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Lana Richardson sat at her desk, grading another tiresome stack of papers. It was past ten in the evening, and it was just her and the janitors. This was the last homework of the year, their finals occurring in two days. She taught twelfth-grade history. This was the time of the year where she loathed her career the most. She'd been at it for thirteen years, and it never got any easier. The thirty-five-year-old teacher was feeling more than burnt out. She hadn't received satisfaction from the job for a long time. As a matter of fact, she hated it. She worked for a poor school district, so it had never been felicitous, to begin with.

She took the position, having the idealistic dream that she was really helping out those who really needed it. It was accurately described as a thankless job. The students came from mostly troubled backgrounds, and that leaked into her world greatly. Of course, there weren't enough resources to accommodate them. The last decade saw a steep rise in classroom sizes, going from thirty to forty-five plus. They were spread thin. As a result, the majority of the kids got left behind. The dwindling budget couldn't even afford her some dry erase boards. They were using chalkboards, still stuck in the last century.

This reached a pinnacle of stress she couldn't handle anymore. She gave her soul to this place. A "personal life" didn't exist to her. Her family was far away, and she never established a solid social scene. Dating might as well be a foreign concept to her. She could try if she wanted to. Her looks are above average. Her dark brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail, the rest parted down into two separate locks behind her ears. Her face was attractive, the large lensed spectacles giving her a bit of sex appeal. Her five feet and ten-inch tall height showcased her few curves. She was of average weight, her arms and legs pretty skinny.

Most of her weight was packed into her bounteous bust and rump. Her burgundy blazer and matching skirt accentuated the qualities nicely. She put the grading pen in her ear and stretched her arms out, feeling pretty restless...and very hungry. She had skipped dinner due to her workload, and the hunger had just hit her. She grunted, the frustration building when she realized she hadn't finished grading half of the assignments. It was already going to be an all-nighter. Something she didn't normally worry about, but tonight felt different.

It was like it came to her all at once. Deep-seeded anger had been developing inside her. She had the fear-filled thought that she'd wasted the last seventeen years of her life. She put her all into this and had nothing to show for it. By this time, she expected to have completed her doctoral degree and be a professor at some prestigious university. Her complacency made her goals fizzle out over the years, leaving a void that hadn't been filled for a very long time. She then felt brooding energy develop around her. The fluorescent lights began to flicker wildly. Her classroom door suddenly slammed shut. She bolted up, reaching for the nearest thing she could use a weapon, which was a ruler.

"Hello? Is that you, Rachel? This isn't funny. I told you not to prank me anymore!" she called out.

It couldn't be her, though. She couldn't be here this late. She's a young, new teacher. There was no way she already graduated to staying this late. A small whirlwind then swept her desk, the various items getting caught up in the mini tornado. She stepped back until her shoulders hit the blackboard. The lights cut off, and she could see red slits of eyes form in the whirlwind.

Lana pointed the ruler at it and yelled, "Be gone...whatever you are! You don't want to mess with an overworked teacher!"

A mouth was added to make it look like a terrifying fiend. Its few features  were made of bright red energy.
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