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I TRY TO IGNORE MY nagging conscience as I rummage through the drawers. It keeps hissing phrases such as academic integrity, grounds for expulsion, and don’t fucking do this.

I'm in my Calculus professor’s office right now searching for the answer key to the next exam. For my first college-level math test, I pored over my lecture notes and textbook for hours upon hours. And what did I get for all of my efforts and sleepless nights?

A D-plus.

I can’t get another D-plus. If my GPA sinks below a 2.0, I will be put on academic probation and lose all of my financial aid. And if that happens, I will have to go back to living with my parents.

My chest tightens at the thought. I love my mom and dad, but our relationship is...complicated. I constantly have to watch what I say or do around them. If I do anything that doesn’t fit their preconceived notion of what a Good Chinese Daughter™ is, they make their disappointment known and suffocatingly palpable. That was the main reason why I chose to attend Arthur Marshall University, a school that offered me a decent financial aid package and distance—a lot of distance—from my parents.

Finally, I find the answer key, and my heart feels as light as air. If this was a movie, there would be a choir singing, Hallelujah, hallelujah, as I pick up the paper.

Just as I take a picture of the first page with my phone, a deep voice asks:

“What are you doing?”

I freeze. If this was a movie, there would be a dramatic score conveying, Oh shit.

Swallowing, I turn my head and see Professor Handler standing under the doorway.

Goodbye, financial aid. Goodbye, college.

I am so freaking screwed.

“Hi, Professor,” I squeak, sounding like a mouse who just stumbled upon a big, hungry cat.

He says dryly, “You know my office hours are at 3 PM on Tuesdays and Thursdays. And according to my watch...” He makes a big display of lifting his wrist and staring at his Rolex. “It’s just after midnight.”

Fuck, what do I say? What can I say? “I...I...”

Then silence pervades the room.

“Have you lost the ability to speak, Miss Lee?”

I lift my eyebrows. He knows who I am? There are almost a hundred students in my calculus class, and I thought that my face would’ve gotten lost in the sea of students, especially since I never talk in class. I would ask questions, but I’m typically too confused to ask anything besides, What the hell did you just say, bro?
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