
        
            
                
            
        

    















I hadn’t made a lot of personal connections in my travels as a sub. Everyday I’d go from school to school, teach the kids what the regular teacher left for me to teach them, and go home again. In and out. That’s the way I’d always done it.
I prefered the solitude of it. The elementary schools I usually ended up at were loaded with young, single, out-going and hot teachers. And I was just never any good around that kind of thing. I ended up reverting to my old high-school self, staring off sideways, turning my shoulders toward the lockers as I slinked through the hallways, or saying weird and stupid things and apologizing with mumbles while staring down at my twisting shoes. I was nothing like any of the characters in the books I read. Nothing at all like them.
And then I was sent to Greenwood Elementary. I found the staffroom before any of the other regular teachers came in for their morning coffee break. I had never been to the school before — it was small, with only seven classrooms. I sat at one of the two big round tables, the one furthest back in the corner, and I fingered my snack bits in my plastic container and minded my own business, which I was very good at.
A teacher came in and I immediately dropped my face down into the top of my container and I curled my shoulders over. She was exactly the type that made high school so painful, lo those 10 years ago. Blonde hair that hung down straight and smooth with a sheen like a plate of golden glass. She was tall and fit, and she had a smile so wide, you felt dipped in warm honey just to look at her. She was happy — they were always so happy.
“Who you in for?” she said, turning her back to me as she pushed a pod into the coffee machine with fingers tipped with pink-gloss painted nails. She twisted on her waist and dropped her chin over her shoulder at me and she squinted and frowned when I didn’t answer right away. They think everyone’s so happy, too.
She forced me to talk the way she knew how to do that with her quiet kids. They were all like that, those elementary teachers — they drew you out.
“Mrs. Woods?” I said, and I squinted back at her and shrugged. It’s the weird thing about being a substitute — you never meet the teacher you’re in for. But all the other teachers make you out to be some copy of them, a clone, even, like you would know them more than anyone else there would.
“Oh god,” the teacher groaned and she rolled her eyes. “Right?” she said. She thought nothing of pulling out a chair at the table and plopping herself down directly opposite me.
Despite my body language making it clear I was playing the role of the quiet loner that day, like every day, the teacher insisted on having it her way.
She crossed one long leg over the other, took up her mug in both long-fingered hands, and slouched back in her chair, wriggling in it and getting comfortable. “Grade sevens,” she said with a groan, and she pulled a sideways grin and smirked. “I could never handle that classroom. Good for you.”
I had to ask it. She left it hanging out there, circling her pink lips, small and round, blowing a stream of breath over the snapping curls of steam rising up off her coffee. “What do you teach?” I finally said, giving in.
“Kindergarten!” she said instantly, pride stretching across her face with that smile again, the kind of smile that pinned me to cork like a spread moth. Her blue eyes were electric. Her skin was alabaster. The word “arresting” came to mind.
I shivered once, clenched down throughout my body, and looked away. She smelled of rain and grass and sunshine. She looked like a bright day. She sounded like a singer.
“I’m Dakota,” she said, and she snorted lightly.
She hung her mouth half-open and turned half away, waiting for me to reciprocate. Again.
“Ethen,” I finally said. She left me no choice.
She spun around and away. Two more teachers came in deep in a conversation about some kid they were trying to figure out.
“Ethen’s in for Rose,” Dakota called to them.
“Oh, you poor, poor man!” one of them said, and they all laughed privately. She sat at the same table Dakota and me were at and sipped a mug of tea. “I’m Alana, grade one,” she said, and she hung her hand out over the table to shake my hand. I had to do it, she kept wagging it at me, and so I did.
“And that’s Laila,” Dakota said, gesturing with her chin to the back of the other teacher who went over to hunch herself around the coffee machine. “Grade 2,” she added. Laila waved behind her back without turning to look. “Where’s Tatum?” Dakota said to her.
“Coming,” Laila said without turning.
Just then a few other teachers came in and the principal, too, who I recognized from when I first showed up in the morning. They all sat around the other table, while one more joined us to make five around the back table.
“Tatum,” Dakota said, and she gestured with her hand out toward the latest one. “She does grade 3.”
I lifted my face from the table and sat up straighter. I narrowed my eyes at Dakota first. “Dakota, kindergarten,” I said with a nod. I turned left. “Alana, grade one,” I said with a nod. Between her and Dakota, I squinted a moment. “Laila, grade two,” I said, and I turned to my right. “And Tatum, grade three,” I nodded once more, firmly.
Dakota clapped. “Very, very good!”she said. She half turned without looking all the way to the other table. “Hey, Grace, can we keep this one?”
Grace turned out to be the name of the principal. “You want to come back tomorrow?” she said to me without raising her eyes from her own coffee mug.
“I can do that, I guess,” I said. I frowned at the tabletop.
“You’re booked in,” she said. “Don’t make yourself available in the system.”
