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Baby Red Presents: 

Katie Clarkwall parked under the humming sodium lamps behind Cream City High School and stared at the dark, brick facade like it might answer back. The banners from last season’s playoffs snapped in the late-summer wind — scarlet, gold, scarlet — and the turf on the stadium field shone a slick green even this late. She had spent a decade crossing that grass. First as a kid, then as a captain, then as the graduate who could never resist dropping by between college classes to run cones with the team.

Tonight, she walked inside as Ms. Clarkwall, literature teacher, assistant coach, and keeper of a box of laminated lesson plans that still smelled like the plastic from OfficeMax.

“Katie!” Gloria Hernandez’s voice rose from the coaches’ office, warm and bright as it had always been. She stepped out in a CCHS windbreaker, her long brown hair twisted into no-nonsense boxer braids, her olive skin catching the fluorescent light. Same presence. Same steady eyes that could quiet a sideline with a look. “You’re early. That bodes well for the season.”

Katie laughed. “You trained me that way.”

“Flattery,” Gloria said, tapping the folder under her arm, “will get you through the first week.”

They reviewed tryout schedules, swap scrimmage opponents, and plan transportation. They discussed tempo and shape, specifically the up-back-through pattern that had led them to the final third the previous year, as well as the freshmen playing at top clubs. Gloria, as ever, toggled between head coach and meteorologist; if you gave her fifteen minutes and a whiteboard, she could explain the weather patterns of a match as crisply as any forecast. The entire time, Katie admired her former coach and now colleague. 

Katie hoped the feelings that had almost consumed her in high school would fade, but they seemed stronger than ever. They both wore Coach Chic, a shirt, yoga pants, and sneakers. At the whiteboard, the coach wrote, and the ass jiggled. The motion set turned a coaching meeting into a temptation. Was it on purpose? 

Katie thought she saw a hidden glance and a biting of the lip when she bent over, but she believed her mind was playing tricks on her. Gloria was the hot teacher. Everyone knew, all the male teachers were friendly to her, and all the female teachers wanted to be her friend. It would be a long season in the small coach's office, and she needed to find a way to keep these feelings at bay. 

“Quick thing,” Gloria added, almost as an afterthought. “The state coaches association is holding its preseason clinic in Madison—two days of sessions, film study, and officiating updates. I put you down as my second. Budget approved, room reserved.”

“Room?” Katie asked, pretending she didn’t already know how travel worked on a school stipend.

Gloria shrugged at a coach who’d fought for every bus dollar. “Shared. Two queens. You snore?”

“I don’t,” Katie said, then swallowed. “You?”

“Only when we win.” Gloria’s grin flashed quick, then softened. “It’ll be good for you, Katie. You’ve got a coach’s eye even when you think you’re just watching.”

The days that followed were a blur of paperwork and chalk dust, a hall pass ferry between English and athletics. In her classroom, Katie taped a poster over the whiteboard: Stories Are Just Plays with Different Grass. After the final bell, she jogged down to the field to shadow Gloria, gathering pinnies, tracking touches, and reminding shy freshmen to keep the shape of the attack. 

She told herself the quick sparks inside were simple: professional pride, adrenaline, the honest high of being useful. She told herself the heat she felt when Gloria’s palm pressed between her shoulders — guiding a new drill, steadying her — was just old habit, a warmth built from a hundred practices when she was seventeen and trying to learn the geometry of the game under a woman who seemed to see every angle.

She did not tell herself that, in college, when she had returned for winter break and found Gloria alone on the frosted field adjusting the nets, she’d recognized something new in the coach’s gaze. Not a teacher looking at a kid. A woman taking stock of a woman. The thought had steadied her pulse, only to send it racing.

What would it be like in the room? Would Gloria strip naked and change in front of her? Would she strip naked in front of Gloria and entice the woman? If they got drinks, would she be able to hold it all in? Who knows. The possibilities spun out as an endless web. Each branch of the tree of 

Madison’s hotel lobby smelled like lemon rind and carpet cleaner. They checked in behind a knot of coaches in polo shirts and sensible shoes, collected their badges, and rode the elevator up with bags bumping their shins. The sight was overwhelming for Katie: wide eyes and awe at the spectacle. To Gloria, it was another year at the conference. 

