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McKayla Madison sat outside Professor Bright's office, her fingers nervously tracing the edges of her notebook. The sterile white walls felt suffocating, and the hum of the fluorescent lights above only heightened her anxiety. It was painfully close to the end of the semester, and her grade in Advanced Physics was far from where she needed it to be. Bs and Cs had been marking her assignments, and no amount of late-night studying seemed to pull her out of the hole she’d dug.

It was a class she had thrown herself into with both feet, trusting her work ethic and her intellect, perhaps to the point of arrogance. But the ivy-league university she attended had a way of humbling even the brightest eggheads, and she was humble enough to admit it to herself now: She'd taken it before she was ready.

She had told herself she wouldn’t resort to pleading, but as she twisted the pen in her hand, she increasingly felt the tight grip of desperation. She had to ask for more—more time, more feedback, more understanding. Professor Bright was not exactly renowned for taking it easy on students. His mantra was always that he was training future professionals in the field, and it would be a disservice to the field if he let personal feelings get in the way of quality of work.

The thought of finishing the semester with a grade that wasn’t up to her standards made McKayla's stomach churn. She’d worked so hard, tried so many different approaches, and yet nothing seemed to be enough. She'd even, for the first time in her academic career, tried a tutor. That had been humiliating, meeting with some upperclassmen who talked to her like she was a little baby. The valedictorian at her high school, McKayla was pretty well used to being the smartest person in every room. She had despised the meeting with the tutor, despised it even moreso given that it hadn't worked. So, she'd hired an online tutor. At least that person was a stranger, not another student in her department, so she could go ahead and be humiliated in front of him with impunity. Even there, it had been an awful experience, and even there, it had not helped her at all.

It was stupid, really, how much she cared. Ten years from now when she was a working physicist, nobody would care that she'd gotten a B or (gag, the horror) a C in one physics class. But she couldn't shake the powerful anxiety-driven feeling that her future hinged on this one class. The idea of falling short simply was too much to bear.

A door creaked open, and Professor Bright appeared, his tall, stunningly handsome figure framed by the doorway. His crisp, button-down shirt seemed to mock her disheveled appearance. McKayla supposed it probably didn't help that he was extraordinarily handsome, a total silver fox. In his early fifties, his hair and beard were black-and-grey in the best, sexiest way possible, and his tight dress clothes did little to hide his incredible body. He clearly took great care of himself, and McKayla supposed he probably dressed intentionally to reveal that fact to the world. His eyes were a piercing, arctic blue, the kind of eyes you could lose yourself in, the kind of eyes that would pin you to the spot if you weren't careful.

McKayla quickly straightened in her seat, forcing a smile, though it felt unnatural. She was easy on the eyes by anybody's definition, a beautiful brunette, twenty years old, with ivory skin and a slim curvaceous figure, smallish perky breasts, and a well-shaped round booty. Her glasses made her look smart and also gave her an extra air of sexiness that was hard to pinpoint or explain. She was dressed in a button up shirt that accentuated her breasts, and a pleated skirt that showed up off her thick shapely legs beautifully.

She had often looked much better than she did right that moment, when Professor Bright opened the door to find her there. She had not slept well of late, stewing about the first serious assault on her university-level 4.0.

McKayla realized with a start that she was staring at Professor Bright, admiring how handsome he was. He was wearing that same neutral expression he always did, one that was neither welcoming nor unkind.

"Miss Madison," he said, his tone calm, almost indifferent. "Come on in."

McKayla swallowed hard, gathering her courage. She took a deep breath and stood, clutching her notebook tightly in her hands. The room smelled faintly of old books and strong coffee, a scent that was both comforting and intimidating. There was also a hint there of his aftershave, the unmistakable scent of old man aftershave... but old man in a sexy kind of way. Maybe just because it belonged to him. She stepped inside, her heart thudding in her chest as she sat down across from him. His gaze was cool, but there was a flicker of curiosity in his eyes as he set down a stack of papers and folded his hands on the desk.

"So," he began, his voice low and measured, "what can I do for you today?"

McKayla could feel the weight of his words pressing on her, the space between them suddenly a vast chasm, the kind you'd need one of his impenetrable equations to properly calculate. She had rehearsed this conversation in her head a hundred times, yet now that the moment had arrived, now that she was staring into his equally impenetrable gaze, the words escaped her.

She stared at his desk for a moment, gathering her thoughts, before finally speaking. He was so handsome, it was almost hard to look straight at him. “Professor Bright, I—I just wanted to talk about my grade. I know I’m not doing well in your class, but I’ve been trying. I’ve been working hard.” Her voice cracked slightly at the end, and she cleared her throat, forcing herself to steady her nerves. “I was hoping you could... give me a chance to improve it.”

Professor Bright's eyebrows raised just a fraction, his sexy lips barely twitching as he leaned back in his chair. He didn’t respond immediately, which only made McKayla's anxiety take off like a rocket. Was he considering it? Dismissing her entirely?

"You have a strange definition of doing badly, Miss Madison," he said, his voice a silky, sexy baritone. "I think most students would be perfectly satisfied passing my course with a B or a C. It is a very difficult course. It probably won't affect your future graduate school prospects."
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