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All characters appearing in this story are over the age of 18. This is a work
of parody and any resemblance to real people or situations is coincidental. 
The Witches
New York City
Present Day
Chiara Lombardi’s apartment is filled with beautiful witches. 
Everywhere I look, fetching fashionistas and waifish models are dressed in robes and mysterious gowns like thy are attending a magical ritual. Their outlandish costumes and graceful movements serve as reminders that I am wearing a party dress that is ten years old and barely fits my generous proportions. They laugh and talk with one another, but the good humor seems to drain from them when I approach and try to introduce myself. 
“Hi, I’m Beth Turner. A barista I barely know invited me to this party because I looked sad. Yes, I did just break up with my wife. Why do you ask?” 
They tell me their name is Lauryl or Darby, smile revealing their perfect (or beautifully crooked) teeth, and then we go our separate ways. I amble around, wishing I hadn’t chosen purple for my dress, because I feel like Grimace. It’s always bad when the only person fatter than you at a party is the famously plump fashion critic from the New York Times who once had a pizza delivered to a runway show. 
I don’t see any sign of Holly. I could have at least glommed onto the beautiful barista until she realized I was going to ruin her night and ditched me for some other party. She didn’t even have the decency to let me embarrass myself to her. 
I’m on my second Sangria and fantasizing about leaving to go get fried chicken somewhere when I wander into a room filled with erotic art. 
The obscene bas reliefs surround a sunken lounge where Chiara Lombardi is holding court with the sexiest models in Manhattan. Chiara is older than me, which is a relief, but with her large shock of white hair, she is slender and beautiful in the stern way of an aged sister superior at a convent. Her somber, high-collared black costume is offset by the giant, multicolored art earrings she is wearing. They dangle like chandeliers from her earlobes. 
Chiara sits amid her coven of beautiful young women with angular faces and big eyes. I can’t help but notice the young women do not seem to be wearing underwear. Stiff nipples pout from their wineglass breasts and there is not a panty line in sight. 
“Come,” says Chiara loudly, her voice echoing in the museum-like room. She gestures with a beckoning arm and calls out, “Come. Sit with us. 
I do not know you, but all women are welcome.” 
With a coven of beautiful women staring at me and the ominous new age music tinkling in the background I felt like I was in a Giallo film. I descended the steps into the sunken lounge and a blonde with long hair slicked down the back of her slender neck shifted aside to make room for me on the couches. I sat down beside Chiara. The fashion queen regarded me with seemingly no emotion, but her words were friendly. 
“Welcome to my coven, Elizabeth,” she said. 
“H-how do you know my name?” I asked. 
Her smile was so deliberate that I could practically hear the muscles in her face creaking. “You have been wandering around my party for more than an hour introducing yourself to my girls. Such information finds its way to me.” The girls around me giggled briefly in unison. Chiara let them finish and then place a bony hand on my hands. “Why have you come to me tonight, Elizabeth?” 
“I, um, well, I know Holly,” I said. “The barista.” 
“Holly the barista,” repeated Chiara, which elicited more giggling from the women. “Holly the actress. Holly the model. I know her. Holly the barista I do not know.” 
“They’re the same,” I replied. 
“Ah, but are they?” Chiara blinked slowly. She gave my hands a pat. “My witches, leave us. Pluck the berries and stir the potions.” 
“Yes, priestess,” the girls reply in unison. They rise from the couches and file out of the room to rejoin the party in the rest of the sprawling apartment. 
“Ah, they’re good girls,” says Chiara, her posture relaxing as she leans back among the cushions of the couch, “but it is exhausting being their queen. They expect wisdom from every other word. It’s a relief to see someone, well, normal here tonight.” 
“Normal?” I look down at my body bulging at my ill-fitting cocktail dress. “I feel pretty out of place.” 
“You are a bit,” agrees Chiara. “But don’t feel uncomfortable. I would be wearing sweatpants and a tank top if this wasn’t my party.” 
“Sweats sound nice right about now,” I say, sucking in my stomach and feeling the Spanx biting into me. 
“Other than Holly’s invitation, what brings you to my abode?” She gives my hands another squeeze. “You seem like the sort of woman in a boring relationship. Looking for a little something exciting. Am I right?” 
“Not exactly,” I say. “But, well, yes.” 
“Ah, something young and beautiful,” says Chiara. “But you’re having trouble meeting anyone. Probably thinking about leaving before your friend even shows up.” 
“Right again,” I say, sipping my sangria. 
“I think I have a solution for that,” she says. “Some of the girls have gone out to the patio. They like to play a game around the quiet tree. 
Spin the rabbit, I believe they call it. I’m sure they wouldn’t mind if you joined them.” 
“Really?” 
She squeezes my hand again and whispers, “You should join them.” 
When a woman like Chiara tells me to do something, I do it. I get up from the couch and follow her directions out onto the patio. There is a fireplace and a pergola strung with strings of lights glowing like stars. Some of the women are sitting on outdoor couches, drinking and sharing intimate conversations, kisses, and even, I think, a glimpse of some oral sex happening. I move past them, my face growing flushed from a mixture of arousal and sangria. 
There is the “quiet tree” Chiara mentioned. A large fake tree trunk with sculpted branches strung with more lights. The tree trunk has a tiny door and just enough space for two people to sit inside in a dark, windowless chamber. There are five young women sitting on the grass at the base of the tree, spinning what appears to be a wooden version of a rabbit style vibrator. 
I approach them and they scoot aside to make room for me. The women are all beautiful, but one really catches my attention. She has tanned feature and high cheekbones. Maybe Latina, but possibly white. Her eyes are a silvery gray color that sparkles in the string lights and her pink hair, shaved on one side, is alluring. She has lean muscles. There is more to her than most of these waifs. Strong and feminine and beautiful. An Amazonian. 
“Beth,” I say to her. 
“Morgan,” she replies. 
Spin. Spin. Spin the rabbit. Two girls meet, take hands, and walk into the quiet tree. Their giggles are muffled as the door closes behind them. 
I face Morgan across the portentous rabbit. 
“Have you been to this party before?” I ask. 
“Once,” she says. “It was fun. I met someone special.” 
“But not too special?” I venture. 
“Not too special,” she agrees. “And you?” 
“I had someone too special,” I say. “And I lost her. I was dumb. So I came to this party.” 
“Ah, a broken heart,” she says. I can’t tell if she likes that or dislike that. Her fingers tease the shaft of the rabbit. I don’t know why, but I reach out and touch her hand. Our eyes meet again. Her smile is hungry. Like a fox staring into the henhouse. 
The door to the quiet tree opens and the giggling girls emerge, hair mussed, cheeks blushing. They wander off together, kissing and caressing. 
“I guess it’s my turn,” says Morgan. 
Spin. Spin. Spin the rabbit. 
Me. It lands on me. 
“I had a feeling,” says Morgan. She takes my hand and helps me to my feet. 
“Is this how you meet girls?” I ask her as she leads me to the tree. 
“Only the special ones,” she whispers, her hand in the small of my back. Urging me through the door. I sit and she presses in beside me, closing the door and cutting off the light and sound of the party. It is hot and stuff inside the tree. Filled with Morgan’s rosy perfume. She takes both of my hands. I can feel her leaning closer. So strong. Unafraid. Her lips are nearly against mine as she whispers, “Relax. I’ll show you how everything works.” 
“Everything?” I gasp. 
“If you’ve got time,” she chuckles and presses a passionate, smothering kiss to my lips. Desire rushes to the surface. In this moment, she can ask me anything. I belong to her. 
It is that kiss that sends my memory reeling. Back to California. 
Back to another woman, another Amazon. 
Another kiss. 
The Field House
Peach Valley, California
1983
The field house of the Artemis Academy included lockers, changing benches, a sauna, a well-equipped weight room with modern Nautilus weight machines, mirrored aerobics studio, and a small indoor gymnastics course. All of that was complimented with pop art images of bold stripes and murals of women hunters holding bows, arrows, swords, and competing in athletic events. 
It was hard to appreciate the extreme luxury of the place as I hauled my sweaty archery gear from Ms. Patterson’s archery class. I set my bow and quiver carefully against the neighboring locker and started to dial in my combination. The other girls in my class followed me into the locker room, quickly filling it with the din of banging lockers, loud conversation, and laughter. I kept my back to them as I began to change out of my archery clothes. 
I had swimming next, which did not afford me much modesty. 
Though all girls wore the same cut of one-piece bathing suit, it did little to flatter my ample body. I took a quick shower, trying not to make contact as I felt like the other girls were staring at me. 
I hated the big, soulful eyes of Rebecca Beaumont most of all. I had somehow worked out a schedule exactly the same as hers, so I saw her in every class. And she was better than me at every subject, from archery to computer programming. Her body was also perfect. And she was prettier, with silky black hair and big eyebrows and a perfect pink bow of a mouth. 
“Look at the freckles all over her shoulders,” I heard one of the other girls whispering as I walked into the shower. 
“Ew, gross,” giggled another girl. 
I lathered quickly. Rinsed off cold while other girls were luxuriating in hot, steamy showers. Rebecca Beaumont somehow looked even better naked. I was first into the showers and first out, practically running back to my locker to squeeze my plump breasts and big butt into my bathing suit. As I was trying to make everything fit, I heard the same voice that had commented on my freckles. 
“Her boobs are so big,” said the girl. “And her butt doesn’t even fit in that swimsuit. Look at that wedgie. It’s hanging on for dear life. Ahhhh! 
Help me! I’m being eaten by a giant butt!” 
I turned just in time to catch the girl and her laughing comrade wrapped in towels and staring at me. 
Ashley Wolf was platinum blonde and beautiful. Not California beautiful either, but like Oslo beautiful or Berlin beautiful, with icy blue eyes and a smile as cold as Siberia. I think she was friends with Rebecca Beaumont, but Rebecca was still in the showers. 
“If you’re going to talk about my body,” I said, hands on my hips, 
“then say it to my face.” 
“Oh, it’s hard to tell which side I’m looking at,” sneered Ashley. 
“It’s all so lumpy.” 
I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. I balled my hands into fists. I was never treated like this in New York, but if I had been, I would’ve done the same thing. My parents didn’t raise a coward. 
“Are you going to actually fight me?” laughed Ashley. 
A few other girls, including Rebecca, heard the word fight and hurried out of the showers wrapped in their towels to see what was happening. 
“I don’t want to fight anybody, but I will,” I said. “I’ve kicked the butts of tougher girls than either of you.” 
“Oh, the girl who faints from archery is going to kick my butt?” 
