she was already prepared for Amelia’s refusal. 

Amelia rolled her eyes once more as she typed the next message. “Maybe some other time, Bekah. I’m quite tired,” she lied, as she took another sip of her coffee. 

“Come on, Amelia. Live a little. You can sleep in tomorrow. Just one drink, that’s all I ask,” Rebekah begged. 

“Fine. Just one drink, that’s it.” Amelia instantly regretted her decision. 

“Great! Meet me at a bar downtown in an hour. It’s called The Wolf’s Den.” 

Amelia sighed as she closed her book and placed it on the table next to her reading glasses. She really didn’t want to go out. All she wanted to do was disappear and hide from the world for the next couple days. But now she had to meet her friend for a drink, which would no doubt turn into several drinks before the night is over. She cursed under her breath as she walked back into her bedroom to change for the second time in the last hour, choosing a plain black sweater and a pair of jeans instead of her professional clothes. 

She sighed again as she Googled the bar, finding the address and then plugging it into the GPS on her phone. She pulled on a pair of boots and grabbed her coat and purse, dragging her feet on the way to her car. She cursed Rebekah as she pulled into the parking lot off to the side, parking in the first spot she found. Leaving her coat in the car so she had one less thing to carry while inside, she ran toward the building and pulled the heavy door open as fast as she could to avoid feeling cold. 

The bar was already busy by the time she got there, each table and seat already occupied with people laughing and talking over the music playing in the background. She quickly raced to grab the last stool at the bar while she waited for her friend, her eyes searching the crowd to make sure she wasn’t already there. Her social anxiety started to climb as she looked around the room, the amount of people made her feel very scared, until she caught sight of a familiar blonde woman working behind the bar. 

Emily Monroe was skillfully pouring a beer from the tap, handing it to the intended patron and collecting the cash for it. Amelia continued to watch as she quickly made change and handed it back, collecting the tip they left her and dropping it into a large fishbowl next to the register before moving on to the next person attempting to grab her attention. 

Suddenly, she didn’t feel quite so anxious knowing she had found a familiar person among the sea of strangers. Emily slowly made her way down the line, pouring drinks and making change along the way, until she turned and noticed her professor sitting alone at the end of the bar. 

“Doctor Hart! I never expected to see you here!” Emily said as she approached Amelia. 

“And why is that, Miss Monroe? Us stiff professors do have a personal life outside of school, you know,” Amelia snapped. 

“No, of course. It’s not that at all. It’s just that...I never expected this to be your scene. I pictured you going to someplace more upscale and...cleaner.” She grabbed the rag that was tucked away in her back pocket and quickly wiped down the sticky bar in front of Amelia. 

“Oh...” Amelia said, blushing slightly. “I’m supposed to be meeting a friend for a drink. But, as always, she’s late,” Amelia explained, glancing down at her watch, realizing that Rebekah was already fifteen minutes late. 

“What a jerk.” Emily laughed. “Can I get you something while you wait?” 

“Sure, why not. How about a gin and tonic?”

“Coming right up.” Emily smiled as she rushed off to make Amelia’s drink. Amelia’s pocket vibrated the moment Emily walked away, indicating she was getting a text message. She sighed, knowing it was likely Rebekah texting to let her know she was going to be even later than she already was. She was wrong. 

“Hey Amelia. Sorry, I know I’m already late, but Victor just got home. I’m not going to make it after all. Have a great night and I’ll talk to you later.” 

“Fucking jerk!” Amelia said out loud as she read Rebekah’s message. 

“At least try my drink before you call me names.” Emily laughed as she placed Amelia’s drink on the small cocktail napkin in front of her. 

“Oh no. Not you! My friend, whom I was supposed to be meeting here, just texted to inform me that she’s not coming after all,” Amelia said, pulling out some cash to pay for her drink. 

“Nope, that’s on me tonight,” Emily said, refusing Amelia’s money. 

“Oh no, that’s okay, you don’t have to,” Amelia said, once again offering Emily money. 

“Nope, still not taking it. Consider it me returning the favor for coffee this afternoon.” 

“Okay, I can handle that.” Amelia smiled shyly, taking a sip of her drink. 

“Well, do I get Doctor Hart’s seal of approval?” Emily asked. 

