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“This cannot happen again. Is that understood?” Headmaster Stevens’s eyes moved from Amy to Ariana and back again. It angered the brunette. She tightened her lips to stop herself from complaining.

Ariana was the one always messing with her. Why did both of them always get in the same trouble? It wasn’t as if she hadn’t complained about the other girl plenty of times before, but the faculty only seemed to care when things got physical. Amy could get insulted all day long, but if that was all that happened, the teachers didn’t seem to care.

It irritated her. The worst of it was her father. His hand tightened slightly on her shoulder, a silent warning to behave, and it only made Amy seethe. How many times had she complained to him about her bullies? He always tried to make light of the situation, but god help her if she did something to shut Ariana up. Then he could complain for days.

A quick glance showed the other girl was paying just as much attention to the headmaster as Amy herself, but Ariana wasn’t who Amy’s gaze lingered on. Almost unconsciously, her eyes moved to the woman a few feet behind the blonde, and she swallowed a little when Miss Andrews’s eyes glanced back at her.

If someone had told her a few days before that Ariana was simply a washed-out version of her mother, Amy wouldn’t believe it. Oh, she hated the girl, but she would admit Ariana was quite attractive, easily one of the most beautiful girls in school. Her mother made her pale in comparison.

The older woman had nicer hair, a far more regal face, and curves for days. And she dressed like someone that knew she was gorgeous. Even the headmaster couldn’t help but throw her a glance once or twice, and the man was practically ancient. Amy couldn’t say if her father was ogling the woman, not without turning, but it wouldn’t surprise her if he didn’t. Her father was certainly a boring man, and the blonde wasn’t a woman for boring men.

Maybe Amy wasn’t fair to her father. He had loved her mother, was still in love with the woman, even if she had been dead for more than a decade.

She shook her head. No thinking about that, only pain followed those thoughts.

Without quite meaning to, she eyed Ariana’s mother once more, wondering about her age. She didn’t consciously look at the woman’s breasts, but once she realized what she was doing, she didn’t look away either. She liked the sight, and almost certainly the woman wanted people to look. She wouldn’t use such a tight top otherwise, would she?

Miss Andrews shifted a little, which made that bust a little more noticeable, and Amy only realized the gesture had been on purpose when she looked at the blonde’s face and saw her looking back.

For a moment, her breath caught, before she realized the woman seemed amused. A glint of something like challenge shined from those eyes, and Amy didn’t shy away from it. If the other woman wanted her to ogle, who was she to deny her?

Eventually the headmaster’s rant ended. Amy and Ariana got to their feet, and they glared at one another once they were out of the office. Amy’s father pushed her, gently, and she stopped her exchange with the other girl and moved away, preparing herself for what would follow. She could imagine what he would say, something about how he hated it when she fought at school and that he felt disappointed.

She was proven correct the moment they got out of the main building. “I’m disappointed in you.”

“Tell me something new.” She muttered under her breath, careful not to let the words reach him, though he saw her lips move and narrowed his eyes. Amy looked aside, not quite willing to defy him.

Her relationship with her father hadn’t been the best in a long time. Once she might have been the daughter he always dreamed with, but that changed. Oh, her grades were great, he couldn’t complain about that too much, but she wasn’t as quiet and calm as she had once been, she liked to party, and she might have gotten herself in some trouble in the past. Nothing major, but the kind of things a father like hers didn’t want anyone else to know. It wouldn’t do for a respected businessman to have a daughter who liked to party hard, would it?

Maybe if he spent more time at home, she wouldn’t act out so much.

Amy breathed out in a sigh. She was just trying to enjoy life while she could. Once she got to college, there would be partying as well, but she would have to focus quite a bit on her studies, she wouldn’t risk her future over fun. High-school was easy, and she was an adult, had been for more than half-a-year. Now was the time to have real fun.

“It’s not the first time you involve yourself in a fight, and I know I didn’t raise you that way.” Her father continued as they slowly moved to the main gate.