Ashley laughed, playing to her new audience. “I’m soooo scared. Listen, fatso, you might think cussing and stuffing your face full of New York pizzas makes you tough, but here in California we are actually tough.” 
“Like cowboys,” said Ashley’s sidekick. 
“Cowboys? No.” Ashley shook her head. “No, we’re like lumberjacks. And I’ll chop those tree trunk legs of yours down to size. 
What are you gonna do about it?” 
I almost took a swing at her. But while all the girls were focusing on me, I had noticed that our coach, Ms. Patterson, had walked into the locker room. She was coming towards us with an angry look on her face that was exaggerated by her mannish jaw and her ponytail pulled back tightly from her otherwise feminine and beautiful face. I couldn’t sock Ashley in the face without getting into serious trouble. It was my second week of school at the Academy and I did not want to earn the reputation of troublemaker. 
I reached out, quick as a punch, and grabbed Ashley’s towel. One yank loosened it. Her eyes widened in anger. 
“Hey!” 
My second yank tore the towel off her admittedly (and infuriatingly) perfect body as I pulled her 180 degrees almost like a cartoon. 
I flung the towel over my shoulder and back into the wet shower. 
“Ahhh! You b… bad girl!” Ashley censored herself at the sight of Ms. Patterson. 
The Amazonian coach folded her arms across her large chest and gazed at Ashley trying to cover up her nudity, the girls laughing at her, and me, fuming, my hands balled into fists. 
“Enough of this fighting,” shouted Ms. Patterson. She tossed Ashley a towel. “All of you, out of here. Get changed and get to your next class.” 
I tried to turn back to my locker, but one of Ms. Patterson’s big, powerful hands closed on my shoulder. She was nearly a foot taller than me, with muscular thighs even thicker than my chubby thighs and an upright physique like a posing bodybuilder, but with a woman’s soft chest. 
“Grab your towel,” said Ms. Patterson. “You’re coming with for a little chat.” 
The other girls muttered and stared as I sullenly hung my towel over my shoulder and followed Ms. Patterson back to her office. It felt like I was walking to the gallows. Maybe she would break me over her knee like a plywood board. Watching her gym shorts clinging to her thighs and her firm buttocks, I could think of worse was to be put to death. 
I thought for sure we were headed into her office, but we walked right past it. She led me into the gym, which was dark. She switched on the banks overhead lights and shut the door behind us. I felt very self-conscious being in the brightly lit gym in my swimsuit. I looked at her fearfully, suddenly unsure of the punishment I was about to receive. Some of the Nautilus equipment looked like torture racks. Was that what she was going to do? 
“Relax,” she said. “I’m not going to punish you. I want to talk to you.” 
“O-okay,” I said, fidgeting with my towel. 
She towered over me. 
“You’re new, Miss Turner,” said Ms. Patterson. “Hazing is pretty common whenever a new girl joins a class. I don’t tolerate it, but it happens. What is not common is the new girl immediately standing up for herself. To Ashley Wolf no less. Mayor Wolf’s daughter. Very impressive.” 
“The mayor’s daughter?” I blanched, suddenly picturing our new house being re-zoned as commercial property. 
“Yes. Don’t worry, I won’t let this escalate.” She circled slowly around me, looking me over in a way that made me feel uncomfortably hot all over. She continued, “My point is that you’re tougher than most of these girls. I have every right to punish you, to assign you some task, but instead, I would like to consider you for the wrestling team.” 
“The… the wrestling team?” I didn’t even remember seeing a wrestling team during the tour. Maybe I was too focused on the archery and horseback riding. “You want me to be a wrestler?” 
“I want to consider you for the team,” she said. “You have the right attitude. It looks like you have the right body for it. May I touch you?” 
The question was so unexpected that I answered without thinking, 
“Yes.” 
Ms. Patterson squeezed my shoulders, back, and biceps with both hands. She didn’t feel me up, it was more like she was measuring me. 
Squeezing my thighs with her strong hands. Feeling my calves. 
“You have the raw material,” she said. “I want you to do a little workout for me now. Show me what you can do.” 
“I have to?” I asked, my body burning hot with embarrassment at the way she was touching me. 
“No, absolutely not,” laughed Ms. Patterson. “I want you interested. Involved. Not feeling coerced into this. There is no punishment. 
But I’d really like to see you put in some time doing some curls, benching, and some time on the treadmills. What do you say?” 
“Um, well, I guess,” I said, chewing my lower lip. “Are you going to watch?” 
“That’s the whole point,” she laughed. 
I didn’t really like the idea of working out while anyone looked in my direction, let alone in a swimsuit and while someone was not just looking at me but judging me. But I had this sense this was getting me out of being punished for pulling off Ashley’s towel. I was also curious. Was I wrestler? I definitely wasn’t an archer. I was a good swimmer, but I always had the sense that I was a little too buoyant to be competitive. 
It had never even occurred to me to take up wrestling. There was also the matter of Ms. Patterson. 
“Um, alright, where do you want me to start?” I asked, looking around the gym. 
“The basics,” she said. “Deadlift. I need to gauge your upper body strength.” Ms. Patterson walked me over to a weight bar on a rack. She put two weights on each side. It seemed like a lot, but she said, “Let’s start small. 85 pounds. How much do you weigh?” 
“125 pounds,” I said, knowing it was closer to 140. 
“Uh-huh,” she said, clearly not buying it. “I think you can handle this much, but if you can’t don’t overexert. We can go lower.” 
She lifted the bar off the rack with remarkable ease and set it on another rack near the floor. She demonstrated how to bend and lift the weight up to my waist height and then set it back down. I could tell it took her almost no effort. I wondered how much weight she could stack onto the bar and still lift it. 200 pounds? 300? 
I tried to imitate her stance to pick up the bar. 
“No, no,” she said. Her hands were on my hips. “Wide stance. Get your shins against the bar.” She reached around me to guide my arms. 
“Keep your arms vertical and your back straight. Get a good grip overhand. 
Like you’re picking up two shopping bags. Yeah. Like that. Do you feel the texture?” Her hands closed over mine. Her soft breasts pressed against my back. 
“Yes. It’s rough.” 
“Squeeze tightly and lift upwards,” she said, releasing my hands. 
“Don’t worry if you feel like you might drop it. I can spot you. Now… lift.” 
I lifted the bar. Feeling her soft press against my back. Her weight moving with me. Her hands hovering over mine in case I dropped it. 
But I didn’t. I lifted it once. Twice. Three times. My arms were sore from the effort. 
“Very good,” she said. “Now we’ll add a little more weight and see if you can repeat that.” 
She gave me a pat on the bottom. It was a friendly gesture, but with my swimsuit wedged halfway into my big butt it meant her hand contacted my bare ass. Our eyes met. Her hand lingered one second longer. Her cheeks colored against her light golden tan. 
Ms. Patterson pulled her hand away from my rear. She knew what she’d done. I wasn’t sure if she regretted it because she blustered through a series of further exercises. I made it up to 105 pounds on the bar and I was able to do seven pullups before I felt like my arms were going to tear out of their sockets I was less impressive on curls, but Ms. Patterson seemed to think I’d already worn out my arms. 
“I tell you, Beth, I like what I see,” said Ms. Patterson. I was leaning over to put the barbells back on the rack when she said it and my breasts were straining the capacity of my swimsuit. Once again, I wasn’t sure if she said it intentionally or it was just a coincidence. She quickly said, “You could be molded into an amazing wrestler if you are willing to work hard and let me teach you.” 
“I, um, don’t know about that,” I said. “I was kind of academically focused and since I’m new—” 
“That’s exactly why you should take me up on my offer,” said Ms. 
Patterson. “I will work with you as much as it takes. If you’re willing to go all the way, I’m willing to go all the way with you.” 
All the way with me? I had a sudden flash of her pulling my face into her plump breasts and smothering me with the strength of a barbarian beauty. I was intimidated by her, but was I attracted? Yes. Without question. 
She was hot. And she was an unusual sort of hot that I had not encountered outside of the occasional movie. She was powerful and beautiful. She was a giantess. 
“It sounds like it might be cool,” I said. “Um, but I need to ask my dad.” 
“Your dad?” She rolled her eyes. “You’re an adult, Beth. You’ll be headed to college in a few months. You can make up your own mind.” 
“I need to think about it,” I said. “Without my dad.” 
Finally, she seemed to accept that answer. 
Mall Foxes
“That was so rad! You spun her around naked! Ashely Wolf embarrassed! Everybody was talking about it at swim class afterwards!” 
I didn’t remember the name of the girl facing me across her seatback on the bus ride home, but she was gushing with enthusiasm. She was hyperactive and a little too loud. Her frizzy brown hair, oversized glasses, braces, and rumpled uniform marked her as unusual for the mostly perfect and beautiful girls at the Artemis Academy. Not that she was ugly. 
Her overly wide mouth and feathery eyebrows were oddly appealing. The freckles on her face were much like the freckles on my shoulders. 
In other words, she was more on my level. The sort of girl who might spontaneously talk to me on the bus. 
“Um, thanks?” I said, uncertain of how to respond to her excitement. 
“Nobody stands up to Ashley. That arrogant,” she glanced around and then leaned towards me to whisper, “B-I-T-C-H. She had it coming. 
You are so strong, I bet you can kick her butt next time.” 
I didn’t like where this was going. I had no desire to become the champion of the downtrodden at the exclusive school. There wouldn’t be many of us. 
“I was just sticking up for myself. I don’t want any trouble.” I leaned towards her and asked, “What was your name?” 
“Maggie,” she said. “Well, Margaret Ziggler, but everybody calls me Maggie. Actually, nobody calls me Maggie. Anyway, what did Ms. 
Patterson do to you?” 
“Do?” I flashed back to the Amazonian teacher’s hands covering mine. Her breasts squeezing against my back. Her breath caressing my neck as I positioned my grip on the bar. How I ached for her. How I wanted to do those things with Ms. Patterson that Gretchen, the bisexual realtor, had done with me at the beach house. 
“Yeah, like punishment. How did she punish you? She didn’t spank you, did she?” 
“Oh, she didn’t do anything. She, um, wants me to join the wrestling team.” 
“She’s cool but she scares me to death,” continued Maggie. “She’s like Conan the Barbarian. Do you think she owns a sword?” 
“Maybe,” I laughed, picturing Ms. Patterson in a furry bikini swinging a giant sword over her head. “Hey, aren’t you in my writing class?” 
“Yep. I wrote the story about the pirate queen who turns the British officers from the ship into her personal love slaves.” She grinned, flashing her braces. “I got in trouble, remember?” 
