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    Dedicated to all those who have supported me, especially F & Z

      

    


In the midst of my quest to do nice things for all the women I’d been with this year, it was easy to forget that I had silly little things like “classes” and “homework” to deal with as well, but thankfully I could summon the focus enough to make it to all my classes on time and still manage to bring some decent grades home. Admittedly, it did require a little help from my friends to pull off, occasionally needing to bum some notes (and give them some of my own notes in kind) to pick up any of the slack I’d managed to make for myself, but even with all these thoughts swarming through my head, I still managed to pay enough attention to make the grade.

Admittedly, some classes were a little easier to pay attention to than others.

“So, when Macbeth followed the word of the Weird Sisters, was he merely fulfilling a prophecy? Was his fate sealed before he even met the Sisters, or was he merely a man manipulated by outside forces taking advantage of his own pre-existing ambitions? Further, was his cruelty merely that of a man following a script, or did those prophecies allow him out a deep, dark fantasy where he could embrace violence and cruelty without repercussion because he had deluded himself into believing this was all some great plan that was out of his hands?” Mrs. Janelle Addams posited from the front of our classroom.

She stood there quietly for a while, looking over us with great interest without saying anything. She was a fan of the quiet treatment as a means of driving engagement among us, looking us over until someone either broke or tried to impress her, and if neither of those happened, she was bound to finally crack and pick someone.

Usually someone would try to impress her because, well, to most of the boys I knew, Mrs. Addams was definitely one you wanted to impress. Though closer to 40 than 30, she still had a pretty, youthful face framed by long, wavy black hair, and a body to kill for. Even under the crisp, smart suits she favored, you could tell she had curves to kill for, with massive tits and the kind of ass that had every boy in class drooling whenever she turned around. While I’ll admit that I was as easily hypnotized by her good looks as the next guy, and did find my attention wavering fairly frequently during class because of it, I did enjoy her enthusiasm and analysis of British literature quite a bit. It was something she clearly loved, and had a way of bringing to life like few other teachers were capable of.

Which is why it seemed particularly odd that she seemed more distracted than usual these days. Tired, even. While I wouldn’t blame any teacher for being tired, because to my understanding teaching any class was more than enough to drive someone to drink, Mrs. Addams was never one of those sorts, seeming like she always had things under control no matter how out of control her classes might have gotten. If I’d known her any better, I might have tried to talk to her about this, but since I didn’t...

I’d have loved to give her an answer if just to bring a slight smile to her face, but my mind was wandering back to my Christmas list, and what I’d already done to kick things off. I was still tired and more than a little sore from the marathon fuck session I’d run with Izzy the night before, and though my thoughts still lingered fondly on the blue-haired firecracker I’d fucked every way imaginable, it was what I had to do after school today that had my attention. This was, undeniably, going to be one of the more difficult tasks on my to-do list, but that was all the better reason to get it out of the way early...

A hand shot up a few rows in front of me, a blonde ponytail bouncing back and forth almost as swiftly as a pendulum. Even though I couldn’t see her cute face hidden behind an unflattering pair of glasses, I knew the look on 18-year-old Chloe Marcus’ face was one that said “pick me, pick me I’m oh so smart and know the correct answer to every question, but especially this one!”

This was not an unfamiliar sight in any class that you took with Chloe, and though there were certainly teachers who welcomed it, there were others who were often less satisfied with the fact that she was often the only one who volunteered to answer every question. While Mrs. Addams didn’t look as irritated with Chloe as some teachers I knew (especially Mrs. Lynn), her smile wasn’t exactly as excited as it could have been.

“Not yet, Chloe, let’s give someone else a chance, first,” Mrs. Addams said, amused.

“But I know the right answer!” Chloe exclaimed.

“There’s no right answer in an analysis question,” Mrs. Addams chided, even though she still did it with a fair bit of amusement. “As one of our more talented theater students in here, I know you know that half the fun of Shakespeare is in the interpretation, where different directors, actors and crews get to bring their own meaning to the performance. I’m not asking for what’s right or wrong here, merely what you think might be the most compelling interpretation.”

Chloe sputtered, “But-“

“We’ll hear what you have to say,” Mrs. Addams interrupted, scanning the classroom with her eyes. “But how about we hear from... Jennifer first.”

18-year-old Jennifer Cage had a mightier ponytail than even Chloe (though hers was long and brown, rather than blonde), but was in every way outside of social standing almost the exact opposite. With prominent glasses, paint-spattered overalls and an oversized t-shirt, the
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