“Funny, you used to tell me not to take crap from anyone. Was I supposed to let Ariana insult me as she wished and do nothing?”

His eyes narrowed just slightly. “I’m fairly certain I did not use those words.”

“The intention was the same.” Amy shrugged. “So, tell me exactly what should I do in this situation?”

“You shouldn’t let her insults bother you for one.” He pointed out, seemingly unconcerned, and it only pissed off Amy.

“Yes, because that worked perfectly in the past.” Sarcasm poured out of her, and her father glared. She understood very well just how much he hated it when she mocked him, which only ensured she did it when he pissed her off. “I tried to ignore her for months, but I can only take someone telling me I have tits like a cow, or calling me china girl for so long before I blow up.”

Amy knew Ariana only insulted her looks because she was jealous of them. While the blonde was indubitably gorgeous, she didn’t have Amy’s curves, and the way the girl gazed at her chest let her understand perfectly well the blonde wanted to have breasts like hers. If that was all there was to it, the girl wouldn’t bother her much.

The comments about her ancestry were something else. Her mother had been Japanese, and she had been the sweetest woman in the world. Amy had always been proud of looking like her, and to have someone insult her simply because of her hair or her eyes made her angry.

If her father knew her half as well as he thought he did, he would understand it.

He got angry at her. She could see how his fists tightened slightly, but that anger vanished just as quickly as it appeared, and Amy looked away, suddenly fighting against the urge to let a few tears escape from her eyes. Why couldn’t he actually try to defend her for once? He understood well enough that those words hurt her. He could try to ensure no one insulted her like that again.

It was just easier for him to ignore the situation.

“You should be above petty insults and words, and you should definitively avoid involving yourself in fights, much less start them.” He stopped, eyed her and only continued moving once she looked away. She knew his games well enough by now, and didn’t waste any time, looked away as quickly as she could. If he thought that meant he won the argument, she didn’t care. She just wasn’t in the mood to listen to him any longer.

They got to the gate quickly enough, and as they passed by it, her father’s phone rang. Amy stilled, crossed her arms under her generous chest, unconsciously pushing it up, and just watched him. A bitter smile filled her lips.

She could almost bet the call was about work, and she just waited for what she knew would come. It didn’t take long.

“Something came up,” Her father said eventually, looking at her. When he saw her posture, he stilled, then looked aside. “Can you get home on your own?”

“Nothing I don’t do every day.” She didn’t bother saying anything else, and he didn’t contradict her.

“I’ll see you home, then.” He hesitated before starting to move away, paused and looked at her, not quite meeting her eyes, and then continued.

Amy watched him go, sighed once he got out of sight.

“Fathers can be blind to their daughters’ needs, can’t they?” The honeyed voice that came from behind Amy made her jump, and someone chuckled. She turned and faced Mrs. Andrews, and she didn’t know what to say at first.

She had been ogling the blonde just a few minutes earlier, and she was Ariana’s mother, the girl Amy had gotten into a fight with. Not exactly something that would endear her to most mothers.

Eventually, she gathered herself, tried to make her lips twitch into something that resembled a smile. “Mrs. Andrews, it’s nice to meet you.”

The blonde raised an eyebrow. “Is it?” Her tone was amused, and Amy flushed at it. “Color me a little surprised, I wouldn’t have liked to meet me if I was in your place. This whole situation is getting a little tiresome.”

“Tell that to your daughter.” Amy hadn’t meant to say those words, pressed a hand against her lips after they escaped her. Fortunately for her Mrs. Andrews laughed, loudly, and her laugh did some very interesting things to her chest. The temptation was too great, and Amy looked, almost licked her lips at it.

“My Ariana needs to learn how to flirt with a pretty girl.” The older woman took a step forward after saying that, and only then did Amy realize just how close the woman was.

Her cheeks gained a tint of red when she processed the words. Did the woman know what she was doing
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