Right. Specifically, she was called out by the generally dour Ms. 
Cooke for her slavery theme and for spending two paragraphs describing the butt of one of the male characters. The sex scenes were not particularly explicit and suggested, not so surprisingly, that Maggie was writing from a lack of experience. 
“Hey, I’ve got an idea,” she said, fizzing with excitement. “How about instead of getting off the bus at your house you stay on it with me all the way to the Galleria? The bus turns around at the mall every day before heading back. My brother works at the video rental place there and he can give us a ride home after work.” 
Coming from Manhattan, malls were something I had not really been exposed to much. I’d been to a couple in New York and they always seemed overwhelming. Like a Coney Island of neon lights and weird chain stores. Then again, I knew it was a whole thing in California and I had heard numerous girls at school talking about the Peach Valley Galleria like it was the center of the universe. 
I also knew my dad was going to be working late. He was the sort of late worker who forgot the world existed outside whatever project he was working on. That meant that he would never know I went to the mall if I was home before nine. I also had plenty of money in my purse. At least three allowances worth since we lived in the suburbs far from anywhere to spend it. 
Also, you’re an adult,  I reminded myself. 
“Sure,” I said. “Let’s go to the mall. That sounds, uh, radical?” 
“Radical!” she agreed, nodding her head happily. “You can protect me if any gangs of girls wearing nothing but towels try to pick on me.” 
The bus from the Artemis Academy let us out at the east entrance to the Peach Valley Galleria. We joined the afternoon crowd of people –
mostly teenagers – swarming into the mall under the huge peach sign. 
The warm California air gave way to cool, crisp air conditioning, glowing store signs, bubbling fountains, and the chessboard hallways teeming with early Christmas shoppers. People were a little less uniformly beautiful here than they were at the academy. I noticed a lot of teenagers sporting red and white, the colors of the high school’s Peach Valley Spartans, along with a few people wearing winter coats. The puffy coats made me laugh. It was over eighty degrees outside and still comfortable inside. 
We passed a Camelot music and stopped under the yellow sign of a Waldenbooks. The brightly lit store full of books beckoned to me, but Maggie wanted to stay outside. 
“My friends are supposed to meet me here,” said Maggie, leaning against the brickwork between stores. She checked her calculator watch and added, “Ten minutes ago.” 
My exciting trip to the mall began with almost fifteen minutes of waiting outside a Waldenbooks. I know, really compelling narrative, right? 
Maggie wanted to talk about boys. 
“Luke and Bo Duke,” she said. “You know, Dukes of Hazzard? 
With the car? Luke is my favorite. I like the tall dark and handsome type.” 
I nodded as if I agreed. I wasn’t going to lie about my sexuality, but I was in no hurry to have that talk with Maggie. 
“What about you?” she asked. 
“Oh, I don’t watch Dukes of Hazzard.” 
“But, like, perfect guy,” she said. “Dream guy. Mr. T?” 
I giggled at the thought of holding hands with the giant, mohawked, jewelry bedecked star of The A-Team. I thought about how to diplomatically answer Maggie’s question, hoping deep down that her friends would show up and interrupt our conversation. I was not so lucky. I sighed and admitted, 
“I’m more a Daisy Duke sort of girl.” 
She looked at me, her eyes huge behind her oversized glasses. She blinked once. Twice. 
“Oh? Oh. Oh! You’re a… you’re like one of those… I mean, it’s fine. It’s radical.” 
“Radical?” I raised an eyebrow. 
She leaned towards me and whispered, “I think a lot of girls at the Artemis Academy are secretly, you know, what you are.” 
“You can say it,” I chuckled. 
“You’re a lesbo,” she said. 
“No, that’s not what you say. I’m a ‘lesbian’. ‘Lesbo’ or ‘lezzie’ are not really cool.” 
She winced and apologized, but I could only laugh. “Definitely not Dukes of Hazard though. If I’m given my choice of anyone on TV, it’s Lynda Carter. Wonder Woman.” 
“Oh yeah? She’s so cool. Have you ever seen Bobbie Jo and the Outlaw?” 
The blush in my cheeks told Maggie that I had seen that movie and Lynda Carter’s gorgeous naked body. It had been a source of inspiration for the last couple years of high school. Before I could put my blush into words, I spotted someone in the crowd that soured my mood. The smile disappeared from my face and I could tell Maggie sensed something was wrong. 
“Rebecca Beaumont,” I said. “What’s she doing here?” 
The alabaster beauty was walking into the mall with her purse over one shoulder and her lustrous dark hair bouncing past her shoulders like a shampoo commercial. Even from across the mall I could see her brown eyes sparkling in the light from all the glowing signs. She was dressed in white jeans that hugged the perfect peach of her bottom and a silky blue button-down shirt that she tucked tightly against her slender abdomen and pert breasts. 
“She’s going to the mall like us, no doy. What’s your problem with her?” 
“She’s perfect,” I said. 
“Huh? Rebecca?” Maggie seemed confused by my reaction. “She’s a dork. She always wants to talk about that computer game she is making.” 
“Suffragette, ” I said with a powerful roll of my eyes. I don’t think Maggie noticed, because as Rebecca disappeared into the mall crowd, Maggie’s two friends emerged. 
Hilda Gonzalez was a tall and mannish girl with her strong jaw offset by her dark pigtails. She was from Peru and barely spoke English. I knew her from my horseback riding class where she was a polite, but humorless and stiff seeming girl. She looked like she fell out of a fashion magazine as she walked towards us, though her hair was still in pigtails and her jaw was still very square. 
Next to Hilda came a girl I did not recognize with a puff of unkempt bleached blonde hair. Her face was marked with thick eyeliner and shockingly red lipstick. She seemed a bit chubbier and taller than me, with rounded shoulders and breasts that strained the tattered rock and roll t-shirt she wore cut off at her pudgy tummy. She also wore a ruffled black skirt with striped leggings and chunky Doc Martins. 
“Wendy,” said Maggie. “You always look like a punk. You’re gonna get us thrown out of the mall.” 
“I am not a punk. I like bands that know how to play their instruments.” Wendy’s sweet voice was a contrast with her tough rock girl appearance. It finally clicked with me. 
“Wendy Kirkman,” I said. “The girl who sits out laps when we do them in swimming.” 
“Asthma,” said Wendy, taking an inhaler out of her purse and holding it up. “Which, Maggie said you got us an entire period of nothing but laps today because you fought with Ashley Wolf, so thanks for that.” 
“She picked the fight,” I said, getting defensive. 
“She sucks,” laughed Wendy. 
“Very bad,” agreed Hilda. 
“I think I’m going to get along with you girls just fine. What are your views on Rebecca Beaumont?” 
“Beth really has it in for Becca,” said Maggie. 
On our way to the food court, I made my case for why Rebecca maybe was the devil. I will admit, my evidence might have been heavily biased by the fact that she was slightly better than me at just about everything. But it was her smiling, friendly demeanor that was the most infuriating part of her. Yeah, she was perfect, but couldn’t she at least be a bitch? 
I don’t think I managed to entirely convince them that Rebecca was a villain while we sucked down Orange Julius and shared a “Mondo Sized” 
order of French fries from The Potato Disaster. We shopped clothes, jewelry, purses, and I went into the sporting goods store to pick out some wrestling gear. This earned me some weird looks from the owner, but he helped me find the right size. 
Hilda and Wendy played around with the archery gear while Maggie accompanied me to the changing room. She stood outside while I tried everything on. Wearing the tight-fitting singlet felt a lot better than wearing my swimsuit while working out. I imagined Ms. Patterson on my back. Grabbing my hands. Her breath on my neck. Pressing me down with her big body. Her muscles. Her dark hair tickling my cheek as her ponytail fell across both our faces. Yeah. I wanted to wrestle. 
“So,” said Maggie from the other side of the changing room door, 
“if you’re, you know, into girls, are you into any of us?” 
“You, Hilda, and Wendy? No. It doesn’t work like that. Are you attracted to every guy you see?” 
“Unless they’re gross,” said Maggie. “Really, I just want to get laid.” 
“Well, it doesn’t work like that for me at least,” I said. “I only feel it with certain people. Like Wonder Woman.” 
“What about someone real? Like at Artemis Academy?” I could sense the neediness in her voice. She was aching to know my secrets. It was a little disturbing, but the idea of confessing my attraction to Ms. Patterson was exhilarating. 
“Um, well, there is someone,” I said. “But I’m not sure about it. I can’t tell you. It might make things weird.” 
“Is it Ashley Wolf?” she gasped, her voice almost vibrating with need. 
“I’m not telling,” I said sharply. 
“Rebecca Beaumont, of course!” laughed Maggie. “You have been talking about her all day. You totally have a crush on her.” 
“No! It is not her! I would rather marry Bosley from Charlie’s
Angels.” I was incensed at Maggie’s outrageous claim. It was lucky I was in the changing room because I felt my face burning hot with anger. Picturing Rebecca filled me with seething anger. “Now knock it off, okay?” 
The return of Hilda and Wendy, talking loudly about boots, spared me from admitting my crush on Ms. Patterson. I finished changing out of the singlet and stepped out to join them. 
“This is problem, Wendy. You want soft boot for riding,” explained Hilda in her thick Peruvian accent. “Not soldier boot like this.” 
“Doc Martens,” replied Wendy, kicking up one of her heels. “I’m not getting those fancy riding boots.” 
“So are you getting the wrestling outfit?” asked Maggie. 
“Yeah,” I said, hefting the folded singlet, pads, and headgear. “I think so.” 
“Okay, we’re going to the arcade,” interrupted Wendy. “I heard they finally got Ms. Ghost Gobbler.” 
“Oooh, I want to play,” pouted Maggie. 
“Go on. I’ll catch up.” I said. 
“Yay! We’ll meet you inside!” Maggie locked arms with her friends and they practically skipped out of the sporting goods store. 
It felt a little bit like being ditched, but I understood. I had played Ms. Ghost Gobbler and it was totally addicting. How did the pink bow on the yellow Gobbler make everything more fun? I can’t explain it, but it worked. I loved playing video games at the arcade. Scorpion, Burger Bob, Galaxius, and all my old favorites like Cyberdon, Maelstrom, and Q-Beth. I headed to the checkout with the wrestling gear, eager to rejoin my new friends. 
The wrestling gear was more expensive than expected, but I had enough cash to cover everything. It didn’t leave a whole lot for me to play arcade games. I’d just have to be good. 
