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      He wants to be more than just her teacher…

      

      Laura is about to graduate from the Time Travel Academy, but she really doesn’t want to leave. So when her handsome professor surprisingly invites her on one last trip into the past, she can’t resist.

      

      She expected a quick tour of the Great Library of Alexandria, but when they stumble onto a mysterious papyrus scroll, Laura needs to draw on her knowledge of ancient history and mythology to solve the puzzle… without getting distracted by her teacher.

      

      An academy romance set in the Academy of Time Universe.

    

  


  
    
      For Laura.

      Finally, some ancient history for you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Please note that while I have tried my best to ensure historical accuracy, there are very few sources describing the Great Library in detail. I have therefore allowed myself some creative freedom to fill in the gaps.

      

      This book has been written by a Scottish author and therefore uses British spelling and expressions.

      

      To keep up to date with Skye’s books, subscribe to her newsletter:

      skyemackinnon.com/newsletter

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Nor did the fire fall upon the vessels only: the houses near the sea caught fire from the spreading heat, and the winds fanned the conflagration, till the flames, smitten by the eddying gale, rushed over the roofs as fast as the meteors that often trace a furrow through the sky, though they have nothing solid to feed on and burn by means of air alone.

      

      

      

      
        
        Lucan, Pharsalia (X.497ff)
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      They were already preparing the Great Hall for our graduation, but I wasn’t ready yet. Not in the slightest. Graduating meant no more lessons, no more late-night chats with my roommate, no more essays and exams. I’d have to get a job, pay bills, behave like an adult. No, I really wasn’t ready for that.

      You’d think that after four years at the Time Travel Academy, I’d want to leave and explore the world. Not me though. I loved this place and all the secrets it held. Some of my friends were desperate to get their first time agent job, and while I wasn’t exactly opposed to the idea, I also didn’t want to say goodbye yet to academy life.

      These four years had been the best years of my life. I'd never much enjoyed school, but the academy had taught me to love learning. To be fair, it was a big difference whether you simply listened to whatever your teacher told you, or whether you got the chance to see it for yourself. As part of my education, I'd travelled all over in time, first together with my teachers, then on my own on my first small assignments. I was good at it and wasn't afraid to be proud of it. Time travel was my talent. While others had to adjust to the strains it put on your body, I'd never so much as felt nauseated. Once, I'd dislocated my shoulder on my way back because I'd landed on a staircase - and then fell down said staircase - but that was the only injury I'd ever incurred.

      As part of our training, we'd been able to explore a range of time periods. Once I'd become a time agent, I'd have to go wherever my boss sent me. No more trips to exciting places simply because they interested me. No, it would be all about set missions. Still exciting, but I knew I'd miss the freedom I had here at TTA.

      I sighed as I took in the robes and mortarboards people were wearing already. I was still in my normal jeans and t-shirt, my standard clothes when I didn't have to wear the academy uniform. I'd put on my graduation gown at the very last minute. Anything to not make it feel real.

      "Excited?"

      I turned, surprised to see Seamus Cowal, one of my teachers. I thought all the teaching staff were preparing the graduation ceremony, deciding in what order we'd get our certificates, that sort of thing. But here he was, gorgeous as ever, his green eyes sparkling as he looked at me. He taught Ancient History, which sounded boring but was anything but. Our class had been tiny, only three people, since very few time agents ever acquired the ability to travel back that far in time. Most were restricted to anything after the middle ages, but I was lucky to be amongst those who could go back all the way to the dawn of civilisation. Not that I'd ever be able to go back as far as the stone age, although that was my dream. Two thousand years was the maximum even for me. I'd been told that my range might still increase over the next couple of years while I got more opportunities for time travel, but there were limits to our technology. Travel too far and you may not come back.

      I realised Seamus was waiting for a response.

      "Uhm... yes. Lots."

      He laughed. "Don't lie to me. You're no longer my student, you can speak your mind."

      A knot formed in my stomach. I didn't want it to be over. He was my favourite teacher, not just because he was hot. He was clever, funny, determined and creative. My role model, basically. I wanted to be like him, even though it was unlikely I'd ever quite get there. I wasn't particularly intelligent. I had to study hard to get through my theoretical exams, but my practical ones always made up for that.

      "I don't want to graduate quite yet," I admitted. "I know all the others can't wait to be out of here, but I love the academy. I don't want it to end."

      He gave me a warm smile. "You could always return as a teacher. That way, you'd never have to leave."

      "It's not the same," I muttered. "Being a student gives you a lot more freedom."

      Seamus chuckled. "Very true, but you forget, us teachers have access to all the fun gadgets whenever we want."

      He turned to join me in watching the other students in the hall. Jamie, one of my friends, was practising throwing his mortarboard. I couldn't help but grin when it hit Professor Long, one of the most boring teachers.

      "How about one last trip?" Seamus asked suddenly and I looked at him in surprise.

      "Where to?"

      He shrugged. "Somewhere you've always wanted to travel to. This may be your last chance."

      Excitement started to rush through my veins, and I was close to throwing my arms around my teacher. He really was the best.

      "I've got some cuffs in my office. You can think about where you want to go on the way."

