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Even after all these years, there was something that Alexandra still didn’t like about schools. She didn’t have bad memories of them. In fact, quite the opposite. She was pretty much the coolest girl in class. It was more about the idea of having idiotic teachers telling her what to do – of not being in control. At least that part of her life was over... although she did miss being that hot young thing. Although, she was still hot.

She took a moment to check herself out in the reflection of one of the many school photographs that lined the long corridor. Her long, highlighted blonde curls hung down past her shoulders, casual but glamorous. She had opted for a tight red Versace number that showed off her ample bust nicely with enough cleavage to attract attention but not enough to be slutty. Was it too much for a parent's night? Hell, no! There was no such thing! The competition tonight would be fierce!

And she was right. The large hall was full of mothers all dressed up to the nines. She smiled, none were as hot as her.

“Who do we need to see first?” she asked.

“Hmm... Mrs. Callagan. History,” replied Charlotte with a sigh.

Her daughter was making no attempt to hide her contempt for having to attend this charade. No doubt, at eighteen, she too was frustrated at the lack of freedom school represented.

Mrs. Callagan was a bookish woman in her late forties. She reminded Alexandra of the kind of girls she would have bullied back when she had been at school. Not in a mean way, but in a character-building way.

“Charlotte is doing so well! She had ninety-one percent last year,” the kindly woman smiled.

“Still room for improvement, then,” Alexandra replied.

“It’s good enough,” said Charlotte, her attention being drawn to a boy who was doing his best to make the immaculate school uniform look scruffy.

“You are not here to be ‘good enough.’ Harvard doesn’t take ‘good enough.’ Cathy...” she made a point of using teachers’ first names to make it clear who now was in charge, “I believe Charlotte should be easily capable of achieving ninety-five percent, if not more. I trust you shall support her in this?”

“Erm... yes... Mrs. Harrington... Charlotte is so bright... but ninety-one is still an amazing achievement.”

“Ninety-five. Understand?”

She made sure to stare hard at both her daughter and the teacher. The teacher balked and nodded while Charlotte just shrugged.

“Okay. What’s next? Math. Who is that?” Alexandra looked at the schedule. “Miss Parker? I don’t think I’ve met her yet.”

“She’s new.”

“Well, she hasn’t been doing a good job. Your score is at eighty-four percent! Charlotte, are you even awake during class?”

“Most of the time.”

Alexandra saw the name plaque on the table and then looked up. A pretty young woman was sitting there and smiling broadly and nervously at the same time. She was petite with neat chestnut hair that hung down straight, hazel eyes, and a delicate snub nose. She was very cute!

“You’re Miss Parker?” she asked in surprise.

“Yes! But call me Sophie,” the teacher sprang up and thrust out a hand. “Nice to meet you.”

Alexandra shook the hand and held onto it as she continued to study the girl. “Are you sure you are old enough to be a teacher?”

“Mom!”

Sophie blushed and laughed at the same time. “Yes. I get that a lot. I’m newly qualified. My first job.”

Alexandra sat. “Your first job is at Westbridge Academy? I am not sure if I should be concerned or impressed.”

“I feel very honored to be teaching here.”

“Hmm... I shall get straight to it. Charlotte is a very bright girl, but she needs some... discipline.”

“Mom!” gasped her daughter.

“And I’m not sure someone of your... age can provide that.”

“Oh, I am sure I am perfectly able to...” started Sophie.

“Case in point,” Alexandra took out Charlotte’s grade sheet, “she appears to be seriously underperforming.”

“Underperforming?” Sophie tried to rally. “Charlotte is an excellent student and is doing very well...”

“I expect her score to be at least ninety percent. At least that.”

“Not everyone can necessarily achieve that. Every pupil has their strengths and weaknesses...”

“My daughter can achieve that, her ability isn’t in question.”

Alexandra made sure to deliver one of her most scorching stares and watched the young woman squirm. The girl clearly didn’t know where to look, and she noticed the teacher’s gaze momentarily drop to her cleavage, maybe on purpose – maybe not. Either way, Alexandra made an effort to push her chest out a little more. It was nice to be admired.

“I... I think... in the short time I have been here, Charlotte is showing great promise... but there are some areas where she still struggles.”

“And it is your job to fix those areas. Is it not?”

The young teacher was struggling to mount a defense. In court, Alexandra had crushed the resolve out of hardened criminals... this wasn’t even fair. But then again, neither was life.