The old guy behind the register really took his time ringing me up. I fidgeted and stared out at the packed mall, people jostling to navigate the crowd and trying to avoid the pushy guys hawking overpriced junk sunglasses. 
“All set,” said the guy behind the register, lowering the last of my purchases into a bag. “If you need anything else or have any other questions
—” 
“Thanks!” I shouted, grabbing my bag and practically running out of the store. 
Gobbling Guilt and GNC
I fought my way through the Christmas crowds. I elbowed some harried dad in the side. Somebody grabbed my boob. I don’t know who it was, but I slapped their hand away the moment their fingers closed on my right breast. It was chaos, complete with people shouting, babies crying, and a soundtrack of blasting Christmas music over speakers somewhere near the ceiling. 
Wizard’s Palace was the name of the arcade. If you wanted to blow up half of Peach Valley’s teenagers, this was the place to plant your bomb. 
There must have been more than a hundred people packed in among the flashing arcade games. 
The familiar electronic sounds of the games blared as an overlapping tsunami of sound that crashed over me and tickled parts of my brain associated with pleasure. The crowd around the Ms. Ghost Gobbler machines was thick. Someone was having an amazing game judging by the excited reactions. I fought my way closer, past the lame kids playing skee-ball. It would be forever before I had a turn, but I just wanted to live vicariously through whoever was running up the score with the lady Gobbler. 
I fought my way right up to their elbow and my smile faded from my face. Something turned black in the pit of my stomach. 
Rebecca Beaumont was on the eleventh level. I’d only ever made it to the ninth. What’s more, she had two lives left and half the maze cleared of chow pellets. Her eyes were focused intently. Her joystick moves were the quick, open-handed strokes of a true professional gamer. Her dark eyebrows furrowed intently. Her big brown eyes seemed to reflect the image of the game. She bit her plush lower lip as she focused on the game. 
“Look out!” shouted one person as Ms. Gobbler was nearly clipped by one of the ghosts. 
“Go for the power chow!” advised another. 
“It’s under control,” said Rebecca, jerking on the stick and avoiding certain doom. She doubled back for the power chow and the ghosts turned blue and fled from her. Ms. Gobbler devoured three of them before the frantic timer ran down and Ms. Gobbler resumed her retreat. A few more deft moves and she cleared the stage. 
“Yeah! Alright!” a cheer went up from the crowd. 
A vignette of Ms. Gobbler saving Gobbler from the clutches of the ghosts played out between levels. Rebecca spared a glance at her admirers and realized I was standing next to her. 
“Elizabeth Turner,” she said. “W-what are you doing here?” 
Her cool brook for a moment. She was genuinely surprised to see me. I glanced around. Realized that Maggie, Hilda, and Wendy were standing in the crowd. My face burned with embarrassment. It felt like everyone was staring at me and I felt caught. 
“I heard about your incident at school today,” said Rebecca. 
“Ashley can be unpleasant.” 
“Shut up,” I snapped at her. “I don’t need your sympathy. I can be as unpleasant as her.” 
“Huh?” Rebecca frowned. 
“I don’t need pity from some loser dressed in white jeans,” I said. 
Her white jeans looked nice, annoyingly perfect in fact, but it was the only think I could think of in the heat of the moment. It also elicited a chuckle from Maggie and her friends as well as a couple of the guys watching. 
“Disco Girl. Why don’t you try Staying Alive on the next level? I bet you can’t.” 
“What? I... I can,” she said, her eyes wide with hurt. “I can beat it.” 
The next level began, interrupting our conversation. I was committed to the act. I jeered her, “You stink, Disco Girl. You’re going to lose.” 
Sure enough, I had gotten into her head. She lost one of her remaining lives almost immediately and was down to her last life. Worse, Maggie, Hilda, and Wendy joined in, jeering, “You suck! You suck!” 
Rebecca didn’t cry. But she came close. I saw the tears welling in her eyes in those last desperate seconds before Ms. Gobbler was finally cornered and finished off by the merciless ghosts. 
“Why did you do that to me?” cried Rebecca, pushing past me and running into the maze of arcade cabinets, her upset lost to the electronic din. 
“You’re cold,” laughed Wendy. 
“I think she was crying,” said Maggie. 
“I didn’t mean it like that,” I said as guilt washed over me. I wasn’t a bully. I swear, I wasn’t. But there was no denying that I had just bullied Rebecca Beaumont. 
I saw Rebecca sliding into the big Star Knight simulator with its wireframe 3D graphics. She inserted her quarter and slumped against the seat, ignoring the flickering trench run and flying blaster shots of the game. 
I should have gone to her and apologized. Whatever my feelings about Rebecca, I had been cruel and I had humiliated her. My insult wasn’t even good, but the venom behind it had been enough. She deserved an apology. 
But being eighteen, the last thing I was going to do was subject myself to social suffering. 
“Hey, let’s play Q-Beth,” suggested Maggie. “It’s, like, your game.” 
“Nah,” I said. “I think I want a drink or something. You girls have fun. I’ll meet you outside.” 
Hilda and Wendy shrugged and ran off to play video games. As I trudged out of the Wizard’s Castle, I realized Maggie had followed me. I wanted to be alone. She wasn’t getting the message. 
I didn’t have a destination in mind other than “not the arcade.” I ended up crossing the mall hallway to the GNC and its strong aroma of vitamins and protein mix. Maggie caught up to me next to a display featuring an Arnold Schwarzenegger lookalike promoting some sort of enzyme capsules in a giant jar. 
“Why did you run out of there?” demanded Maggie. 
“I’d rather not talk about it,” I said, pretending to study the ingredients of some chalky drink mix called The Whey Out. 
“Okay, now I know for sure your crush is on Rebecca,” laughed Maggie. 
I flashed back to the arcade moments ago. Rebecca biting her lower lip. Brow furrowed in concentration. Nipples stiff beneath her tight blouse. 
“No,” I said, casting that image out of my mind. “No, it’s…” 
“Well?” Maggie raised an eyebrow. “I’m not leaving you alone until you admit it.” 
I tried to think of a neutral person. Someone I could say that would get me out of trouble, but not have terrible consequences if Maggie decided to spread it around school. There was movement at the end of the aisle. 
Someone big stepping behind Maggie to look at the protein powders. I broke eye contact with Maggie and glanced down the aisle. 
“Ms. Patterson,” I said, recognizing the beautiful coach. Her hair was loose around her shoulders and she was wearing a turtleneck instead of a tank top and blue jeans instead of shorts. And lipstick. And eye makeup. 
I’d never seen that on her before. She looked completely different and even hotter. 
“You have a crush on Ms. Patterson?” gawped Maggie, not realizing that she was loud enough for Ms. Patterson to hear. “Holy crap! 
No wonder you want to join the wrestling team!” 
“Maggie…” 
“She is like one of those lady wrestlers from the WWF,” said Maggie. “That’s what you think is hot? That is so weird. What would you even do with her if you got the chance?” 
My stomach twisted into knots as Maggie blurted out my most embarrassing inner thoughts to the woman that was the subject of them. 
Maggie finally realized my face was frozen in wide-eyed horror as Ms. 
Patterson listened to every word. She glanced over her shoulder, saw the Amazonian teacher, let out a “meep” of shock, and bolted past me out of the store. Maggie ran with such sudden excitement that one of the GNC
employees tried to chase her down thinking she had shoplifted. There was no way he was going to catch her. 
Maggie’s escape left me alone with Ms. Patterson in the aisle. She stared down at me for a moment, a giantess that seemed to fill the aisle. She replaced the bottle of powder on the shelf and turned to face me. 
“Was all that true?” she asked. 
My instinct was to lie and tell her that Maggie was making it up. 
But Ms. Patterson’s gaze bored into me and through me. I couldn’t lie to her. Definitely not about this. It would be an act of cowardice that would send me back into my life of lying about my sexuality. 
“Yes,” I said. 
“You’re attracted to me?” 
“Um, yeah,” I said, my face hot as my recent sunburn. “Yeah, I think you’re beautiful. Um, sexy.” 
“Sexy?” she chuckled. “Well, I know you are an adult now, but you are also one of my students. It would be an ethical problem for me, not to mention I could lose my job.” 
“Why would you lose your job? Because I have a crush on you?” 
“No,” she said, stepping closer and taking my hand. Her grip was powerful. Her scent was on me and intoxicating. “If I acted on certain mutual desires, my job would be in jeopardy. Particularly if I am your wrestling coach.” 
I hid the package from the sporting goods store behind my leg. I looked from her hand, covering mine, up into her eyes. At her lips. At the swell of her soft breasts, such a contrast with her muscular arms and shoulders. 
“You’re not my coach yet,” I said. “Maybe I won’t even make the team.” 
“Mmmm? That’s a fair point,” she said, a smile spreading on her lips. “You know, I’m actually a little ticked off that you followed me to the mall. I think we need to have a talk about this.” 
Her hand squeezed mine harder. Just short of pain. 
“A conversation?” I gasped. “I didn’t follow you here.” 
“Come with me,” she said, ignoring my objections. 
“Really, I didn’t follow you!” I cried as she pulled me out of the GNC store. 
I felt like a little girl compared to her. She was so much bigger than me and led me easily through the Christmas crowd. The shoppers parted for the imposing Ms. Patterson. She marched me past the arcade. Past Santa’s village. All the way out of the mall and into the parking lot. It was in the sixties outside, cooling off as the sun faded below the horizon. Ms. 
Patterson walked me into the parking lot. I started to feel afraid for my safety. 
She finally turned me around and pressed me up against the side of a rusty blue Ford Bronco. I was panting. She was staring down at me, her nostrils flaring. 
“I meant what I said,” she growled. “I don’t like being followed. 
My life is my life outside of the Artemis Academy.” 
“I know,” I said. 
“I’m 33 years old,” she continued. “What makes you think I would have interest in a girl your age?” 
“It was stupid,” I said, near tears. “I was stupid. I just, um, I felt things. It was a crush. I never thought you would like me.” 
“I do like you,” she said. “I liked how you stood up for yourself. I like that you have the spunk to join the wrestling team. Don’t pretend you haven’t made up your mind. I see what’s in your bag.” 
“I wanted to be close to you,” I said, suddenly barely able to breathe. I could have used a puff on Wendy’s inhaler. 
The seconds ticked by. She stared at me. Looked me up and down. 
Seemed to consider me anew. The whole time I was vibrating somewhere between fear at being punished and the intense urge to be touched by the beautiful coach. 
She released my hand and took a step back. She kept staring at me, but her presence was less intimidating. 