      He led me the familiar way upstairs to the third floor where the teachers had their offices as well as living quarters. Not all of them lived at the TTA, but a lot did for convenience, especially during the week. Some had families they returned to at weekends, but I didn't know if that applied to Seamus. He was very familiar with us students, asking us to call him by his first name from the very first lesson, but he'd never talked to us about his personal life.

      Where did I want to go? I had a wish list of times and places I'd always wanted to visit, but even so, it was hard to choose. Maybe I should pick the one furthest in the past. I'd heard that they didn't let time agents travel very far in their first few years on the job.

      Just when we'd reached his office, I blurted, "The Great Library of Alexandria."

      He quirked an eyebrow. "Good choice. Interesting. Curious."

      "What's curious about it?"

      Seamus smiled as he opened the door but didn't look at me. "It was the first place I went to after my own graduation. It seems we're more similar than I thought."

      He strode into the office and headed straight to a large Welsh dresser at the other end, stacked with books, scrolls and items I couldn't identify. He rummaged in one drawer until he found a tiny scroll wrapped in a plastic bag. He gently pulled it out and sniffed it.

      "The smell of history," he sighed with the expression of a cat that just got a bowl of milk. "There's nothing better."

      "Is that papyrus?"

      He nodded. "A scrap of paper from the Great Library. There's nothing on it, it was never part of a book, but it's got enough of a connection to help us get there without issue. Now here's your cuff. It's synced to mine, so you don't have to enter any coordinates. It's easier that way, considering the distance."

      I'd only ever done one time jump this far into the past. Goosebumps raced across my skin when I took the cuff and wrapped it around my wrist. The metal was cool, but I knew it was going to heat up as soon as we started travelling. I ignored the holographic display since Seamus was going to do the programming. I was a little disappointed at that, because it meant that he was going to hold the papyrus. I adored everything old and would have loved to give it a sniff too. The bookshelf in my room was full of old tomes, but I didn't have anything as exciting as a papyrus scroll from Ancient Egypt. Maybe I could take a tiny piece home with me. It would be my most precious possession.

      Seamus finished typing in the coordinates into his cuff and held out a hand. "Ready, Laura?"

      I smiled and took his hand. "Ready. But shouldn’t we put on appropriate clothes? I doubt I’m going to blend in with jeans. And no offence, but I don’t think they’d invented the kind of fabric you’re wearing.”

      He was clad all in black, with a satin shirt, sleeves rolled up, and trendy slacks. Most teachers were wearing either their uniforms or suits today, but Seamus didn’t seem the type to wear a suit, even for graduation day.

      “I…yes. Of course. I was distracted.”

      A faint blush spread across his cheeks. Strange. He was a teacher, he’d travelled in time hundreds of time, he should really be used to having to change clothes before taking the jump.

      He took two white plastic bags from a cupboard and handed one to me. “Holographic suits. Latest tech, they’ve only given them to teachers and time agents so far. They take on the appearance of whatever’s fashionable in the time period we’re in. We’ll still be wearing the suits, but people around us are fooled into thinking we’re one of them. I’ve only tried them once, but it worked well. They gave us all a male and female outfit each and it should mould to your proportions, not that there’s anything wrong with yours…”

      He cleared his throat. “I’m rambling. Let’s get changed.”

      And he took off his shirt, pulling it over his head rather than unbuttoning it. I couldn’t help but stare. I’d not expected him to be so…fit. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him, on the contrary. Hard, chiselled muscles bulged beneath his smooth skin, inviting me to touch. My gaze followed his abs to where they disappeared in a perfect triangle…

      He cleared his throat again and I quickly turned, hiding my embarrassment at openly checking him out. He was my teacher, for goodness sake. Well, not anymore, but I shouldn’t be ogling him. Even if he looked like a Greek God.

      “Do you want to go to the ladies’ to change?” he asked, his voice hoarse. I was so tempted to turn around. Close the distance between us and lay my hands on his chest. Heat was pooling in places that weren’t supposed to react that way to Seamus.

      “No, it’s fine. Just turn around,” I muttered and opened the plastic bag, revealing a garment the colour of mother of pearl. It seemed to flow, the colours shifting, constantly changing. I’d never seen anything like it. It was light, much lighter than the clothes I was wearing, but luckily it was completely opaque.

      I resisted the urge to turn around and make sure he wasn’t watching me. I just had to trust him. Besides, it had been me checking him out, not the other way round.

      I changed as fast as I could. The jumpsuit clung to my body like a second skin, revealing way too much of my curves. I wasn’t as toned as him. I had boobs that pressed against the fabric and hips that my mum called ‘well suited for motherhood’.

      “When does the illusion take effect?” I asked, hesitant to face him quite yet. I felt naked in this suit, even though it covered me from ankles to neck.

      “As soon as we activate the cuffs. It won’t affect our shoes, but I assume you’ll end up in a full-length tunic anyway, so that should hide yours. We might be able to stop by a market and get some sandals though.”

      “Do we have money?”

      I finally turned and looked at him. And regretted it immediately. Goodness me. The suit revealed almost more than when he’d been bare chested. I forced myself to look at his face rather than let my eyes wander to his lower body.

      “No, but we’ll think of something. We could stop at the Archive and get some currency, but the Archivist might ask questions to why we’re doing this on graduation day. Improvising is much more fun anyway.” He smirked and took my hand. “Let’s try this again. See you in history.”
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