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Imara was happy. She’d aced freshmen
year, and so far, sophomore year was off to a great start. Ancient
Literature was an exciting class. Not only was it one of her
favorite topics but the instructor was quite interesting, and if
she was to be honest with herself she found him quite sexy. He was
so different than the other professors. Their second day in class,
he had taken them outside and played the lute while they read from
the Iliad. She had gone to her dorm immediately after, and touched
herself for hours, until she passed out panting from sheer
exhaustion.

They had turned in their first papers
the week before, and Imara was anxious to find out what she’d
earned. The paper had been rushed, but she was sure that her thesis
on the clear infidelity of Menelaus as the root cause of the Trojan
War was going to get her instructors attention. When she got her
paper back, it was certain that she had, but she wasn’t sure she
had wanted the attention she got.

“Come by my office this
evening, I would like to discuss your thesis” was the note the
instructor had left on the corner of her paper. No grade was
attached, which left her wondering if her thesis was as impressive
as she had thought it to be. She didn’t know what to do, but she
was as driven as ever to get a good grade.

“Come in” said doctor Stiles
when she wrapped upon his office door. “Ah, Ms. Irons, do come in
won’t you” he offered when she opened the door.

His office was packed with books,
papers, and worn furnishings that gave Imara a chill. It was
exactly as she had imagined a professor of ancient literature would
decorate his office, but further it was obvious that the effect
wasn’t an intentional affectation, but the real result of being
committed to his craft.

“I got your note” Imara
said, suddenly feeling very unsure of herself.

Professor Stiles smiled at her. “Thank
you for coming by. I wanted to talk to you about your thesis. I’m
sure you are aware that the mores of the ancient Greeks were
significantly different than our own time, so I wanted to give you
a chance to give me more detail of your position than you could
offer in a paper you wrote by burning the midnight oil on the night
before it was due” he said, pleasant as ever while simultaneously
implying that she had been lazy.

She had a full load of classes, and a
full-time job. She did her work, and she did it well; his
suggestion otherwise was infuriating. “What is it you would have me
add?” she asked coldly.

Professor Stiles smile wavered. “Miss
Irons, I didn’t mean to imply anything. You have an A on the paper
as it stands, but unlike so many of your peers you’ve considered
this on a deeper level. I merely wished to discover your thoughts”
he said.

Taken aback Imara responded with less
force. “I’m sorry, I should have…” she trailed off, not sure what
to say.

The smile returned to the professor’s
face. “We both know that the Greeks did not believe in love as we
know it between a man and a woman, but that the bond of brotherhood
was the only real love. I want to understand, based on that
premise, what led you to conclude that Menelaus was the root cause
of the war” he said.

Imara wasn’t sure she was ready for the
conversation, as her understanding of it was rooted in a deeper
understanding of the sexual psyche of the female mind than most. “I
just think that Helen was angry with him over his extramarital
affairs that she was denied” she said.

“Wasn’t that the way of the
era?” Professor Stiles asked without a hint of emotional connection
to the question.

“It was, but that is what
Homer was suggesting. Women are not so different than men, and
Helen knew that her beauty was such that Menelaus didn’t stray
because of that, but because it was his nature to do so. Her anger
was that he could flagrantly do so, but she could not” she
responded.

“So, it wasn’t that what he
was doing was wrong, but that she wanted the same rights?” he
asked.

Imara nodded.

“I don’t know that such an
argument has precedence, but I like it” he said. “You remind me of
Helen very much” he added. “You have you’re A of course, and I look
forward to your upcoming papers.”

“Thank you, Professor,”
Imara said, shocked that all had gone well. Then from out of
nowhere, she added “And to think I thought you wanted me here to
proposition me.”

As soon as she said it, she blushed,
realizing she’d admitted in his presence a very private hope. So
private in fact that it had only surfaced in her own mind in this
moment of relief. Professor Stiles looked up at her, his face an
unreadable mask.

“I’m sorry Professor” she
said, embarrassed. She feared that she had ruined her favorite
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