“Yes, very much so.” Amelia smiled back, taking another sip of her drink. 

“I’m sorry about your friend.” Before Amelia could respond, Emily’s head snapped to the side when she realized someone was trying to get her attention. “I have to go. Let me know if you need anything else,” Emily said before rushing off to attend to other customers at the other end of the bar. 

Amelia sat at the bar, sipping her drink for a little while, trying so hard not to have a full-blown panic attack where she sat. Emily bought her this drink and made it special for her—she owed it to the younger woman to at least finish it. 

Her heart nearly stopped when two men approached her on either side, flanking her and trapping her in so she had no choice but to interact with them.

“Can we buy you a drink?” the one on her right asked. 

“Oh, no thank you. I’m good,” she said, gesturing to her drink in front of her. 

“Aww come on, just one drink,” the man to her left said, forcing her attention toward him. 

“No thank you. Maybe some other time.” She tried to dismiss them without being overly rude. 

They continued to pester her for a few more minutes, trying to convince her to allow them to buy her another drink, causing Amelia’s anxiety to skyrocket. She was moments away from a full-blown panic attack when a soft hand touched her shoulder, resulting in her nearly jumping out of her skin. 

“Hey, babe! Thanks for waiting for me,” Emily said, kissing Amelia’s cheek. “Follow my lead...” she whispered into her ear, pulling away from Amelia with a wide smile on my face. 

“Oh...that’s all right,” Amelia said, trying to sound convincing. 

“Gentleman, thank you for entertaining my girlfriend while she waited for me. I’ll take it from here,” Emily said, urging Amelia off the stool, grabbing her drink off the bar. 

Emily wrapped her arm around Amelia’s waist and led her to the back of the room through the room marked “Employees Only.” They took a few more turns and eventually made it back outside into the alley behind the building, flurries of snow swirling around them in tiny icy tornadoes. 

“Emily, what’s going on?” Amelia asked, her heart pounding with fear as she reached for her drink still clutched in Emily’s hand. 

“You can’t drink this,” Emily said, anger filling her voice. “Those guys put something in your drink. I saw them do it from across the bar. I rushed over as fast as I could.” Emily’s eyes were practically black with anger. 

Amelia started shaking slightly from fear. “Oh my god, really?” 

“You didn’t drink any since they started talking to you, right?” She looked at Amelia, scanning her face as if to make sure she was all right. 

“No, not since before they approached me,” 

“Good.” Emily’s voice was a little softer now that Amelia confirmed she hadn’t consumed the tainted drink. “Are you all right?” 

“Yes, I think so. A little shaken up, but otherwise unharmed,” Amelia responded. She watched Emily release a sigh of relief. 

“Those fucking ASSHOLES!” she screamed suddenly, turning around and throwing the glass against the brick wall behind her, shattering it on impact. 

Amelia watched as Emily began to pace with anger, her fingers running through her long hair, melting the snow that was sticking to the blonde strands. 

“You should probably go. I don’t think they’ll try anything again, but you can’t be too careful,” Emily said once she calmed down a bit. 

“Yeah...yeah, you’re right,” Amelia said, shivering as she looked around, trying to figure out how to get back out to the parking lot. 

“Let me walk you to your car,” Emily said, still being very protective of Amelia. 

They walked through the alley together, Emily standing very close to her as she led her to the parking lot and over to Amelia’s car. “This is you?” she asked when Amelia walked up to her black Audi. 

“Yes...” Her hands shook as she pulled the keys out of her purse. 

“Good. Get home safe, Doctor Hart.” Emily’s voice sounded a little shaky now that she had cooled down a bit more. 

“Considering what just occurred, I think you have earned the right to call me Amelia,” she said, trying to lighten the mood. 

“Get home safe...Amelia,” Emily repeated, a small smile forming on her previously frowning lips. “Can you send me an email when you get home, so I know you’re safe?” 

“Yes, I’ll be sure to do that as soon as I am safe inside my home,” Amelia said softly. She opened the driver’s side door, preparing to get into her car. “Thank you...for saving me.” 

“No thanks needed.” Emily smiled. “I better get back inside and take care of those guys before they try to do the same thing to someone else. Happy Thanksgiving, Amelia,” she added, taking a few steps backward toward the bar. 