“C-can I go?” I asked. 
“Free country,” she said, hands on her hips. “You can do whatever you want, Beth.” 
I lingered. She took another step back and gestured between the van and the car as if to invite me to leave. 
Her expression hardened a little. “So you’re staying here? You want to risk my career as a coach for, what, a teenage fantasy? What do you want from me?” 
Once again, my instinct was to say “nothing” and flee as fast as possible, but I remembered Ms. Rossi back in New York explaining my need to act and actualize my desires. 
“A kiss,” I said. 
“I barely know you,” she laughed. 
“No better than I know you,” I said. “But attraction doesn’t work like that. I’m young. I may not know much. But I felt what you wanted in the gym today. When you touched me—” 
“I touched you appropriately,” she said. 
“But you touched me,” I said and I ran my hand over my opposite arm the way Ms. Patterson had felt my body. “And I liked it.” 
“You don’t know what you’re saying,” she laughed, shaking her head and glancing around the parking lot. 
“You think it’s easy for me to admit this stuff to you? Girls aren’t supposed to have feelings like this about girls. That’s what they claim. But you and I know differently.” 
“I’m not a girl. I’m a woman. I’m twice your size and almost twice your age.” She poked a finger into my shoulder. “Girls are not discouraged from having relationships with other girls at the Artemis Academy. It’s accepted. But those are students with students. I am your coach. I am not going to be your girlfriend.” 
“I’m not asking for you to be my girlfriend,” I said. I dared a step closer to her. “All I asked for was a kiss.” 
She shook her head in frustration. Then leaned her head down and kissed me lightly on the lips. Just a peck and it was over. 
“There,” she said. 
I reached up with both hands on her shoulder, stood on my tiptoes, and planted a firm kiss on her lips. It lingered. Her lips so soft. Her body so firm against mine. The strength of her, my god, she could have lifted me up with one arm. Put me over her shoulder. Carried me back to her hut in the Amazonian village. 
“Mmmmmm,” she said, the sound vibrating against my lips. 
I stroked the back of her head, my fingers in her silky hair. The warmth of her was as intoxicating as her strength. My lips parted. 
Hers parted. 
Our tongues met. The chaste kiss melted into the intensity of our swirling tongues and mingling saliva. Could she taste the Orange Julius on my tongue? I tasted the Dr. Pepper on hers. Tongues to tongues to teeth to tongues. Bodies melding together. Her hands on me, cradling me, moving down my back to the roundness of my ass. 
She broke the kiss, pushing me back. Her face flushed. Her lipstick smeared. She held me against the Bronco with a hand on my shoulder. 
“What the hell do you think you’re doing, Beth?” 
“Do you want me to go, Ms. Patterson? I’ll go now, if that’s what you really want.” I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth. 
I felt like I was repeating smutty romance novels I’d read. And it was working! 
“No,” she said. “No. I’ll, um, give you a ride home.” 
“No rush,” I said. She unlocked the Bronco and helped me inside. 
The Long Way
One of the strangest parts of coming to spacious California from cramped Manhattan was the plentiful parking. Everywhere I went, huge asphalt parking lots baked under the sun and radiated their heat back into the air in the evening. Parallel parking was an unused skill. Even at the shopping mall there had been ample parking. 
All of that was in my mind when Ms. Patterson stopped at the strip mall with the pizza place and the convenience store. She easily found a spot at the back of the huge lot that was in the shadows outside the circles of the sodium lights. She switched off the Bronco, the rumbling engine going silent but for the ticking as the metal cooled. 
I knew why she had stopped here. I didn’t need to ask. She held the stick shift with one hand as she turned to face me, reaching across the center console and stroking my cheek. My hair was back in a ponytail. My glasses caught the light. 
“Are you sure about this?” she asked. “There’s no going back to normal after this.” 
“I think right before that kiss back at the Galleria was the time to ask that,” I whispered. “I’m all in.” 
“Just checking,” she murmured and pulled me closer, her fingers on the back of my head. She kissed me hungrily. My ambush had worked back at the mall. It was her turn to prove who was in charge. Her tongue dominated mine. Her lips slid and pressed and popped against my lips. She sucked at my lower lip. She slipped her tongue into my mouth and out again. It was a sloppy kiss. Too excited women that had held back. 
“Have you ever done it with a student before?” I gasped. 
“Never,” she hissed, looking into my eyes. “It’s a huge mistake.” 
Then she kissed me again, proving she was willing to make a lot of mistakes. My tentative encounters with Ms. Rossi and then Gretchen had not fully prepared me for the unchained lust of a real woman. Especially a woman so much bigger and stronger than me. She practically tore my blouse open, pressing me back into the seat, leaning across the shifter. Her kiss left my lips and found my neck. Her breath hot against me. Her tongue on my shoulder. Sucking at my flesh there. 
She pulled open my blouse. My big reinforced bra held my breasts in check, but Ms. Patterson didn’t care. She yanked the cups out and downward and my pale breasts and thick pink nipples caught the reflected orange of the lot lights. 
“Gorgeous,” she moaned, burying her face against my tits. Her hands were so strong. So big. I imagined this was what it was like to be touched by a man. Only good. 
Her tongue dragged over my nipple. I cried out as she caught one of my buds between her lips and sucked. Again. I clung to her dark hair. She suckled at my teenage breasts. Her mouth so hot, urgent, pulling at my soft mounds. 
“Oh, Ms. Patterson,” I moaned. 
“Mmmmmmm,” she popped her lips free. “They’re so sweet. 
Lovely little berries.” She moves from one breast to the other, my nipples and areolas glistening where her mouth had just been. Finally, she lifted her face from my chest and kissed me again. She murmured something against my lips. I think she said, “Let’s go in the back. I want to hear you cum.” 
“Y-yes,” I gasped, my body trembling with need. “Yes, please.” 
She climbed into the back, her big, firm bottom in my face for a moment as she crawled between the seats. I climbed back after her and she pulled me into her arms, kissing me again, letting me feel her strength as she held me. She peeled my blouse all the way off and unbuckled my bra with one hand. I cried out softly as Ms. Patterson ran her strong fingers over my heaving breasts. She kissed me. Sucked at my neck. At my earlobe. Her warmth was a fire that spread to my trembling flesh. 
“You’re beautiful,” she whispered hotly in my ear and I felt it. My self-consciousness was gone as she caressed me with her strong hands. 
Then one hand was at the waist of my pants. Pushing inside. Fingers pressing to the softness of my mound. Under my panties. Stroking through the silky hair of my womanhood. Her touch pressed to my velvet folds. 
Spreading them. Opening me to her other fingers. 
I was delirious with pleasure and desire for more. Our lips met again and she smothered me in an overwhelming kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth as her fingers, more gently, pressed into the hot cove of my pussy. I was drenched for her, eager and slippery, my hot channel filled with her thrusting fingers. Reaching so deep inside me. Exploring me without fear of hurting me. She knew what she was doing and her confident touch summoned pleasure deep inside me with each thrust of her fingers. 
“Yessss,” I hissed. 
Later in life, I would learn to talk more during sex, to enunciate my desires and my pleasure, but that night only a few words came to me in the heat of the backseat of Ms. Patterson’s Bronco. She fucked me with her fingers. There is no other way to put it. With one arm cradling me and the hand of her other arm pumping her fingers into my clutching pussy, I was at her mercy. I had surrendered, eagerly, to it. Her kiss stifled the loudest of my cries. Her hand stretched my panties as she took me with two fingers and then three. 
I was close, on the edge for a long time, and then she beat her palm against my clit, fucking me with her fingers as she did. I clung to her. I think I called her name, but I was out of my mind with pleasure. I might have said anything. Or nothing. 
My body arched against her, tension clenching with the deep contractions of my climax. My nectar dribbled out. I was practically sitting on her lap, braced against her body, her soft chest, her firm muscles, as she held me and finished me with those deft strokes of her fingers. And when I had cum, she held me just like that for a long while. Kissing me. Stroking my blushing breasts. 
She slid her hand from my panties, her fingertips glistening with my nectar. She looked into my eyes ass she brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean. She kissed me again and I tasted the strawberry sweetness of my cum on her lips. I rolled against her, my breasts against hers, my body against hers, but she was still fully clothed. 
“Not tonight,” she said, easing me back. “I want you to sleep on this and think about if it is something you want to do again.” 
“It will be,” I promised, kissing her softly on the lips. 
“Mmmmmmmm,” was the only answer she gave as our tongues met once more. 
Whirlwind
I couldn’t keep her out of my mind. The smell of her. The strength of her. The way she moved me and held me so surely, her fingers inside me, moving in and out, curling just right. Just the spot. Fucking me with her fingers until I couldn’t hold back. 
I turned over in my bed, reaching for the vibrator hidden under my nightstand. I switched it on and lay atop it, pushing my hips forward and my soft furrow against the top of the buzzing toy. Vibrations rippled through me and I picture Ms. Patterson again. Dark hair spilled out on my pillow. Flushed with desire. Her lips soft and sweet, parted, sighing softly as I kissed her. I rocked my hips, fucking faster against the vibrator. 
So close. I knew what I wanted. Her powerful Amazonian body unwrapped. Her shorts down. Her tank top around her neck. My lips and tongue playing with her like she played with me. My fingers inside her. 
My tongue inside her. 
The loud pounding on my bedroom door nearly stopped my heart. 
My dad called out, “Elizabeth, are you okay?” 
I was far from okay as I desperately switched off the vibrator, threw it under my bed, and tried to get my PJs back on. I knew I couldn’t stop myself from blushing. My face was deep red. 
“Um, yeah, I’m fine, dad,” I called out. “Just changing clothes.” 
He was in the process of opening the door but stopped himself when he heard that last bit. 
“Sorry, honey, it’s just you were out most of the night without telling me anything and, well, I’m not mad about that. You’re eighteen. But then you barely say two words, go to your room, and shut the door. 
Something happened. I wouldn’t be doing my dad job if I didn’t try to find out what it was and make sure you’re okay.” 
“I-I’m fine, dad,” I said, pulling on my PJs and desperately buttoning the top. I sprayed myself with perfume to cover the scent of my arousal. That last part might have backfired, because when I finally opened the door for my father, he wrinkled his nose. 
“Okay, uh, well, I would prefer to know where you are going to be,” said my dad, smiling and scratching his head. “You’re a big girl. You can take care of yourself, but between that party at the beach and the unannounced trip to the mall, well, I feel like we’re having some communication problems.” 
“No communication problems,” I said, smiling to cover my embarrassment. “I’m making new friends. Meeting new people.” 