The room was standard for a travel team: two beds, bland art (a rowboat without oars), a desk, and a window that overlooked the gray of the Capitol dome beyond. Gloria dropped her duffel on the far bed, kicked off her sandals, dove onto the bed, and flipped open her folder, already sorting handouts.

Katie took the nearest bed, which happened to be the one closest to the bathroom. She strolled over to the window and took in the view. A smile on her face because she made it. One dream fulfilled. Teach and coach. Have fun—live life. Check, one off the board. The other two were pending. 

Katie's eyes drifted to Gloria in the window's reflection. Her self-proclaimed championship Culo in the air. Attempts to suppress her feelings for her mentor and first girl crush were growing harder by the minute as the space became increasingly intimate to her. Gloria’s heels were bouncing against each cheeks and looked like a snack. 

“You hungry?” Katie asked.

“Starving,” Gloria said, though she didn’t look up. The feet playfully kick the rear excitement. Each touch is more important than any on the field. “But if we don’t mark this set-piece workshop, I’ll forget which ballroom, and we’ll sit through forty-five minutes of goalkeeper gloves. Again.”

They ate room-service pasta from the opening buffet and then watched the evening keynote: a championship coach breaking down a counterattack that looked like mathematicians had drawn it. After the Q&A, they went back upstairs and spread playbooks over both beds, paper islands in a sea of white duvet.

Katie held a pen in her hand, yet she still found it hard to keep her eyes on the diagrams. The light fell across Gloria’s cheekbones and gilded the copper strands in her hair. She had always been beautiful. It wasn’t new. But sitting shoulder to shoulder, the air-conditioning humming, the door latched, it felt like a secret she was done pretending she didn’t know.

Then they took a break. Gloria needed to clean the layer of film from her travel and conference activities off her body. The woman walked into the bathroom without shedding a single piece of clothing. Katie felt relieved and let down all at the same time. The thought of Gloria’s naked body, a warm kiss, and a naked snuggle drove sleepless nights—one of many. The passionate shower where they soaped each other's bodies for what seemed like forever. Or, Gloria wakes in the middle of the night, entering her body and kissing her awake, but not her lips. Well, not the ones on her face. The most tantalizing one was in the back of the conference hall, shrouded in darkness. Sneaky and dangerous. The thoughts spark more emotion and desire in Katie as the shower stops—her turn. 

She cursed to herself. She should have attended a different school, not her old one. If she had known the temptation would be this great, she might have been better prepared. Gloria walked out of the bathroom with only a towel. Thick thighs bulged as she walked. The thick frame threatens to make the towel drop. Physics only knew it had stayed on. 

“Your turn,” Gloria said. Katie tried not to look for too long as she moved to the shower. Greedy eyes lingered, hoping the towel would fall, to gather the requirement materials to make wet dreams more accurate. Katie went into the shower and then returned a second later, having devised a devious plot. Gloria sat on the bed applying lotion to her leg—the goal insight. Katia disappeared into the shower, almost hyperventilating in excitement. 

Ten minutes later, Katie exited the shower with her light brown hair, streaked with blond, in a bun, and only a towel covering her body. Gloria wore a sports bra and yoga shorts, leaving little to the imagination. Katie would match that aura and raise her one. The secret waged with clothing and the lack thereof. 

Katie turned to the bed and then the bag holder next to the full-body mirror. The towel fell to the floor, and the room's temperature rose by ten degrees. Katie bent over, pretending to look for something close, but she was putting on a show. She found the tank top in her bag and set it down. Next, the shorts are a size too small. First, she put on the shorts, making sure to jiggle extra, as she was a large, five-foot-eight. 

Katie positions herself in such a way that she sees Gloria’s eyes peering at her. They feed on her flesh. Consuming every movement, munching on every movement. Perhaps Gloria felt the same attraction. Maybe it was something else. Katie ended the tease when she put on the tank top, pretending like she didn’t put on a show by looking at her phone and plopping on her bed. They both understood the truth, or so they thought. 

“Do you want to finish?” Gloria asked. 

Katie looked up and smiled. “Sure.” 

“See how they flatten here?” Gloria said, tapping a rectangle of Xs and Os. Her body moved closer to Katie's to the point where their perfumes intertwined. “They think they’re compact, but the pivot has no help. One early ball wide and— Katie?”

“Sorry,” Katie said. “I’m... taking it in.”

Gloria studied her, the way
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