“Happy Thanksgiving, Emily.” Amelia smiled back, climbing into her car and starting the engine. Amelia could see Emily watching her as she backed out of the spot and drove away before returning to the bar to finish her shift. 

The ride home was a blur, and suddenly she was pulling into her driveway and turning off the engine. The reality of what happened finally hit her as she stumbled to get out of the car and rushed to the house, completely forgetting her coat on the passenger seat. She slammed the door behind her, immediately locking it and securing the chain, triple checking that the lock was secure before slowly making her way into her dark house. She was shaking as she walked up the stairs and into her bedroom, where she instantly broke down and started crying, falling onto her bed as her legs gave out on her. She cried, her tears staining her comforter as her mind raced with the “what-ifs,” creating each horrible scenario that could have happened had Emily not been there. “She saved my life,” Amelia said out loud once her tears stopped falling.

Nearly forgetting her promise to Emily, she found her computer and quickly composed an email.

To: EMonroe

From: AHart

Subject: Heroic Rescue.

Good evening, Emily. Just letting you know that I have arrived home, safe and sound.

Thank you again for coming to my rescue. 

Amelia Hart, PhD

Department of History

Boston University

She chastised herself as she pressed send—realizing she owed the woman more than a single sentence in thanks for what she did—but the words wouldn’t come, not when she was still so distraught. She decided she would write Emily a proper email the following day, once she had recovered from the shock and had a few hours of proper sleep. She curled up in bed, making sure to lock her bedroom door even though she knew she was safe in her own home. She drifted off to sleep a few hours later, her dreams filled with nightmares of strange men trying to harm her.

She woke the following morning to find an email waiting for her in her professional inbox, time stamped 5:00am.

To: AHart

From: EMonroe

Subject: RE: Heroic Rescue.

I’m so glad you made it home safe. I was worried sick for the rest of the night, hoping you were all right. I hope this incident doesn’t ruin your holiday.

If you need anything, please let me know. I’ll be around town, working all weekend.

Happy Thanksgiving, Amelia. 

Emily

She quickly responded, knowing she would still need to express her thanks to Emily at a later date, when the correct words could be found. 

To: EMonroe

From: AHart

Subject: RE: Heroic Rescue.

Happy Thanksgiving, Emily.
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Amelia stayed locked away in her house for the next four days, afraid to go out in public. She spent most of that time hiding in bed, reading and watching bad television. She tried to catch up on work, but every time she opened her laptop, all she could think about was trying and failing to find the right words to thank Emily for her heroic act. She drafted an email to the younger woman at least ten times, each time deleting it before hitting the send button, realizing she owed the woman more than a casual email sent on the school’s server. She owed Emily her life—she deserved more than just an email. 

She was still shaken by the time Monday morning rolled around, but she knew she needed to leave the house. She didn’t want to, but she had a job to do. She expected her students to show up for each class, and she needed to do the same for them. She managed to pull herself together and made it to her office, where she closed and locked her door the moment she entered the small room. “I can do this...” she whispered to herself as she took off her coat and hung it on the coat rack in the corner. She sat at her desk and plugged her computer in, then went to check her email as she did every morning. 

Most of the students who missed her class on Wednesday responded to the email she had sent, informing everyone who missed class that she would be deducting ten points from their final grade as a consequence of missing the class, and thus setting her lectures back a day. Most students responded with excuses as to why they missed class, or debating why they felt they didn’t deserve to have points deducted. She read each of their defenses and reasons but left their emails unanswered. She would not justify them with a response. Her heart skipped a beat for a moment when she saw a familiar name attached to a reply.

To: AHart

From: EMonroe

Subject: RE: Missed class

Good for you, Doctor Hart. You deserve better. 

Hope you had a wonderful holiday!

Emily Monroe

To: EMonroe

From: AHart

Subject: RE: Missed class

Thank you for your kind words, Miss Monroe. 

Please be advised, since you were the only person who attended the lecture last week, you will not have points deducted from your grade. Thank you for respecting me by attending my class. 

Enjoy your day.

