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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?

My lip quivers as I whisper, “Please...please don’t...”

“Please don’t what, Miss Lee?”

I suck in a breath when he invades my personal space. If he took just two more steps, our bodies would be touching. Stupidly, my body gets a thrill out of this observation.

Though I don’t exactly have the highest opinion of Professor Handler’s teaching skills, I can’t deny that he’s one good-looking man. He has gorgeous green eyes that could undress you with a glance, silky brown hair that belongs in a glossy shampoo ad, and a tall body that looks mighty fine in his black suit, a suit that I know for a fact is covering six-pack abs (I might or might not have looked up his Instagram account).

He stares at my hand. Like an idiot, I'm still holding the answer key. A corner of his mouth curves up. “Were you planning to cheat on the upcoming exam?”

I drop the answer key like the paper has the ability to give me a second-degree burn. “I, um, well, I...” God, I might as well tattoo, Cheater, cheater, pumpkin eater, on my forehead.

“I don’t blame you for wanting to cheat.” A smirk appears on his face. “Based on how well you did on the first exam, you need all the help you can get.”

Asshole, albeit an accurate one.

“Is there any way you could not tell anyone about this?” I ask. Probably a futile question.

To my surprise, he says, “I’m willing to keep this a secret, but...”

I widen my eyes when he plays with a lock of my hair. Is a professor allowed to do that?

“You might not like my proposal.” A wicked smile appears on his face. “Or you might like it very much.”

I gasp when he cups my ass. Okay, a professor is definitely not allowed to do that.

“Let me guess, you want to have sex with me,” I say, my body feeling a confusing combination of disgust, fear, and arousal. There are a few rumored sleazebags at Arthur Marshall University, but I never heard such rumors about Professor Handler.

I shiver when he caresses the back of my neck. Am I no longer going to be a virgin after tonight?

“Oh, I want to have sex with you, Miss Lee,” he says. His breath smells like peppermint and espresso. “But my proposal doesn’t include sex. I'm merely suggesting an alternative mode of discipline.”

He cups my ass again, making me hot with rage and something else. Oh my God, is my body seriously getting turned on right now? This man is my professor, and he’s violating so many codes of conduct.

But my foolish body enjoys the taboo of the situation.

I glare at him. “What alternative mode of discipline do you have in mind?”

For a brief, titillating moment that I should find repulsive, his lips touch my earlobe. “If you let me spank you, I promise to never speak a word of your academic misdeeds to anyone.”

I think of what will happen if I say no to him. He’ll report me to the dean, who will kick me out of school. Then I will have to return home, and my parents will definitely suffocate me with their disappointment because cheating on a test is certainly not what a Good Chinese Daughter™ does.

I swallow my pride. “If I agree to that, you promise to not report me?”

“That’s what I said.”

“How do I know you’ll keep your promise?”

His lips twitch. “Do you not trust me?”

I shoot daggers at him. “No.”

“What do you want me to do? Take a blood oath? Swear on my grandparents’ graves? Make a pinky-promise? All of the above?”

I exhale. “Never mind. Let's just get this over with.”

“Oh, come on, Miss Lee, would it kill you to act a little more excited?”

I want to grab his fancy paperweight off his desk and beat his smug face with it.

He sits down on the sofa, then pats his knee. “Come here, Little Miss Cheat.”

I let out a breath, then walk toward him as if I'm marching toward my execution (my physical body might not die, but my dignity certainly will).

When I'm inches away from him, he seizes my hips and bends me over his knee. My cheeks burn as he runs a hand over my butt.

“You know it’s very wrong to cheat on tests,” he says.

I hiss, “You know it’s very wrong to abuse your position as a professor like this.”

“Would you rather I inform the dean about your whereabouts tonight?”

That shuts up my mouth real quick.

He caresses my ass, sending tingles to my flesh. When is he going to start spanking me? The dread is killing me.

Finally, he raises his hand, then brings it down on my ass.

Smack.

I groan. My ass is stinging.

But it’s also singing with something like pleasure.

I turn breathless when he tugs at the waistband of my pants and pulls it down.

“What the hell are you doing?” I ask, feeling like my body is being consumed by flames of embarrassment when he strokes my black lace panties.

“I think we’ll both enjoy this more if we do it like this,” he says.

Unwelcome delight creeps into me when he brushes his fingers against the lace over my clitoris. “You just wanted to look at my underwear, you pervert.”

“I won’t deny that.”

He continues running his fingers over my nub. I should want to break his fingers. Instead, I want them to rub me faster, harder, until I reach sweet ecstasy.

“Why are you biting your lip?” he asks. “If you want to moan, don’t feel like you need to restrain yourself.”

God, how I wish his smug words were unjustified.

His hand returns to my ass. Heat pumps through my blood when he cups my flesh.

Swat.

I hiss, caught between the stinging and singing.

As if he were asking a deeply philosophical question, he wonders aloud, “How many spankings does cheating on an exam warrant, do you think?”

I immediately reply, “One.”

He chuckles. “I hardly think that’s close to enough. But I’ll go easy on you and spank you only two more times, which is far less than a naughty thing like you deserves.”

“Wow, so merciful and generous,” I deadpan.

“Is that sarcasm I hear in your voice?”

“Of course not,” I say with extra-thick sarcasm.

Smack.

I groan, then feel totally mortified when I realize that my panties are a little wet. Thankfully, I’m wearing black panties, so he shouldn’t be able to see a wet spot.

“Are you getting wet, Miss Lee?”

“No,” I say, hoping I sound convincing.

Swat.

I grit my teeth. “Okay, you spanked me two more times. May I go now?”

He caresses my butt. I freeze. Shit, what if he’s not satisfied with a few spankings? I suppress a shiver when I imagine him saying, Actually, you should fuck me if you want me to keep quiet.

To my relief, he lifts his hand and says, “You may go.”

Quickly, I stand up and pull up my pants before marching out of the room. I’m standing under the doorway when he asks, “Did you forget something?”

I turn around, widening my eyes when I see him holding up the answer key.

“I assume you still want to do well on your exam tomorrow,” he says.

I blink. “Um, you’re okay with me...?”

“I obviously don’t approve of cheating, but since you went to all of this trouble...” He shrugs.

I stare at
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