“Like who?” he asked. “It was weird that you were hanging out with that realtor.” 
Gretchen didn’t have much time to hang out with a high school girl like me. Our friendship was never going to become close, but I appreciated the experiences she had given me and held out the hope that I might be invited to another beach party. 
“I joined the wrestling team,” I said to my dad. That caught him by surprise. He actually rocked back on his heals and shook his head in disbelief like a cartoon character. 
“You… you what?” He laughed. “My daughter joined the wrestling team?” 
“Yep,” I said. “I mean, I might not make the team, but I bought the gear. That’s why I was at the mall I just happened to go with some girls from school.” 
It was good enough for him. Crisis averted. Especially when I showed him the headgear. He knew I wasn’t making things up. 
The next day at school was strange. I noticed Maggie a lot more and I kept waiting for her to rat me out to somebody. I saw her whispering to Hilda in the hallway of the main building and I crept closer. She was talking about Ms. Patterson, but as I listened it turned out to be purely about being caught by her in GNC and not about my crush on Ms. Patterson. 
For her part, Ms. Patterson said nothing to me about any of it. 
While I was vibrating with nerves all through archery class, Ms. Patterson barely even acknowledged me. She called me when it was my turn to loose arrows and offered some gentle critique, but there was no touching. Not even a wink of the eye or a sidelong glance. 
But she looked gorgeous. Those tight shorts clinging to her bottom. 
Those thick, muscular thighs and calves. Her shoulder and arm muscles well-defined as she drew and fired arrows to show us how it was done. Her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail that swished back and forth when she turned her head. She was a Greek goddess. She was Artemis come to life. 
As archery class was ended and girls began to jog to the fieldhouse to change. I slung my bow and quiver. Ms. Patterson took hold of my arm to keep me at the range. Maggie was watching me. My cheeks reddened. 
“Yes, Ms. Patterson?” I asked. 
“After school,” she said, gazing into my eyes. I could see the hint of sweat on her forehead. On her arms. Her cleavage. “Come by the gym. I would like to see if you have what it takes for wrestling.” 
“Um, like a tryout?” I asked. 
“Exactly,” she said, finally releasing my arm. “See you then?” 
“Y-yes,” I said, forcing a smile. Ms. Patterson returned it and gave me a friendly pat on the bottom to send me on my way. 
Maggie was waiting for me between the archery range and the fieldhouse. 
“What did she want?” she asked. 
“Wrestling stuff,” I said. “She wants me to tryout for the team tonight.” 
“Oh, I’ll bet she does,” laughed Maggie, nudging me with her elbow. “What did the two of you do when you left the mall last night?” 
“We talked,” I said, refusing to lie, but willing to limit the truth. 
“Then she gave me a ride home.” 
“Did you tell her about your crush?” she asked, stopping to let the last few girls trickle past us into the fieldhouse. 
“I might have said something about it. She pointed out she is 33
and I’m 18 and also her student. So you can do the math.” 
Maggie watched Ms. Patterson walking towards the fieldhouse with the targets and the dummies in a mesh bag. She was coaching soccer and then track and had to exchange the equipment. I didn’t have either of those as classe
“I can do the math,” said Maggie, a mysterious smile on her face. “I know the actor that plays Luke Duke is exactly 33 years old. And I’m 18.” 
“He’s not your teacher,” I said. 
“Oh, but if he was!” Maggie’s eyebrows bounced excitedly. “Put it this way: I would definitely be joining his wrestling team.” 
I spent most of the rest of my day either fantasizing about Ms. 
Patterson or second-guessing my crush on her. It was foolish, I know that in hindsight, but at the time it was hard to think of her career or what she might have wanted in her life. I just assumed her mind worked like mine. 
She turned me on and to my amazement I evidently turned her on. That was good enough for the brain of an 18-year-old girl. 
At the end of the day, I said farewell to Maggie at the edge of the parking lot. 
“Be smart,” she advised me. “Only let her feel you up exactly as much as you want.” 
“Shut up,” I laughed, pushing her towards the bus. 
“I mean it!” She continued, walking towards the line up the stairs. 
“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do with Luke!” 
“What wouldn’t you do with Luke?” I shouted. 
She seemed to think about it for a moment, shrugged, and got on the bus. I waved to her as the bus pulled away. Then there was nothing more to stall over. I walked back from the lot and into the main building of the Artemis Academy. A quick trip to my locker to get my wrestling gear and then I was on my way to destiny. 
It was time to join the wrestling team. 
Tryouts
I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t an actual wrestling match. Ms. Patterson was all business as she had me dress in my full gear. 
“You’re going to be wrestling with Karen today,” she said, indicating a fireplug of a girl with short brown hair and thick arms and legs. 
“She’s going to go easy on you, but not too easy. I want to see what you can do.” 
“Are there any moves or rules or anything?” I asked, bewildered that I was being thrown into the deep end. 
“Yes, there are,” she said. “But that’s for me to worry about. Your job is to pin Karen to the mat. Can you do it?” 
“I’ll try,” I said uncertainly. 
I faced off against Karen on the mats. She kept her knees slightly bent and held her arms in a wide ready posture and watched my every movement. I tried to emulate her and waited for her to make the first move. 
She came at me with her shoulder and left arm, but somehow I ended up in her right arm’s sweep. Caught by surprise, I went over on my back, and Karen was on top of me, pinning me so that I had no hope of getting up. Ms. Patterson blew the whistle and we separated. Karen gave me a hand up. Grinned, barely out of breath as I gasped for air. 
“That’s a takedown,” said Ms. Patterson. 
“It hurt,” I groaned, rubbing the spot where Karen’s shoulder had made contact. 
“It’s not too bad,” said Karen. “The holds can get really painful, especially if your opponent is inexperienced. No come on. You come at me this time.” 
“Lead with your shoulder,” said Ms. Patterson. “Don’t be afraid of making hard contact. That’s the whole point of the competition.” 
“Got it,” I said. 
I faced off with Karen again. After a bit of circling, I launched myself at her with what I thought was a sudden burst of speed. Karen dodged me easily. I tried again and she dodged again. I was starting to get sweaty and frustrated. 
“You’re doing fine,” said Ms. Patterson. “Keep on the offensive.” 
On my third try I let out a cry of anger and leapt at Karen. I her in the chest with my shoulder. I think it hurt me more than her, but it sent us both crashing to the ground. We grappled as I tried to overpower her. For a moment, I thought I was in control. Then she used her legs to propel her upper body, rolling me onto my back and pinning me to the mat once more. 
We repeated the exercise several more times, but each time it ended the same way: me on my back and helpless, Karen triumphant. 
After the sixth attempt, I was completely out of breath. Unable to offer any further resistance. 
“Alright, Karen,” said Ms. Patterson. “Thanks. You can head home.” 
“Sure thing, coach,” said Karen, getting off me and helping me to my feet. 
Ms. Patterson waited for Karen to leave. The door opened and closed behind her, the latch slamming and echoing in the empty gym. Ms. 
Patterson turned to me and smiled, her hands on her generous hips. 
“How’d that feel?” she asked. 
“Not going to lie,” I said, still not quite recovered from the exertion. “I feel pretty beat up.” 
“Is that all?” she said, sauntering closer. I saw mischief in her eyes and realized she had been enjoying watching me more than I thought. She was wearing a bra under her tank top, yet I could still see her nipples poking against the material. I briefly wondered if my sparring with Karen had been a tryout at all or just an excuse for Ms. Patterson to watch me bend and roll around in my wrestling singlet. 
I decided I didn’t care. 
“I just wanted to impress you,” I said. “Did I do that? Did I impress you?” 
“Constantly,” she said, using her body to walk me back towards the padded wall of the gym. She pinned me there with her breasts against me, in my face, and her hands grasping my wrists. “Do you think your ready to learn some moves?” 
“Y-yes,” I nodded, my chest heaving. 
She kissed me and I tasted my own sweat on her lips. Her tongue was in my mouth. Her hands shifting so she held my wrists pinned with one hand and used her other to stroke my body. She caressed her way down my breasts, my abdomen, and to my mound covered by the singlet. She rubbed my groove through the thick material and my panties rubbed against my clit. I sucked in a breath and her tongue was quick to thrust between my lips. Her fingers were relentless. I began to squirm and move my hips, fucking against her fingers. 
“W-what’s this move called?” I asked when she broke the kiss for a moment. 
“Chest-to-chest,” she said, bending her knees to rub her breasts against mine. 
She ran her tongue down my neck to the cusp of my shoulder. Her hand pressed insistently at my pussy, fingers kneading, rubbing just enough to propel me towards a climax. I arched against the wall. I bucked my hips. 
“Ms. Patterson,” I hissed and she smothered my cry with another kiss. 
She made me cum. She forced me to cum. She pinned me to the wall and her fingers rubbed me until I was gasping with pleasure. Begging for it. Hips jerking wantonly as she kissed me again and again. When she let go of me, I melted down the wall and landed on my knees. Breathless. 
Still tasting her tongue on my tongue. 
I looked up at her, the big gym lights overhead casting her as a dark silhouette. Her shorts were red. Taut against her mound. I glanced up at her, but I could only see the vague shape of her face as she leaned her hands against the wall behind me and seemed to enclose me with her Amazonian body. She gave me no command. There was no verbal domination at all. 
But I knew what she wanted. 
I knew what I wanted. 
I reached out to her shorts, curling my fingers boldly into the waistband. I stripped them down from her hips, down her powerful thighs, her calves, and over her sneakers. She stepped her feet through the legs of the shorts one after the other. 
My hands and my gaze followed her powerful legs back up. Only her panties remained. Plain gray. A hint of moisture and the gusset. Rather than pulling them down, I pulled them aside. My heart pounding. Anyone could walk into the gym. Our lives would be thrown into chaos. But in that moment, nothing could have seemed more worth the risk. 
Ms. Patterson’s pussy was topped with a thick pelt of dark, curly hair. It was a woman’s hair. Trimmed at the sides, but otherwise growing wild. A bush. Beneath it, the tan folds of her cunt, fleshier than my own, with hints of pink showing between the lips. I wanted to touch her. 
But I wanted to taste her more. 
I braced my hands on her muscular thighs and leaned my face between them. I breathed the rich musk of her sweat and her arousal, clinging to her forest of hair. My lips brushed against her hairs. My nose was tickled. 
“Is this what you wanted, Beth?” she asked, reaching down to stroke my head. 
