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Most guys expected someone who looked and acted like me to be very stupid, and they were usually surprised when they found out I was a straight “A” student and I was smarter than most of them. Most of them looked stupid and uninteresting to me. I didn’t have many problems with grades and most professors liked me. But Professor Jackson, who was about 35 and taught English, had something against me. He didn’t give me a higher grade than “C”, although I believed I knew more than any other student who took his class. I didn’t like it, and after the second test, I decided to talk to him and find out why it was like that. He agreed involuntarily and suggested that we meet at his home. It was very common, so I said yes. I had similar invitations from other professors. It was because they liked me as a student. But this professor didn’t like me, so I didn’t know what his plan was. I always liked to be prepared for everything, so I put on some sexy clothes. I put on a blue short skirt, light cotton sweater and high-heeled shoes. I knew I would attract his attention, because it was my shortest skirt. Plus I wasn’t wearing a bra. I went to his place that evening at the scheduled time. He showed me inside without a shred of kindness. His house was clean, but unfurnished. 

It wasn’t odd because people were talking that he lived alone. He brought me to the room which he called “study”. It was a remodeled room with a table, a few comfortable chairs and a shelf above a book cabinet. He sat down at his desk and gestured me to sit down in the chair opposite to him. I sat down and deliberately crossed my legs so that my short skirt became shorter. I started discussing about the tests I wrote. He replied with boredom in his voice that the tests were just fine. I asked him why he gave me only a “C” and he replied it was a perfectly good grade and that I shouldn’t be complaining. I tried to start a conversation about his lecture he did that day. It was a really interesting topic for me, so I didn’t have to pretend. However, he wasn’t impressed at all by my interest for the topic. His replies were such that I wondered if his mind was present in the room and if he was aware that I was there. I supposed the mistake was in me. I was spoiled. I got used to being rewarded for my studying by other professors. I was also spoiled by the fact that men never rejected me. This professor disappointed me on two levels. Because of that, I told him:

“I don’t understand. The tests are okay, as you admitted it yourself. I’m really interested in your classes and I believe I know more than anyone in my class. What should I do to make you like me? What do you have against me?”

He was surprised by my openness, but he pulled himself together quickly. He gave me a piercing look. The look lasted long enough to make me uncomfortable, and then he said:

“Miss, I have to tell you it’s hard for me to believe that you don’t know “what I have against you” like you said.”

“But professor,” I replied politely, although he didn’t deserve it. “I really have no idea what I did to make you angry.”

What I said wasn’t true, because I started suspecting what it was all about. He gave me a cold look and said:

“If you’re really not aware of what mistakes you’re making, I’ll be happy to tell you.”

If it had been anyone else, I would’ve stormed out. But I kept my feelings inside. I wanted to get an “A”. It became clear that I wasn’t going to say anything, so he continued. 

“Well, Miss, from where should we begin? Is it going to be your I-know-it-all attitude or should we start from your I-don’t-care attitude?”

I laughed to myself. He knew I didn’t have the I-don’t-care attitude. A few students in my class had it, but I wasn’t one of them. in spite of having a high opinion of myself, I didn’t delude myself that I knew it all. My general attitude was calmness and self-confidence. I usually talked quietly and politely, and only when they would call out my name. Therefore, I could say those weren’t the right reasons of his underestimation of me. I started realizing what it was all about, and I realized how I could get what I wanted. 

“Well, Professor Jackson,” I replied calmly. “I have to say that I’m very surprised by your impression of me. I don’t think I have those attitudes like you said. I even believe you know well what students have them. I believe something else is the problem. Something else about me upset you. And I believe it’s the right time to tell me what.”

I knew he would get angry. Professors didn’t like it when their students talked to them like that, especially not this guy. Most students couldn’t do it like I did. His mouth opened and turned red. Then his anger exploded, just like I expected. 

“You... think... that I... have to tell you! I have never met someone who treated their professor like you do, without any respect. You... little...” his voice got lost and he started coughing from excitement. I was sure he wanted to say “bitch” or something like that, but he couldn’t pronounce it. I just smiled, calmly and coldly. 

“You want to know what I don’t like about you? You... All you women are the same. You come to my classes dressed provocatively. You just sit there and look around... Don’t try to deny it, because I know it’s like that.”

His words confirmed what I suspected. The professor had a crush on me and that was why he hated me. I raised my eyebrows and wanted to defend myself, but he raised his hand and continued.

“You, young girls, pretend that you don’t know what you’re doing, but you can’t fool me. You know damn well... yes damn... how you distract us from important things and how you play with men. Look at you... look at that... what you’re wearing... I don’t know how to name it... and you came to me dressed in that... thing... and you expect me not to notice it. Well, I can tell you that I saw through your game. Yes, I did, and you can’t influence on me in that way.”

Some women would go for “honesty”, insisting on playing the reason card, and they would even apologize, and then they would make an effort to wear more decent clothes at his classes. I can tell you that it wouldn’t work with him. He would’ve sparkled because of a remark which worked, but he would’ve still given me a “C”.

His behavior revealed that he was sexually frustrated and that he was probably still a virgin. He was probably raised in a strictly religious family. Plus, I was sure that his shyness and a lack of social skills repelled women for whom he was interested. So I saw two ways of dealing with him. The first way was to tell him that he was the only reason why I dressed provocatively in classes, because I wanted him to notice me. I could go on and say that his sensitivity aroused me, and that he was a misunderstood genius, and crap like that. Then I would say that I misunderstood him and that I never wanted to hurt him. I would fall into his arms, “admitting” my hidden secret love for him. I knew it would have worked, but then he would have fallen in love with me, and I would have to continue with pretending until the end of my schooling, which took almost two semesters. It was simply out of question, although I knew I was capable of something like that. But the idea of having to be with him for a longer period of time terrified me. Luckily, I knew another way, which was shorter, but more pleasant. All that came to my mind in a few seconds during which professor Jackson was “freaking out”. I knew I had to take action immediately if I wanted my plan to work. I got up and put my hands on my hips.

“Professor Jackson!” I said and looked him straight in the eyes, and his eyes wandered. “Look at me, now!”

My sudden determination surprised him. He stopped in the middle of a sentence, with his mouth open. 

“That’s better. I believe I know what’s troubling you,” I said, and he came to his senses. 

“I hope you do. I’ve been explaining it to you like crazy for five minutes...”

“Shhh...” I hushed him like a mother hushes a child. “I heard what you said. You talked about flirting. You talked about insincere women and passionate things that they do to men.”

He got up angrily.

“I suppose you’ll say that you would never do such a thing,” he said sarcastically. 

“No, not at all. I don’t want to assure you of something like that,” I said. 

“You... you wouldn’t?” My response caught him by surprise. There was no doubt that he expected me to behave innocently and try to deny everything.

“Of course not. I love seducing other men. I love using my “female charms”. I’m not embarrassed. I’m even proud of my capabilities.”

He was speechless, so I continued.

“There’s one thing, professor Jackson. I wasn’t honest. When I’m seducing someone, I’m not fooling around. I’m serious.”

He looked like an idiot, and he talked like one, too. 

“Look Miss... I’m not sure... I’m not sure where it would lead us, but if you think...”

I interrupted him before he came to his senses. 

“Professor Jackson...” I paused to increase the dramatic element. I turned around slowly, leaned forward and grabbed the
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