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I touched up my lip gloss and then checked out my body from
all angles in the bathroom mirror. Other women were coming and going,
probably thinking I was some self-obsessed Barbie – and not the
woman on a mission that I was.

“You’re seriously doing this?” Alicia asked.
She was my best
friend and seemed to think I was joking when I told her about my
plan to get a better grade on my paper. She still seemed to think
this was all some long, drawn-out joke, that I’d put my lip gloss
away and giggle. But I needed an A on that paper.

“For the last time, this isn’t a joke,” I said.
I tightened the
shoulder straps on my bra just a tiny bit, to bring by breasts up
even more. They stood out in front of my chest, dominant and round.
In my low-cut V-neck shirt, I was showing so much cleavage it was
almost illegal.

“But if this backfires ... Vanessa, you could be expelled.” She glared at
me in the mirror, with both terror and anger in her eyes. Alicia
was always one of those straight-shooters who always did her
homework and studied all weekend instead of having a
life.

“Relax — it’s not like I haven’t done this before.” That was a
small lie, but I hoped it would get Alicia off my back. I’d
certainly flirted with a prof before, to get my grade bumped up
from a B to a B+, back in my first year. Today, though, I planned
to go quite a bit further because my grade bump was quite a bit
bigger. If I wanted to go from a C to an A, I had to be prepared to
put out.

Alicia threw her hands up in defeat. “Fine — you want to screw over
your own future, do it. I give up.” She stomped out of the
washroom.

I looked in the mirror as a stall opened up and some
judgmental bitch came out and gave me a nasty glare.
I huffed at her,
held my head up high, and walked out of the washroom.

It was pretty late in the day, so the halls were almost
completely empty, with just a few evening classes going on here and
there. With
Alicia and that other bitch behind me, I paused to take a deep
breath. I couldn’t seduce Dr. Barnes if I was angry and out of
breath.

This was a risky move, yes, but it was a calculated
one. I’d seen
online that other young women have had their grades improved by
fooling around with Dr. Barnes. I wasn’t the first to do this and I
certainly wouldn’t be the last. But the last comment on that
message board had me worried — there were apparently reports of a
handful of other girls who had attempted the same thing, only to be
expelled. It seemed Dr. Barnes was picky in his choice of
women.
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