I nodded. “Alright,” I said.
Dakota turned back to me and slouched down even further in her chair with a self-satisfied grin. “See? Easy-peasy,” she said. Her smile was slaying me anew over and over.
“Are you new?” Alana said, blowing over the top of her mug she held gingerly between the fingertips of both hands.
“New to this district,” I said with a nod. “First day actually,” I said with a smirk, and I looked down. I don’t know why that fact should have embarrassed me. I was always embarrassed about personal and specific information, even if it was irrelevant.
“Oh my god!” Tatum said, and she slapped my leg like it was nothing. “Your first day as a teacher?”
“No, no,” I said. “I’ve been subbing for a few years,” I said, and I nodded to reassure her I was not that new.
“Can’t get a contract?” Laila said, and she pursed her lips sympathetically at me. “It’s hard, I know.”
“No, no,” I said, correcting her next. “I only ever want to sub.”
“Why?” Alana said, bluntly and without hesitation, as though it was perfectly fine to inquire into the deepest recesses of the motivations of complete strangers. I never did that — I always left people alone with their reasons. It was best.
“I just . . . ” I shrugged and hesitated. “. . . I do a lot of other things.”
“Like what?” Alana said. She was relentless. She was persistent.
I looked around the table. All four young female teachers looked back at me with the same wide-open, clear, innocent, and probing eyes. They weren’t giving me any space at all to hide in. There was a reason, I remembered, that I always liked subbing in high school more than elementary schools. Regular teachers in high schools never want to get to know you. They would much rather not interact at all, which I found better.
“Just this and that,” I said, and I wavered my hand over the table. “Just stuff,” I said and I shrugged.
“Stuff?” Dakota said.
I glanced up through the tops of my eyes at her. She was looking back at me with a sideways grin and a twinkle in her eye, too. I began to see where her mind was going. The other girls, too, were becoming more intrigued and curious the more I obfuscated. I heaved up in my chest and sighed. They weren’t letting me squiggle free. They were utterly destroying my anonymous facade.
“It’s usually just a bit of coding,” I said, and I shrugged. “And it pulls me out of town sometimesm, for lengthy periods.” 
“What kind of coding pulls you out of town?” Alana said. They all leaned forward now, all of them needing to know, all eyes locked on mine. The more I squirmed, the deeper the hook sank in my cheek.
I shrugged trying to dismiss the interest. I knew they would make it out to be more than it really was. People always did. But I was trapped. “I design lighting for shows,” I said. “I code them.”
“What kind of shows?” Alana said, not even waiting a second.
I glared at her. She was penetrating me and not letting me get away, and the way she grinned at me, she knew it, too.
“Concerts,” I said in a low murmur, and I shrugged.
“Oh my god!” she said, and she mentioned one of the biggest female artists of the time. “Like her shows?”
I nodded and squinted. “That one, yeah,” I said. “I did that one.”
“When you say lighting, do you mean like . . . ?” she trailed off.
I nodded at her silently. She wasn’t going to leave it alone. “The . . . “ I said, and I hung my hands from my wrists and twisted them up and down, fingers spread out. “ . . . the whole thing,” I said.
“That is so wild!” Alana said.
“I went to her concert!” Dakota said. “You did the light show there?” Her eyes widened and her chin dropped. “It was awesome!”
I shrugged. “Yeah, well,” I said. “I don’t do the lights per se,” I said, and I frowned. “I just create the program that does the lights.”  I realized that that probably sounded like the same thing to them, and I guess it technically was. “And I figure out where they go, I guess,” I murmured down into my cup. “The lights.”
“So you know her?” Laila said.
“I’ve known her a few years, yeah,” I said not looking up.
“What are you doing here then?” Alana said, and she snorted and shook her head.
“Parents,” I said, and I grimaced. “I needed to be closer.”
“I mean, why are you teaching? You hang out with the rich and famous!” she said.
I shrugged. “It’s not that busy,” I said, trying one potential answer out. “Not that big a deal,” I said by way of a second answer. “We don’t hang out-hang out,” I tried.
“You work with the biggest artist in the world, and you’re not that busy?” Alana said, full of skepticism.
“I don’t take that many jobs,” I said, trying to explain without giving too much away.
“Why not?” she said in her disarmingly direct way.
“It’s just light,” I said. “The moment you see it, it’s gone,” I said. “It’s not even real,” I murmured. “Your mind creates it all. It’s just electromagnetic waves flying around,” I said. “It’s just energy. It’s invisible, actually. It’s nothing.” The truth was, it nearly killed me, each job. I puked every night.
“So what’s wrong with your parents?” Alana said.
Tatum gasped at her and Dakota slapped her arm. “You don’t just ask that!” she said.
“It’s okay,” I said, and I shrugged. I was glad for the change of topic. They had already pulled out of me more than anyone normally could, and it was only half way through a 15-minute coffee break. I had told all of them, perfect strangers, already more than I ever told my own parents about what I do. “Just a lot of medical appointments,” I said. “I had to be closer to home.” They never asked, my parents. They never had that much interest.