Amelia Hart, PhD

Department of History

Boston University

She hit send quickly before she could talk herself out of her response, then kicked herself for the harsh and professional language she used. “This woman saved my life. She deserves more than that.” Amelia quickly opened another email message when she realized she was going to be late for her first class. She sighed as she closed her email, collecting her things and rushing to the first class, her anxiety lessening only slightly since she woke up. 

The day seemed to drag more than usual as she went through the motions of teaching her classes, not in the mood for any bullshit. Her mood suddenly lightened when she looked at the clock, realizing it was almost three. She packed up quickly and made her way to the classroom, expecting to see Emily already seated at her desk in the corner with her nose buried in a textbook. Her heart broke slightly when she arrived to find the room empty and Emily nowhere to be seen. She went through the motions to get everything set up for class, her head snapping toward the door every time she heard someone enter the room, frowning when she saw someone other than Emily Monroe signing the sign-in sheet. 

Emily eventually rushed in just as Amelia was preparing to close the door and begin class, making it just in the nick of time. She mumbled a sorry under her breath as she scribbled her name on the sheet before taking her seat by the door, clearly still flustered from her frantic entrance. Amelia instantly felt better with the blonde in her classroom, her fear and anxiety disappearing every time she glanced over at the woman sitting in the corner, diligently taking notes and hanging on every word she said. 

“Before you leave for the day, I would like to briefly discuss the missed class from last week,” Amelia said, addressing the class before time ran out. “Many of you have reached out to me over the weekend to try and persuade me to rescind the subtraction of points. I would like to address everyone when I say that no amount of explanation or debating will change my mind, so please do not waste my nor your time with any more attempts to change my mind. My decision is final. I suggest everyone attend each class for the remainder of the semester to ensure you don’t lose any more points. Class dismissed.” She heard a cascade of loud groans as her students packed up and left class, most throwing her disgruntled looks on their way out of the classroom. Amelia was in no mood for their trivial bullshit and simply brushed off every small encounter.

“Miss Monroe, may I have a word with you before you leave?” she asked, catching Emily before she left the classroom. 

“Is everything okay, Doctor Hart? I’m sorry I was late for class today. I fell asleep in my car earlier and I forgot to set an alarm,” Emily frantically explained as she approached the desk. 

“Yes, of course,” Amelia said, glancing around to make sure they were alone in the classroom. “I just wanted to thank you again...for what you did for me last week,” she said, her demeanor softening instantly. 

“Oh.” Emily smiled. “No thanks needed. I always have your back.” 

“I’d like to take you out to dinner,” Amelia blurted out before her brain talked her out of her decision. 

Emily’s eyes went wide with shock. “Uhhh...what?” 

Amelia’s face turned a slight shade of red. “As a thank you...for saving my life.” 

“Oh...” Was that disappointment in her voice, Amelia wondered. “You don’t have to do that.” 

“I know I don’t have to. I want to. To show my appreciation for what you did.” 

Emily hesitated for a few seconds. “Sure. I’d love to.”

Her face lit up instantly as Emily accepted her invitation. “Wonderful. When are you free for dinner?” 

“I work most nights, but I’m off Sundays and Mondays.” 

“How does Sunday night sound then?” Amelia asked. She hoped that Emily couldn’t hear her heart pounding in her chest. 

Emily smiled. “Sunday sounds great.” 

“Great. I’ll email you with the details.” 

“Cool. You know what...” Emily said, sliding her bookbag off her back, unzipping it quickly and digging around inside. She heard paper rip as Emily pulled out a slip of paper, digging around for a pen next. 

She scribbled something on the slip and handed it to Amelia. “Here’s my cell number. Text me with the details.” Amelia tried to hold back the wide smile on her face as she accepted the slip of paper containing Emily’s phone number. 

“Will do. Thank you again, Emily,” Amelia said, tucking Emily’s number into her pocket. 

“No thanks necessary, Doctor Hart.” Emily said, throwing her backpack back on. “I’ll see you Sunday...Amelia.” Emily added, winking slightly as she smiled, walking out of the classroom. Amelia’s heart continued to pound in her chest, and all of a sudden, her brain was in a fog as she watched Emily walk out of the classroom. It was going to be a long week. At least the fear and anxiety she felt all last week was finally gone, and she was starting to feel like herself again. 

