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„Hi Ren!“

„Good morning, July!“

The two students hugged. It was still early, but both were chirpy and happy to see each other. The rest of the students that walked by seemed much less enthusiastic about the coming day. Ren admired her friend. 

“July, you look awesome! I love what you did with your hair, and that shirt is ... so cool!”

“Thank you! I’m glad you like it!”

July posed for her friend, her red hair looking amazing, matching her deep green shirt with silver embroidery. July was a bit of a nerd, but in a cute way, while Ren was more of a preppy, cheerleader-type girl. Honestly, she was a cheerleader, but she was also on the band, helped out in the library and spent her free time at the soup kitchen the college operated as a part of its charter. Also, she was the editor of the St. Arioch Reporter, the college newspaper. With her perfectly pressed white blouse and her demure deep purple skirt, she was the perfect modest college girl, without any of the messes and excesses the other women at the college engaged him. 

Not that St. Arioch was a college known for its tendency to produce chaos. Far from it. The young men and women who studied there came from middle class families which mostly headed either for family businesses or straightforward professions. There was the joke that you could either become an accountant or a dentist at St. Arioch. 

Ren hadn’t decided yet, but she was certainly feeling at home here. 

The two young women headed for their lecture. As they did, they passed a bunch of fit guys who immediately checked them out. One of them, Harry, even made a hooting noise. Ren and July looked away. This wasn’t okay! Also, they couldn’t tell whether this was supposed to be a joke or whether Harry was serious about it. 

Either way, they just needed to get to class ... 

A little later, as the professor was explaining a rather complicated concept, there was an announcement over the PA. The teacher looked a bit annoyed since he was in mid-sentence, but the students perked up, listening carefully. 

“Dear students, we are sorry to announce that Dean Crawford has been in an accident and won’t be able to continue working for our college. Instead, the board has chosen Professor William Z. Robert as our new dean. He will address the students in groups over the next week. We wish Dean Crawford a rapid recovery, and welcome Professor Robert as our new dean!”

The teacher sighed, but the students wondered what that man would be like. Dean Crawford was a friendly older gentleman who had nothing but praise for his students, but tended to seem a bit behind the times. 

July asked: 

“You think this new guy is going to be as relaxed as Dean Crawford?”

Ren shook her head: 

“I don’t think so. Usually, people like that have to be strict at first, and then they can soften up ...”

“Yes, that sounds reasonable. You’re going to get an interview with him anyway, right?”

“I can’t wait!”

She smiled cheerfully. Then the two of them focused on the lecture again. 

A few days later, Ren was waiting nervously in front of the dean’s office. She considered herself to be a good reporter by now, but before big interviews like this one, she still got jittery. 

Then, she was called in. The door was opened and she was surprised to find the dean to be quite impressive. He was tall, very fit ... she could even call him muscular. The man had black hair with a bit of a widow’s peak, and wore a rather fancy suit. Next to the old dean’s style, this man suggested power and charm. There was something fascinating about his eyes. It felt as if they were full of intensity and power. Ren found herself to keep looking at them, surprised by their color. They were dark and intense, but there was some kind of reddish sheen to them too ... 

“Hello, you must be Ms. Stevens, right?”

“That’s correct, Professor Robert.”

“Come on in, have a seat.”

She nodded and did just that. A moment later, the interview was progressing nicely. The dean’s deep, warm voice and his enthusiasm for his new position were catching. Ren was amazed by the plans he had for the college. She kept looking at his eyes, her mind swirling as he gazed at her. Her mind kept returning to his eyes, feeling rather empty at the same time. 

“... I think having a healthy student body is really the most important. Students spend a lot of time sitting nowadays, and sitting is one of the most dangerous things one can do in modern life!”

“Sitting?”

“Yes. One wouldn’t think so, but there’s a wealth of studies on the dangers both for posture, bodyweight, circulation, even mental abilities.”

“Wow. That’s why you’re so buff?”

The older man chuckled. By now, Ren was hanging at his lips. 

“Yes, partially. I just enjoy working out. Started it after finishing my degree when I realized that all that studying had really put me in a bad shape. So I was very happy to start training, and I never looked back. I can only recommend it, which is why I will do everything I can to promote physical fitness as well as mental health.”

“That sounds great!” Ren underlined this in her notes. 

“Of course, nutrition is also a big part of the process. So, starting next month, the college will offer healthier food at the cafeteria and there will be programs on cooking and nutrition for everybody who’s interested.” He smiled: “I make an excellent Sichuan tofu dish!”

Ren was sold. This was incredible. His eyes seemed to encourage her. 

“I can’t wait!”

“Good! If you’re interested, I have already secured a deal with Yucobax Nutrition, of which you probably heard ...”

“Can’t say I have, sir.”

“They make excellent protein drinks. Very tasty. Would you like to try one?”

She nodded. The big man got up, walked into the small tea kitchen attached to his office, and returned with a glass with a white, milky liquid a moment later. The man smiled, his voice deep and calm, expressing a kind of charming confidence. 
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