“Yesssss,” I hissed and gave her cunt a slow, adoring lick. I tasted her for the first time. Sweet, with a hint of sourness. I licked again. And again. Parting her folds with my tongue. Feeling her fat clit, so much bigger than my own. Licking deeper. Inside her. Feeling her squeezing against my tongue. Her hips rocked forward. 
With each rock of her hips, Ms. Patterson’s cunt seemed to devour my face. I breathed her scent deeply. I breathed nothing else. My tongue lapped at her. Exploring. Returning to her clit. Lick there. Faster. Until she her grip tightened on my hair and she was gasping with pleasure. 
“Beth,” she moaned. “Oh, yes. Oh… where did you… where did you learn this?” 
“Mmmmmmm,” I moaned against her. My words muffled as I admitted, “From a realtor.” 
She came with a cry that echoed loudly through the gym. Her muscles tensed and released. Her pussy spilled her sweet juice onto my tongue. I sucked. I swallowed. I knew, for those glorious moments, the submissive ecstasy of making another woman cum. 
She stepped back. Helped me to my feet. Kissed me passionately, sharing her sweet taste and even licking my chin clean of her own nectar. 
She held my head, controlling me, forcing me to kiss her for long seconds. 
Making me let her lick me clean. Having my face licked by my coach was the strangest and hottest thing I had ever experienced in my life. I swear, if she had licked my face and mouth much more, I would have cum just from that. 
“I need a shower,” she said, finally releasing me and stepping back. 
“I think we both need one.” 
Beneath the hot water, in the steamy shower big enough for three dozen girls at once, but empty and dark except for the two of us, I realized one of my greatest fantasies. To embrace and pleasure and be pleasured by a beautiful woman in the warm flow of a shower. How many times had this played out in my head? A common fantasy when I was showering and touching myself. 
That afternoon it was Ms. Patterson touching me. And I was touching her. Our fingers bringing the pleasure and our naked bodies, soaping and wet, pressing together. I was surprised to find that my breasts were nearly as large as hers, but my body was mostly soft where hers was otherwise chiseled and firm. She was also much taller than me. She had to lean down and I had to rise on my tiptoes to kiss her on the lips. 
“Is this what you fantasized about?” asked Ms. Patterson, holding me against the tiles, fucking me with her fingers. 
I could only nod my head, my brow furrowed and all my focus on my mounting pleasure. 
“Ha, you’re adorable,” she laughed and kissed me again, her thrusting fingers driving me to another orgasm. I tried to keep pace with my fingers thrusting into her hot cove, but at some point, I lost control and could only take what she was giving me. I clung to her as I came, burying my face against her soft breasts and wailing. 
She eased me down from the peak of my pleasure and I managed to stay on my feet. I resumed my focus on her pleasure, alternating between leaning up to kiss her and licking and sucking her breasts. Her areolas were dark against the one-piece shape left untanned across her breasts and abdomen. Her nipples were as thick as mine and wonderful to suck. She smothered me in her breasts, fucking herself against my fingers until she found her climax. 
We held each other in the flow of water and kissed for a long time. 
She knew it wasn’t love, but I might have mistaken it for love for a few minutes while she was kissing me in the shower. It was more intense than what I’d felt with Gretchen. 
Afterwards, drying off and dressing in full, proud sight of each other, she offered me a spot on the wrestling team. 
“It’s hard work,” she said. “Practice three days a week and meets on Saturdays. I will help you train. I will help you get stronger. But this, what we did here today, has to stop.” 
“Oh,” I said, crestfallen. 
“I can’t sleep with someone on the team,” she said. “A bridge too far.” 
“I get it,” I said. Then I realized how she had phrased it. “What if…
what if I don’t join the team?” 
“Then you take your wrestling gear back to the mall and return it. 
And if you want to workout with me, like today, we could still do that. For fun.” 
I had wanted more than fun. But I was willing to accept fun. Fun is fun. 
“How often?” I asked. 
“Once a week?” She proposed. 
“Twice a week,” I countered. 
“Okay, but this the reward,” she laughed. “You have to do the actual workouts with me. Weight room. Running. Whatever I have planned for the day. Tuesdays and Thursdays. Deal?” 
“It’s a deal,” I said, and boldly kissed her on the lips. She laughed, picking me up in her arms and carrying me back into the shower as our kissing intensified. We were going to need to dry off all over again. 
But not just yet. 
Standing Up
“…and the silhouette of the horse was painted dark against the sky as it stood atop the hill. My hands tightened on the bars. The nameless horse reared up and whinnied at the endless blue. I thought it might leap into the clouds. I would be alright. No matter what happened to me, so long as that horse stayed unbroken and loose, I would be free.” Rebecca Beaumont looked up from her paper at the class. “The end.” 
A few of the girls in the front were sniffling. The Rebecca Beaumont fan club moved to tears. Maybe it was regret about the way I had treated her at the Wizard’s Palace, maybe it was the new confidence my workouts with Ms. Patterson were giving me, but I liked Rebecca’s short story too. A little slow-moving, but the relationship between the wild horse and the cowboy was touching. 
“Your prose is above average,” said Ms. Cooke, sitting back in her chair. “But your metaphors are beginning to confuse me, Rebecca. This is the third time since I have had you as a student that you are using an animal as a surrogate for a human relationship.” 
“Is that a problem?” asked Rebecca. “There was no part of the assignment that said I couldn’t do it.” 
“It’s not a problem,” said Ms. Cooke. “But today the horse represented the free spirit of the cowboy. Last week the horse was the faithfulness and since of duty to the French farmer. The week before that, what was it? A lizard?” 
“A monitor,” said Rebecca, her cheeks reddening with embarrassment. 
“It was the sense of mystery and the unknown,” said Ms. Cooke. 
“These are all fine if you are writing a novel, but at some point your human-animal pairings make me wonder if you are afraid of writing two complex characters. Are you afraid of the human relationships?” 
Rebecca was practically writhing in her seat. I should have been enjoying watching her squirm, but I knew what Ms. Cookie was doing and it was similar to what Ms. Rossi had done for me. Psychoanalyzed my writing habits. The difference was that Ms. Cooke was turning it into a public humiliation whereas Ms. Rossi had used it to open my eyes and be honest. 
“I… I… thought I was portraying complex, um, complex relationships with, um… I wanted to…” 
Rebecca struggled. Nobody in her fan club was offering her any help. They stared blankly. 
“By limiting expressions to those animals, you are limiting your abilities as a storyteller,” said Ms. Cooke. 
“Maybe imposing those limitations allows her to explore the central character’s thoughts and feelings in greater depth,” I suggested. “Through his relationship with the horse with no name, he confronts his past failings as a father, a husband, and as a thief.” 
“Interesting,” said Ms. Cooke. 
“I liked the story, Rebecca,” I said. 
Rebecca blushed again, her voice almost a squeak as she said, 
“Thank you.” 
“Well, then it’s your turn,” said Ms. Cooke. “I hope your reading today is not as X-rated as last week, Elizabeth.” 
“No promises,” I said, which elicited a laugh from the class and even a chuckle from Ms. Cooke. 
I walked up to her desk and turned to face the class. I glanced at Rebecca. I saw the grateful look in her soulful brown eyes. Maybe it didn’t make up for the way I had treated her at the arcade, but it was a start. 
“My story is titled, The Butterflies of Venus,” I said and began to read. 
Workouts
I didn’t tell anyone about my workouts with Ms. Patterson. Not even Maggie. 
True to Ms. Patterson’s threat, the workouts were serious. I ran miles with her around the track. I worked on chin-ups, sit-ups, push-ups; pretty much all the “ups.” Then there were the weights. Ms. Patterson liked to push me to my limit in the weight room. My first day of working out with her left me so sore that I could barely move my arms. Not a day ended without me drenched in sweat. But my weigh-ins were always disappointing. 
“What’s wrong?” she asked, seeing my reaction when I saw the scale read, 
“142.” 
“I’m not losing any weight,” I said. 
“Two pounds,” she pointed out. “In two weeks? Not bad.” 
“For all the exercising we’ve been doing, I’d hoped it would be more,” I said, sucking in my tummy and looking down at it. 
“This isn’t aerobics class,” said Ms. Patterson. “This is serious strength training. The running has built up your lean muscles and helped you shed some fat. Everything else has just built more muscles. Don’t you feel it in your arms and shoulders?” 
She squeezed my arms and massaged my shoulders. I winced. Every muscle in my body was tender. 
“I guess,” I said, rotating my shoulder. “Mostly I feel tired and sore.” 
“Well, we can fix that in the sauna,” she said. “Come on. Let’s really feel the heat.” 
We reclined on the benches in the sauna. Our hair was up, our bodies were wrapped in towels, and clouds of steam hung in the air. She was right. After two weeks, I was certain that the sauna was a magical cure for my muscles after a workout. 
“Woooo,” sighed Ms. Patterson. “I think I might have bumped it up a few degrees. It’s really hot.” 
“Oh, is it?” I giggled, waiting for the inevitable. 
“Yeah, I think I’m just going to lose the towel.” 
She did this every time we took a sauna together. Her standing up and removing her towel to reveal her glistening body was my invitation to do the same. I admired her glistening physique, her one-piece tan, and her puffy nipples. Her dark thatch of hair and her chiseled thighs. She eyed me as she sat back down on her bench, knees apart just enough to bare the nest of her pubic hair and the fleshy folds of her pussy. 
I rose from my bench and said, “Yeah, it’s awfully hot in here. I feel like I’m melting. I’d better take off this towel.” 
I kept my gazed locked on her as I walked towards her, across the steam pit, and shed my towel without hesitation. My pale skin was red in places from the heat. My rosy nipples were just as puffy as Ms. Patterson’s brown buds. 
My thin tuft of ginger hair seemed so tiny and strangely inadequate compared to the lewd thicket of hair between Ms. Patterson’s legs. 
I boldly walked towards her and went down on my knees. She raised an eyebrow. Usually she needed to tell me what she wanted, but I was learning to know it by the way she looked at me. I caressed her thighs. I kissed them, tasting the hint of saltiness from her sweat. She stroked her fingers through my damp hair. Ran her thumb from my cheek across my lips. I looked up at her, lifting my tongue to taste her thumb. She pushed it into my mouth and I sucked it, hollowing my cheeks. 
“You’re hotter than the sauna today, aren’t you?” she chuckled. Her thumb slid from my lips. She leaned down and kissed me, her tongue against mine, brief but scorching hot. Then she sat back and stretched her arms across the back of the bench. Her dark nipples stood stiff atop her heaving, sweat-damp breasts. She smiled at me and slowly parted her legs wider. 