She went home that night and immediately started researching restaurants in the area, meticulously searching for the perfect place to take Emily for her thank you dinner. By Friday night, she narrowed it down to three different places, unable to make the final decision. She took a deep breath and nervously typed a message on her phone, knowing Emily was likely at work and wouldn’t respond right away. 

“Good evening, Emily, it’s Amelia Hart. I know you are likely at work so I don’t want to take too much of your time. I was wondering which of the following you prefer for dinner? Thai, Italian, or Chinese?” She hit send quickly to prevent herself from chickening out. She tossed her phone onto the couch and turned back to the book on her lap, taking a sip of her wine. She jumped when she heard her phone ding a few minutes later, alerting her to the new text message. Her heart skipped a beat when she discovered Emily’s quick response. 

“Italian is my favorite,” Emily responded. 

Amelia called the Italian restaurant on her list and quickly made a reservation for two for Sunday night. 

“Italian it is. I made a reservation at Nonna’s for Sunday at seven. Is that all right?” she texted, still not expecting Emily to respond right away. She was shocked once again when she received another message right away. 

“Sounds perfect. I’ll see you there.” Amelia smiled when she read the message, anxious butterflies filling her stomach. “Why am I so nervous?” she asked herself as she tried to focus on her book once again, reading the same sentence over and over again. 

By Sunday afternoon, she was so nervous that she was practically shaking. Her social anxiety was rearing its ugly head, which only added to her worry. She put the finishing touches on her outfit, making sure her makeup and hair were just right before driving over to the restaurant, realizing she was so early that Emily hadn’t arrived yet. Deciding not to sit in her cold car, she went into the restaurant to wait for Emily, securing their table. She fiddled with the fidget ring she always wore to help with her anxiety as she waited for her dinner guest to arrive, her head popping up each time someone walked past the table. 

Emily arrived at exactly seven o’clock, shrugging off her old and worn jacket as she approached the table, hanging it over the back of her chair. “Hey, sorry. I meant to be here a little earlier, but it’s so cold out it took a little longer for my car to start.” 

“You’re right on time.” Amelia smiled as Emily took her seat across the small table. “I didn’t know if you drank, so I waited to order any wine.”

“I’m a bartender—of course I drink.” Emily laughed, glancing at the wine menu. “Wine sounds great. I like red, but white is fine too.” 

“Red sounds great to me. You choose which you’d like and we can share a bottle,” Amelia said, her nerves slowly beginning to calm down. A few minutes later, their server came by to take their drink and food order, promising to return shortly with their wine and appetizer. 

They made small talk about the weather and schoolwork while they shared the fresh bruschetta, Amelia waiting for the perfect moment to start asking Emily more personal questions. They were sharing their second glass of wine when their entrees arrived, which was perfect timing. 

“So, Emily. Tell me a little about yourself,” Amelia said, cutting into her perfectly cooked veal parmigiana. 

“There’s not much to tell really,” Emily said, digging into her penne vodka. It looked to Amelia that the young woman was making sure each mouthful had the perfect proportion of grilled chicken and pasta. 

“Well, if I remember correctly, you mentioned that you were older than other freshmen in class. May I ask how old you are?” Amelia asked, suddenly regretting the question. “I’m sorry if that’s too personal.” 

“No, not at all. You’re fine. I’m thirty.”

“Oh, you certainly don’t look thirty.” Amelia didn’t know why, but she was instantly filled with relief. She looked up to see the shock on Emily’s face. “I mean...you look younger than that. I didn’t mean to imply...” Amelia said, stuttering slightly with embarrassment. 

“It’s all right.” Emily laughed slightly at Amelia’s frazzled mood. “I get that a lot, actually. I guess I have a young face.”

“Yes, you do. But your eyes tell a different story.” Amelia found herself mesmerized by Emily’s green eyes as she felt her face turn red with embarrassment. 

“What do you mean?”

“Your eyes show you’re an old soul, and that perhaps you’ve experienced some hardship. You have the soulful eyes of someone who has seen darkness and has come out the other side.” 

Emily suddenly turned a light shade of red with anger. “Did you read my file or something?” 

“Oh, no! No no no! I haven’t, no! I’m sorry, I think I may have crossed a line.” 

“No. I’m sorry. You’re right,” Emily said, seeming to calm down once she realized there was no
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