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Chapter One: The New Girl
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Westfield Academy sat on a hill overlooking the town of Briarwood like something out of a brochure nobody had asked for. Red brick. White columns. A clock tower that hadn't told the correct time since 2011. The kind of school where parents paid too much money for their kids to learn too little, and where teachers stayed either because they loved teaching or because they had nowhere else to go.

Miss Vivienne Asher fell into neither category.

She stayed because the walls were thick and the questions were few. Because the faculty kept to themselves and the administration cared more about fundraising galas than what happened behind closed classroom doors after the final bell. She stayed because Westfield was the kind of place where a woman with her particular anatomy could exist without too much scrutiny, provided she kept her skirts long enough and her secrets locked up tight.

Vivienne had been teaching Advanced Placement English Literature for six years now. She was good at it. Genuinely good. The kind of teacher who made seniors care about Virginia Woolf for forty five minutes at a stretch, which was a minor miracle by any measure. She had a voice that carried without ever needing to be raised, the sort of low, clear tone that made students sit up straighter without knowing why. Dark auburn hair she kept pinned in a loose twist at the back of her neck. Green eyes behind tortoiseshell glasses she didn't need but wore anyway because they made her feel like a different person. A shield. A costume.

She was thirty one years old and she had never had sex.

Not once. Not with anyone.

She had kissed a girl at a house party when she was nineteen, a college sophomore named Beth who tasted like cheap beer and strawberry lip gloss, and it had been wonderful for exactly eleven seconds before Beth's hand had slid down Vivienne's stomach and found what was underneath her dress and the wonderful had turned into something else entirely. Beth had pulled away. Stared at her hand. Then back at Vivienne. Then at her hand again.

"What the fuck?"

Two words. That was all it took. Two words and the look on Beth's face, not disgust exactly but something worse. Confusion arranged into a shape that would become disgust any second. Vivienne had left the party. Walked three miles back to her dorm in the rain. Sat on her bed and stared at the wall until her roommate came home and asked if she was okay and she said yes and that was the last time she let anyone get close enough to find out.

Twelve years ago. Twelve years of long skirts and careful distances and the same recurring dream where she was naked in front of a lecture hall and everyone was staring and she couldn't find the podium to hide behind.

She was, by any conventional standard, beautiful. She didn't think of herself that way. She thought of herself as a problem she had learned to manage. Her body was the problem. Not all of it. Just the part that didn't match the rest. The cock that hung between her legs, soft and heavy even at rest, flanked by testicles that produced semen and a vagina that sat just behind them, small and functional and undeniable proof that biology had not known what to do with her and had simply tried everything. She had breasts. Full ones. Hips that curved. A waist that narrowed. Long legs and smooth skin and a face that a student had once, in an anonymous course evaluation, described as "unfairly hot for someone who teaches dead white people."

She'd read that evaluation in her car during lunch and sat there for ten minutes not knowing whether to laugh or cry.

Her cock was the problem. Seven and a half inches when soft. When hard, and it got hard more often than she wanted it to, more often than she could control, it stretched past nine inches and thickened to a girth that made tucking a genuine engineering challenge. She wore compression underwear. Two pairs sometimes. On bad days she wore a gaff she'd ordered from a specialty website, the kind designed for drag performers, and even that sometimes wasn't enough. A warm classroom. An accidental brush of her thigh against the desk. A dream she couldn't shake that lingered into the morning and left her stiff until second period. These were the minefields of her daily life.

She rarely touched herself. Not on purpose, not in the way people meant when they said it. She washed herself in the shower with a clinical efficiency that bordered on violence, getting in and out as fast as she could, refusing to look down. When she woke up hard, which was most mornings, she thought about tax returns and grocery lists and the particular way the fluorescent light in the faculty bathroom flickered until it went away. Sometimes it took five minutes. Sometimes it took an hour. Sometimes it didn't go away at all and she went to work with her cock pressed painfully against her pelvis, held down by elastic and willpower, and she taught Paradise Lost while her body screamed for something she had hardly allowed it to have.Only when the blueballs became too much to handle.  

She was not a virgin by choice, exactly. She was a virgin by terror.

The terror of someone's hand finding her. The terror of that look. The two words.

She had built her entire adult life around the avoidance of that moment, and it had worked. It had cost her everything that made life worth living, but it had worked. Nobody at Westfield knew. Nobody anywhere knew. The medical records were sealed. The name she'd been given at birth was legally changed. Vivienne Asher existed fully formed, a woman with a master's degree in English Literature and a closet full of ankle length skirts and a secret between her legs that she intended to take to her grave.

That was the plan.

The plan did not account for Melissa Calloway.

The morning of September 4th started the way most Mondays started at Westfield. The parking lot filled up with expensive cars driven by teenagers who didn't appreciate them. The coffee in the faculty lounge was burned because Coach Patterson had made it again and he measured scoops the way he measured defensive drills, which was to say aggressively and without precision. Vivienne took her cup anyway, added three sugars to kill the taste, and headed to her classroom on the second floor.

Room 214. Her sanctuary. She'd arranged it herself over the summer, the desks in a semicircle instead of rows because she believed in eye contact, bookshelves lining the back wall stuffed with paperbacks she'd bought at thrift stores, a poster of Toni Morrison next to one of Shakespeare because Vivienne believed in conversations between centuries. Her desk was large and wooden and old, the kind with drawers that stuck and a surface scarred with decades of coffee rings and pen marks. She sat behind it and felt safe.

The bell rang at 8:15.