She didn’t need to say anything. She knew what I wanted. 
I kissed closer and closer to her dark thatch of hair. I brushed my lips against her fleshy folds. The heat of her womanhood was somehow warmer than the steam from the sauna. The smell of her sweat and her arousal filled my nostrils. Exciting. So different from my own scent of desire. My tongue gently divided her folds, spreading them, sliding up her tan furrow to the fat bud of her clit. Down again. Up once more, tasting her, sliding inside her, licking my way back to her clit. 
“Ohhhhh, that’s a good girl,” she sighed, her hand cradling the back of my head. “I’m so glad… mmmmmm… you decided not to join the team.” 
“Nnnnmmmmhhmmm,” I replied, lapping at her clit. Kissing it. Sucking it against my lips. Touching myself as I tongued her cunt. I was overheating from the steam and the arousal. On my knees between Ms. Patterson’s powerful thighs, I felt like I was in a dream. A fever dream, maybe, but the ending was most assuredly happy. 
I surprised her by lifting her legs over my shoulders. It wasn’t easy, but it was worth the effort to hear her pleased moan. I buried my tongue deep in her hot folds, tongue sliding and licking within her raunchy cunt. Tasting her plentiful sweetness. Sucking at her fleshy lips. Her thrusting hips ensured my nose, lips, and chin were smeared in her juices. 
“Well… well done, Beth! You’ve learned so much! Ooooooh!” Her cries of pleasure were muffled by the steam. 
She let loose, bucking against my face, cumming against my tongue. There was no faking the sharp contractions of her thighs and butt muscles. The intense rhythm drummed against my face and shoulders and slowly eased to intermittent twitches. The intensity of her orgasm left her panting and slumped against the back of the bench, a pleasure-drunk smile on her face. 
I crawled onto the bench beside her and she pulled me against her, kissing me and caressing me. I felt the softness and the hardness of her body. Her strength. Her plush breasts. Her tongue slid into my mouth, moving slowly against mine. Lazily. Panting against my lips. Her hand was between my legs. Fingers moving with purpose. Pushing inside me. Strumming against my clit. 
Ms. Patterson’s fingers moved inside me with a growing intensity. She was skilled with her fingers and had me on the brink, whispering against my lips and hotly in my ear for me to cum for her. 
“Yes, I will,” I cried, clinging to her muscular shoulder. 
“There are many exercises I want to teach you. Aerobic and strengthening.” 
She thrusts her fingers deep inside me, her palm grinding against my clit. 
“Improving… mmmmm… your core.” 
“Ahhhh!” I cried out, arching against her thrusting fingers. Cumming for her. My entire body seeming to quake. My teenage mind reeling. 
I knew I was attracted to Ms. Patterson the moment I saw her standing on the track during my tour of the Artemis Academy. My fantasies of her were immediately erotic. I pictured myself kissing her. Caressing her. But when she made me cum against her in the sauna, the taste of her still on my tongue, my naked body against hers, it exceeded my wildest fantasies by an order of magnitude. 
“T-thank you,” I gasped, slumping against her. 
She eased her fingers from inside me. Tasted them. Let me taste them. Then shared that sweetness in another slow, panting kiss. 
“You’re beautiful when you cum,” she said, caressing my cheek. “Beautiful always.” 
“Even when I pass out in archery class?” I asked, smiling as she pulled my head against her shoulder. 
“Especially then,” she said. “Your strawberry lips parted and your freckled cheeks blushing as I carried you to the school nurse. You were adorable.” 
“It was embarrassing,” I said. 
“A little,” she chuckled. “But that was when I knew I wanted you. My damsel in distress.” 
I smiled in the silence that followed. I was always a little dazed after an orgasm, but especially after Ms. Patterson used her skills to prolong my pleasure until my thighs ached from the tension. It felt incredible to luxuriate in the sauna with my head against her shoulder. 
She filled my thoughts, but my mind wandered through the topics. I thought of Ms. Rossi and her lover and I wondered if Ms. Patterson was cheating on someone with me. 
“Do you have a girlfriend?” I asked. 
I felt her stiffen a little against me. Had I touched a nerve? When I grew older, I would understand how to ask a question like that with more tact. An awkward teenager gets straight to the point. 
“I did,” she said. “Her name was Una and she was from Hungary. We dated for two years. Then I found out she was married to a man.” 
“Ew,” I said. 
“Yes. Ew. I’d rather not think about Una with her husband.” She leaned her head back on the bench and gazed up at the wood paneled ceiling. “I broke up with her at the start of the school year. It was… a rough breakup.” She turned her head to face me and languidly stroked a lock of hair from my face. “But I’m not looking for a girlfriend, Beth. You know that, right? I’m almost twice your age. I’m your teacher. I was clear about this stuff.” 
“We’re practicing,” I said, hurt but not deeply hurt by her declaration. 
“We’re having fun together. Right?” 
“Exactly,” she said and gave me a long, deep, mind melting kiss. 
We spent at least ten minutes making out before we came to the mutual consensus that we were getting overheated in more ways than one. We hit the showers (without fooling around) and then headed back into the locker room. It felt good being naked around Ms. Patterson. Good to see her and good to be seen by her. I had my guard down around her so much that I bent over the bench in the locker room completely nude to reach for a pen that had rolled to the other side. 
“Oooh, stay just like that,” she said, moving behind me and playing her fingertips against the curves of my buttocks. “No, in fact, put your elbows on the bench. Can you balance like that?” 
It was an awkward posture, kneeling on the narrow bench with my shins and feet hanging over the edge, leaned forward onto my elbows with my breasts dangling against the painted wood. 
“Um, I think so,” I said, angling my hips and blushing deeply as she stared at my ass. I was expecting a spanking. Or a few playful squeezes. 
Ms. Patterson knelt behind me, caressing my lower back. I was self-conscious that with my upper body resting on my elbows, my big butt was raised and my cheeks were spread. I knew she could see every part of me in obscene detail. A glance over my shoulder told me she wasn’t being shy about looking. 
“W-what are you doing?” I asked, my cheeks burning. “Is something wrong?” 
“Not at all,” she murmured. “Let me show you something.” 
I looked away. I couldn’t watch. I felt so dirty. 
My eyes widened and I let out a stifled yelp of surprise as Rhonda Patterson began to lick my ass. Her fingers began to stroke my pussy as her tongue pleasured my naughty hole. I was embarrassed, curious, grossed out, pleasured, and in a state of disbelief. I whimpered and Ms. Patterson chuckled. 
“Your… your tongue is in my ass,” I moaned in confusion. 
“Mmmmhmmm,” she agreed, thrusting her tongue into my virgin hole. My thighs quaked. My clit buzzed with pleasure beneath her fingers. It was clear that Ms. Patterson’s tongue wasn’t going to stop until she made me cum again. 
Confidence
I slept in on my fourth Monday at the Artemis Academy and had to catch a ride from my dad. He was stressed out about his California rail project, but we had been seeing so little of each other since I started school that I think he appreciated the opportunity to catch up with me. 
“So are you still liking things there?” asked my dad, navigating the roads out of suburbia towards the highway. “Making friends? I like Maggie. She seems nice.” 
“Maggie is great,” I agreed. 
“And you are still working out with her twice a week at school?” 
He prodded one of my lies. 
“Um, yep,” I said. “Lots of running and they have a great gym in the field house. 
I had told my dad that Maggie and I were trying to get in shape together and staying late on Tuesdays and Thursdays. It never felt good to lie to my father. But the truth would have been too much for him. Part of growing up is knowing what never to tell your parents. In my case, telling him about a lesbian affair I was having with my archery coach, having sex with her two days a week after school? I was enough of an adult to know that I could never tell him. 
“I thought that uniform looked like it was fitting better than usual,” he said. 
“Have you lust much weight?” 
“Just a little,” I said. “But check this out?” 
I pushed my sleeve up and made a bicep curl. My bicep stood out in better definition than it had in my entire life. Still nothing compared to Ms. 
Patterson, but I was proud. 
“Nice,” he laughed. “I’m going to draft you to unpack all that stuff in the garage and start doing all the yard work.” 
“I mowed the lawn last time,” I pointed out. 
“Fair enough,” he said. “You think you’ll be home for dinner tonight?” 
“Probably,” I said. “You know me. Party animal.” 
“Gretchen isn’t inviting you to any more parties, huh?” 
“I haven’t heard from her in a couple weeks,” I said. “She has her own group of friends. She doesn’t need some nerd doing college prep classes hanging around her all the time.” 
“Don’t be so hard on yourself, honey,” he said, squeezing my knee. “I bet you’re with the life of the party.” 
Flashes of Gretchen at her friend’s beach house. Spreading my thighs with her hands. Touching me and tasting me like I had never been touched before. The heat of her tongue. The sweetness of her blonde hair brushing against my face. 
“I had fun hanging out with her,” I said, looking away so he didn’t see any naughty twinkles in my eyes. Staring out the window, I saw Peach Valley give way to the countryside, mansions, ranches, and orchards. The city was well behind us when we arrived at the gates to the Artemis Academy. There was no rush in the parking lot. No swarm of girls hurrying to get in. I was late and had barely two minutes before my first class. 
“See you tonight,” called my dad as I bolted from the car. 
“Love you, dad!” I shouted over my shoulder. 
Inside the chateau-like main building, a few girls were still hurrying to their first classes. I needed to swap a book from my backpack at my locker, but thankfully the lockers were near the front entrance and it wasn’t far from there to Ms. Fishbeck’s microbiology classroom. I caught sight of Maggie and Wendy disappearing into the classroom as I worked the combination of my locker. 
I swung the door open, caught a glimpse of my Wonder Woman photo taped inside, and then something fell at my feet. A small white envelope with
“Elizabeth” written on the front in perfect scarlet script. 
I was going to be late, but I had to know. The envelope smelled faintly like perfume. I carefully thrust a finger into the envelope and ripped the envelope open. I managed to give myself a wicked papercut. I hissed and sucked at my finger as I opened the envelope with my other hand. There was a small card inside, almost like a valentine or the card that you get with a bouquet of flowers. Well, other people get with bouquets of flowers. 
I opened the card. Read the elegantly handwritten text. 
“You are the most beautiful girl in the world. I think about you every day.” 
My heart pounded in my chest. Beneath that neatly written text was the signature. 
“Your Secret Admirer.” 
I looked around the hall like I might catch a glimpse of her, but I was all alone. The bell had rung and I hadn’t even heard it. 
Can you blame me? For the first time in my life, somebody had a crush on me. 
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