Professor Franz Whartenhogg pushed his horned-rimmed glasses up his nose. He was a graying stern man of Germanic descent who demanded discipline of his students. He taught black magic at Evil High, an elite school for the children of monsters. He looked out the window at the full moon and sighed. Gone were the days when vampires and werewolves terrified towns. Modern times called for a different kind of evil; serial killers, torturers and psychopathic murderers.  His students were of the new generation on monsters. 
He whacked his pointer loudly against a desk.
The classroom noise immediately died down to a sifted murmur.

 “I am sure everyone is eager to get started.” 

He turned to the smart board and wrote, “Today, we begin black magic practice with an exercise in monstrosity conjuring.”

While his back was turned, one of the students hurled a wadded ball of

paper at the professor. Just before it hit, the wad stopped mid-air as the professor chanted.
          “Paper, paper balled and crumpled

          Fly back to whom hand’s you tumbled.”

When he turned around the ball of paper floated over the head of Maxwell Curtis, the class clown.

“Well, Mister Curtis, you just won yourself a day’s detention,” said Professor Whartenhogg as he handed him a pink slip.”
Max groaned. Underneath his breath he mumbled, “Totally worth it.”
A loud knock sounded at the door, vice-principal, Mrs. Bates entered the class.
“Excuse me, Professor Whartenhogg, I have a new student for you. This is Jessica Belladonna.” 
Ms. Bates pugnaciously pushed Jessica through the door and left.
 Jess stumbled but quickly regained her balance.
Max took one look at the blue-eyed blond girl and lost his heart. 

“Class, this is our new student, Jessica Belladonna. Tell us a little about yourself.”

Jess could‘ve died. Appearing like a deer in a headlight, she nervously smiled.

“My name is Jess. I’m from Kansas. My father works for Wolfram & Hart Law Firm. I play the cello and I’m not evil. I’ve no idea why I am here.”
The class broke out in laughter.
“Quiet down class, as everyone knows Evil High is only for monsters from the most prestigious families. Miss Belladonna, please take the seat in front of your fellow comedian, Mister Curtis.”

Max could not believe his good fortune. Could she be the daughter of Leather Face or Pennywise? He made a quick study of her features. Her eyes were like sapphires, pink-pliant lips, and her nose lightly -speckled with freckles.
“You’re hot," he said.

“Thanks,” she said coyly sitting down.

Max felt a harsh slap on the back of his head. It was Damon Karma his best friend.

“Snap out of it, bonehead! Dorothy’s out your league,” he whispered sharply.

“We’ll see.”

Professor Whartenhogg rapped his pointer on Max’s desk. “Mister Curtis, unless you want another day of detention, I suggest that you remain quiet.”
Max begrudgingly slunk into his seat.

”Today class we summon hideous monsters from the past and modern era.  We will all use the same chant, but you will get your choice of magic item. Ok, everyone select your item from this table and we’ll get started.”

Soon, everyone selected an item and returned to their seats.

Professor Whartenhogg graded each student on the spot. Victoria Black went first.

“What a wonderful Bogothar from the inter-dimensional realms. Great use of salivated bile, Miss Black you get an A+,” said the Professor.”Next!” 

“A Mexican chupacabra,” proudly announced Damon as his small brown creature howled.

“B-, next!”

One by one, the students conjured their monsters.

Finally, it was Jess’ turn.

She recited her chant. A ball of light blue smoke formed then dissipated revealing a unicorn.

“What abomination is this Miss Belladonna?”

“It’s a unicorn with…bad breath?”

“Do you think this class is a joke?”

“No, I’m sorry, Professor I’ve never done black magic before.”

“That’s no excuse, F,” he said with a whip of his pen. “Plus one day’s detention.”
Jess took to her seat in tears. She had never before received an F nor detention.
Max’s heart went out her.
“Curtis, you’re next.”

As he walked to the front of the class for his turn, Max looked at Jess and gave her a quick wink and a smile. He dramatically performed his ritual and after the mystical aura settled, there sat a puppy.

The room was dead quiet. Max was in big trouble.
“What is this!” thundered the professor.
“It’s a radioactive Yorkshire terrier with burning hemorrhoids,” said Max with the widest grin.

“This is an outrage.  I’ve had it with you and your shenanigans. Mister. Curtis, Miss Belladonna, see me after class,” bellowed Professor Whartenhogg. "Class dismissed." 

Soon after, the two stood before the professor.

“As you are new Miss Belladonna, I will give you and Mister Curtis, one more chance for extra credit in order to improve your grades, but I better be impressed or you will surely fail my course. I hope you will use your time in detention wisely. You will present your project tomorrow.”

Later in detention hall, “Have you ever been evil?" asked Max to Jess.

“Never” replied Jess.

“Don’t worry, we’ll find your inner evil,” said Max.
The next day, Professor Whartenhogg called the class to order.

“Today, before we begin our regular lecture, we will start with extra credit projects to be presented by Mister Curtis and Miss Belladonna."  

The two students proceeded to the front of the room. They held onto an ancient femur bone and began chanting. Soon, yellow-brown smoke and the smell of sulfur filled the room. The haze dissipated and there stood a man, an ordinary human wearing a business suit holding a briefcase.

Professor Whartenhogg began to fume.

“It’s a lawyer,” explained Jess.

“More specifically a tobacco lobbyist lawyer,” added Max. “Look.”
The lawyer opened his briefcase and distributed packs of cigarettes to all the students.

The professor took a deep breath and considered the explanation, “Enticing kids to smoke? Excellent work! Grade A to both of you.”
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