“Yes... and I am working on it...”

“Are you sure you are up to it? What are you? Twenty-two?”

“Twenty-four...”

“You are barely older than the kids you are teaching.”

“I may be young, but I can assure you, I am fully qualified.” Sophie was fighting hard to stay composed and fight her corner.

“Charlotte, wait over there, please,” instructed Alexandra. “I would like to speak to Sophie alone.”

“We prefer that everything that is discussed is done so in front of the pupils,” protested the teacher.

Alexandra didn’t bother to argue and Charlotte knew it was best to do what she was told. She watched her daughter lean against a wall and happily get her phone out.

“Sophie. I am sure you are great, but this is Westbridge and when it comes to my daughter’s education, I don’t accept anything other than the best. Do you understand?”

“Yes...”

“Perhaps in your excitement in your new job you have been grading too harshly? Wanting to make a point? Acting tough?”

“Er... no... not at all...”

“Perhaps you have graded Charlotte a little low? Maybe you should consider regrading to perhaps... ninety percent?”

“No, I promise you, all my grading is fair, accurate and consistent.”

Alexandra took another moment to assess the girl. She was certainly very pretty, slender, and her simple, if cheap, white blouse clung nicely to her subtle curves. She could imagine all the boys, and plenty of the girls, in the teacher’s class would have a crush on her.

Sophie then swallowed nervously under the scrutiny as Alexandra weaponized the silence. Perhaps being stern wasn’t the answer, she pondered and decided to change tack.

She smiled warmly. “So how long have you lived in New York?”

Sophie was taken aback not only by the change of topic but also by the change in demeanor. “Erm... I just moved here at the start of the year.”

“I have lived here my whole life. There isn’t a city like it anywhere else in the world... but it can be tough, and so expensive! Have you made any friends?”

“A few...”

“That’s good. And of course, dating can be a nightmare.”

As expected, the girl looked away, uncomfortable about the conversation being drawn toward her personal life. “I haven’t had much time to think about that...”

“Really? A pretty girl like you should find time for fun.”

Sophie blushed at the compliment. “Charlotte really is a very good student and I think with...”

Alexandra held up a finger and the teacher obediently fell silent. “Charlotte is smart, but can be easily distracted... I worry that she might just fall short of making it to Harvard unless she has a little... help.”

“I can assure you, I will do my very best.”

“Maybe we can work something out.”

“I’m not sure what you mean,” the girl continued to squirm.

Alexandra leaned in closer across the table. “Let’s say I hire you for a few... private tutoring sessions... and perhaps Charlotte’s grades might go up a little. Just a few percent.”

“If... if... she earns it... I mean, I can’t just give it to her...”

“Of course not,” Alexandra smiled. “I know better than most, you get nothing in this life for nothing. Don’t worry, you will be very well compensated for your tutoring, let’s say two hundred dollars per session?” she said quietly.

“I’m not sure if I’m allowed to do that...” Now they were so close, Sophie whispered too.

“I have a way of getting what I want,” beneath the table, Alexandra made sure her calf rubbed firmly against the teacher’s.

The girl pulled away and instinctively tugged at her dress in an unneeded effort to straighten it. Even still, Alexandra noticed Sophie’s eyes dart down to her well-presented cleavage again.

She leaned back. “I will make the necessary arrangements. It will be best if the tutoring takes place at my place. It will be good for Charlotte to have a change of environment when studying.”

“I said... I’m not sure if...”

“Oh! Grace!” Alexandra stood up as she saw the principal and exchanged air kisses. “I was just thinking how quickly time goes, and if Charlotte gets into Harvard, thanks to Westbridge, how I would love to leave a little donation as a thank you.”

*****

Sophie tossed her bag onto the floor and collapsed onto the couch. With a groan, her head lolled back and she instantly closed her eyes.

“One of those days, was it?” asked Megan.

Her flatmate was already in her pajamas, curled up on an armchair, glass of wine in hand.

“Yeah... kids I can manage... but parents – they are the worst. What time is it anyway?”

“Hmm, just coming up to ten.”

Sophie just groaned again. She would have to be up at just past six to fight the commute from Brooklyn. She missed the college days where she could just chill out in the evening and crawl out of bed late. Being an adult sucked. Oh well, only about forty or so years until retirement... perhaps by then she could even afford her own apartment. Who was she kidding? This was New York, she
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