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As the intensity of the argument progressively rose up, so did the two women’s voices. They were not shouting at each other, but they were getting pretty close to it. The school’s teachers’ lounge was not exactly closet-sized, but it was not Madison Square Garden either and the angry words reverberated around it, reaching each recipient’s ears with uncompromising clarity. 

While both women were obviously quite hot under the collar, it was Emily Wilson who seemed to be the slightly more bellicose of the two at the moment and she firmly believed that she had every reason to be so. 

The 28-year-old Washington native had been teaching history at the school for 5 years and she had been doing a good job of it – as well as of other things. Capable and intelligent, she had had no difficulties advancing to the position of an assistant principal within 3 years of joining the school and was now recognized as a leading candidate for becoming deputy principal next year. Until recently, she had actually been convinced that she is the leading candidate – the only candidate, really – but, much to her chagrin and annoyance, she had recently learned that there was another application for the post that was being seriously considered. That would have been bad enough by itself, but what made it positively insufferable to Emily was the fact that the application in question was that of mathematics teacher and fellow assistant principal Kristin Becker. 

Emily hated Kristin; she had hated her on sight and the hatred had grown exponentially with each passing day. She had plenty of reasons for that too. For one, Kristin was exceptionally good-looking and therefore her arrival 3 years ago had challenged Emily’s position of most attractive woman on the staff, which the history teacher had enjoyed since her first day at the school. What made things worse was the fact that Kristin, while educated and living in the US, was in fact a foreigner – a German, to be more precise – and Emily did not like foreigners in the slightest. She would not go as far as to deny their right to exist, but she firmly believed that, if they absolutely had to exist, they should do so in some other country.  

Of course, the icing on the cake was Kristin’s rather meteoric rise through the ranks. She had made assistant principal after only two years at the school, and now, at the end of her third, she was apparently in line for deputy principal next year, and – if the rumors were to be believed – she actually had the backing of the principal herself. 

That last thing was something Emily could not understand. It seemed incredulous to her that Samantha Hayes – a woman as strict and stringent as they come and a perfect bitch altogether – would even consider playing favoritism, let alone actually do so. Especially given the fact that, despite her 43 years, the principal was still quite an eye-catching woman and should therefore have a natural loathing for other eye-catching women. And yet, there it was: for the last couple of years or so, Kristin Becker had seemed to be in Miss Hayes’ good books for some reason. It was nothing obvious; just a bunch of small, subtle things that hinted rather than told.

Emily had always been good at taking hints, though, and she had not had any trouble in drawing her conclusions from those. She also did not intend to give any of it a pass. She had worked really hard to get where she was, and she was damned if she would let her further progress, which she believed she had fully earned, be stymied by some German bitch trying to play teacher’s pet – or principal’s pet, as it were. She had already explained this in no uncertain terms, having cornered Kristin in the teachers’ lounge after classes, but the explanation apparently had not registered and that had necessitated the raising of her voice and the use of even more uncertain terms in an attempt to get her point across. 

Kristin Becker could not care less about what Emily Wilson said or did. The 27-year-old Berlin-born beauty hated Emily just as much as Emily hated her and for pretty much the same reasons. Despite the fact that she had chosen to live in the US, she was not particularly fond of Americans – especially American women – in general, and she also detested Emily personally, both for her character and stunning looks, as well as for her undeniable professional merits. She now gathered the other woman was agitated, but that did not bother her in the slightest. Quite the opposite – it actually pleased her. Besides, she could not – or did not want to – understand what the fuss was about. Even without the personal and general hatred, she still would not have given a damn about Emily’s ranting. No less smart and capable than Emily, Kristin believed that she had paid her dues and deserved all the breaks she knew were about to come her way. She had already explained this to Emily in no uncertain terms, but the explanation apparently had not registered and that had necessitated the raising of her voice and the use of even more uncertain terms in an attempt to get her point across. 

The exchange of catty remarks had been a staple of all communication between Emily and Kristin since day one, and it had also been a staple of this particular conversation. However, as the discussion went on without any discernable results, tempers seemed to flare dangerously and the catty remarks were gradually replaced by more crude statements.

“... and I don’t care if you think you have Hayes’ backin’,” Emily was speaking at an ever-increasing volume, her brown eyes flashing angrily, “That promotion is mine and you know it! I’ve worked hard for it and I’ll be damned if I’ll let some German bitch waltz in and take it on her second day on the job! Things like that are earned, not handed out!”

“If that’s your way of tryin’ to remind me that you’ve been here longer than me – don’t bother,” Kristin retorted, her blue eyes also flashing. Having been living in the US for almost ten years, she spoke English perfectly, without any accent, “I’m aware of it and it doesn’t matter; it only means you’re old! As you said, these things are earned and I have earned it. As much as it burns you, I’m much better than you; I am becomin’ deputy next year and there isn’t a thing you can do about it!”

“Don’t bet on in, cupcake,” Emily said, her voice suddenly dropping. She had instigated this encounter in the vague hope of somehow talking Kristin out of the race, but she now realized that she had only wasted her time – probably a good quarter of an hour of it. She should have known better, she thought. However, the realization did not mean that she was prepared to just pack up and leave; she was determined to resolve the situation – one way or another. 

“I’ve no doubts that you’re used to just takin’ things – or rather havin’ them handed to you – but this time you got it all wrong, I’m afraid,” Emily continued in a low, cold voice, “I don’t see anyone else here to do your work for you, and even if there was, it still wouldn’t do you any good. I’m nothin’ like the people you’re probably used to deal with; you’re not taking anythin’ of mine and you’ll realize that soon enough.”

“It’s you who has it all wrong,” Kristin replied in the same low, cold voice, “I don’t need anyone to do things for me. Also, I can take anythin’ of yours anytime I choose... except that you don’t have anythin’ worth taking. If you’re referrin’ to that deputy spot, it just shows how delusional you are: That’s not yours and never will be.”  

“Oh, I beg to differ –” Emily began.

“You can beg all you want; it won’t change anythin’,” Kristin interjected quickly.

“How about we try somethin’ that would change a lot of things then? See who ends up beggin’...” Emily said, now seeing that there really was only one course of action available to her, “Seems to me like we got quite an issue on our hands. And do you know how real women settle issues between them?” Here Emily quickly shook her head as she went on: “That was a stupid question. Of course you don’t; how could you...”

“Oh, I know perfectly well how real women settle issues,” Kristin said, “What I don’t know is who the hell told you about it.”

The women now moved forward, coming to within three feet of each other, their eyes firmly locked
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