Students filed in the way they always did. Backpacks dragging. Phones out. The collective energy of people who did not want to be where they were at this hour on a Monday morning. Vivienne watched them from behind her glasses, mentally cataloguing. Jake Prescott had gotten a haircut. Nora Williams was wearing her boyfriend's letterman jacket again, which meant they were back together, which meant the breakup had lasted four days this time. Devon St. Claire was asleep before he even sat down.

And then.

The door opened one more time and Vivienne's entire internal catalog went blank.

The girl who walked in was new. That was obvious. Not because she looked lost or uncertain, the way new students usually looked, scanning the room for an empty seat with that tight, anxious expression that said please don't make me introduce myself. No. This girl walked in like she already owned the room and was just now deciding whether she wanted to keep it.

She was, and Vivienne hated herself for the thought even as it formed, the most physically stunning person Vivienne had ever seen in person.

Not pretty. Pretty was a small word. Pretty was for girls who smiled at the right times and had nice hair and looked good in their yearbook photos. This girl was something else. Something that operated on a different frequency. She was tall, five seven or five eight, with the kind of body that made clothing into a statement rather than a covering. Long legs in ripped jeans that sat low on her hips, exposing a strip of tan stomach above the waistline. A cropped white tank top that showed her navel and the flat plane of her abdomen and the undersides of her breasts, which were full and round and braless underneath the thin fabric, her nipples faintly visible, two small points pressing against the cotton. Platinum blonde hair that fell past her shoulders in loose, careless waves, the kind of hair that looked like she'd just woken up and also like she'd spent an hour making it look that way. Full lips. Blue eyes that scanned the room with an expression of total, unbothered disinterest.

She was chewing bubble gum.

Vivienne heard the wet, rhythmic snap of it before she registered anything else. Pop. Pop. Pop. Slow and deliberate, the way a cat blinks. The girl blew a bubble, small and pink, and let it deflate against her lips without popping it, sucking it back in with a little pursing motion that was, Vivienne realized with a spike of pure panic, obscenely suggestive.

Every boy in the room was staring. Jake Prescott's jaw had come unhinged. Devon St. Claire was suddenly, miraculously, awake.

Vivienne's cock twitched inside her compression shorts.

No. No no no. Not now. Not here. She pressed her thighs together under the desk and forced herself to look at the attendance sheet.

"You must be the new student," Vivienne said. Her voice came out normal. A miracle. "Melissa Calloway?"

The girl stopped chewing. Looked at Vivienne for the first time. Really looked, the way a buyer looks at something in a shop window, appraising, measuring, deciding.

"Mhm." A single syllable wrapped around bubble gum. She popped another bubble. "That's me."

"Welcome to AP English Literature. Please take a seat."

Melissa Calloway surveyed the available desks. There were several open. She chose the one directly in front of Vivienne's desk. Dead center of the semicircle. Front row. Close enough that Vivienne could smell her perfume, something sweet and warm, vanilla and something else, coconut maybe, the kind of scent that teenage girls wore like a weapon and probably was one.

Melissa dropped into the chair and stretched her legs out, crossing them at the ankle. Her jeans rode down another inch on her hips. The strip of visible stomach widened. Vivienne saw the glint of a belly button piercing, a small silver ring.

"Cute poster," Melissa said, nodding toward the Toni Morrison. She blew another bubble. Let it pop against her lips. "She the one who wrote that sad book about the dead baby?"

A few students snickered. Vivienne kept her expression neutral.

"Beloved. Yes. And it's about quite a lot more than that."

"Cool." Melissa unwrapped a fresh piece of gum and added it to whatever was already in her mouth. The wad was getting impressive. She chewed it with her mouth slightly open, jaw working in slow, exaggerated movements that drew attention to the fullness of her lips.

Vivienne opened her textbook. Forced her eyes down to the page. Began talking about the syllabus. Her voice was steady. Her hands were steady. Her cock, inside its double layer of compression fabric, was not steady at all. It had begun to stiffen the moment Melissa walked in and it had not stopped. She could feel it growing, lengthening, pushing against the elastic in a way that was going to become visible soon if she didn't get it under control.

Tax returns. Grocery lists. The flickering light in the faculty bathroom.

She talked about the semester's reading list. Hawthorne. Fitzgerald. Morrison. Woolf. She talked about essay formats and citation styles and the difference between analysis and summary. She talked for forty five minutes straight and she did not look at Melissa Calloway once.

She didn't need to. She could hear her. The pop of the gum. The creak of the chair. At one point, Melissa raised her hand and asked if they were going to read anything "that was actually fun" and Vivienne said "Literature isn't required to be fun, Miss Calloway. It's required to be true," and Melissa had said "That's a pretty depressing way to look at it" and Vivienne had said nothing because the girl was right and also because Vivienne's cock was now fully erect and pressed against her left thigh and she was worried that if she spoke again her voice would crack.

The bell rang. Students stood. Shuffled out. Melissa took her time, packing her bag with the leisurely pace of someone who had no next class she cared about being on time for. She looked up at Vivienne as she passed the desk.

"Thanks, Miss Asher."

Pop.

She walked out. Vivienne watched her go. Watched the way her hips moved in those ripped jeans, the denim stretched tight over the round curve of her ass, each step a subtle swaying motion that seemed engineered by some cruel god specifically to torment AP English teachers with secrets. The belly button piercing caught the fluorescent light one last time as Melissa turned the corner, and then she was gone.

Vivienne sat behind her desk for ten minutes after the room emptied. Her cock throbbed inside her compression shorts, straining, leaking, leaving a damp spot she could feel spreading against her thigh. She pressed her palms flat against the desktop and closed her eyes.

The flickering light. Tax returns. Grocery lists.

It took fifteen minutes this time.

When she finally stood up, her legs were shaking.
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