“So do you live with them?” Alana said.
Tatum gasped again and dropped her mouth more widely open at her. “Alana!” she said to her in a hushed and shocked voice.
“Just asking!” she said.
“It’s okay,” I said with a grin. “I do, but it’s a bit cramped.” I chuckled. “To be honest.”
“No doubt,” she said.
“There’s a vacant apartment on the top of our house,” Dakota blurted out. She immediately looked down and away from the other teachers. “Well, there is,” she said with a shrug.
Tatum tapped me on my arm. “We all ended up living in the same building, isn’t that funny? This big, old, super-tall house, all cut up into separate apartments. It’s funny,” she said. She turned to Dakota. “Weren’t you the first one in there?”
“I was first,” Laila said. “By a day. I didn’t even know Dakota when she moved in — and then we saw each other at the same school!” she said and she laughed.
Dakota raised her face to her and smiled. “That day was so funny.”
“And before you know it, all of us are living in the same place — five apartments, and four teachers, all from the same school, can you imagine?” she said, and she laughed.
“And the empty one — who lived there?” I said.
“Just somebody else,” Dakota said with a shrug. She wouldn’t lift her eyes to mine.
“An old lady who died up there!” Alana said.
“Oh my god!” Tatum cried out loud at her.
“Well she did!” Alana shouted back to her in a whisper.
“He’s never going to want to take it now!” Tatum said.
“Were you thinking of taking it?” Dakota said. “The owner did a really good job of re-doing it and re-painting it and everything,” she said with a shrug and a grimace.
“Depends on what she died of, I guess,” I said. “Wouldn’t be neighbor-cide, would it?”
All four of them burst out laughing and covered their mouths and snorted. It was, till then, the most popular moment in my life.
“Come over this evening,” Dakota said. “I’ll show it to you,” she nodded. “I’d rather we pick who goes up there rather than just some rando the owner finds.”
“He’s already a teacher, he’ll fit right in,” Laila said.
“But could you handle the four of us all piled up under you?” Alana said.
Tatum flared her eyes at her and blushed and looked down. She kicked her under the table.
“All in the same house, I mean?” Alana said, and she glared back at Tatum.
“I don’t usually have too much to do with neighbors,” I said, by which I meant I never knew my neighbors anywhere I lived, nor did I have much to do with anyone, anywhere, at anytime.
“Don’t be silly,” Dakota said. “Come over this evening, I’ll show it to you, you’ll love it, it’s totally quirky, just like you,” she said, and she laughed.
“I’m fine at home,” I said.
“Oh my god,” Alana said. “I don’t even know you and I can tell you’re dying there,” she said. “You will come over and look at it at least, and that’s final,” she said.
“Just see how it feels at least,” Tatum said, as though confiding in me, taking my side. “You might find you like it,” she said. “Four young, cute and hot single girls all under your roof,” she said, and she grinned sideways at me and pulled her hair in front of her eyes.
“Don’t fall for Tatum’s charms,” Dakota said, “she’s the one that killed the lady.”
Tatum burst out laughing. “I did not!” she silently screamed.
“You were the last one to see her alive!” Dakota said.
Tatum snorted and buried her face in my arm, pulling the fabric of my shirt over her eyes. “She died having tea with me,” she groaned to me through a grin, and she squirmed in her seat. “I didn’t poison her though!” she growled at Dakota, but everyone snickered.
“Just saying,” Dakota got up, pretending to ignore Tatum. “Watch this one.” She reached for and took my phone out of my hand without asking and she typed her number into it and sent herself a message with it. “I’ll text you the address. 7:30. I’ll tell the owner,” she said, and she handed my phone back to me. A moment later a message came to it from her phone: an address and a heart emoji.
“If Dakota likes you,” Alana said as we all went out of the staff room together, “the place is yours. The owner trusts everything she says.”
I had to do it, as uncomfortable as it made me. I sat in my front seat half a block away and leaned over my steering wheel, and I sighed. The house looked like something out of a picture in a children’s book — it was impossibly tall and narrow. It was all red brick and white trim, and it even appeared to lean over a bit toward the top, like a cartoon. It didn’t help that it sat on top of a small rise and seemed to be all by itself.
I went up the front steps onto the old-fashioned porch and I inhaled deeply and shot my chin out sideways. There was no escape. I pressed the doorbell and looked through the oval window in the carved front door, covered in white linen.
Dakota flew out of a door on the left and flung the front door open and invited me in. She lived in the apartment on the left inside the wide front hallway, and Tatum lived on the right side. At the top of a wide, old-fashioned set of curving stairs, it was Laila on the left and Alana on the right, directly above the two girls below.
Further around the wide carpeted stairs and past the hallway banisters and through a small opening beside a tall, narrow window — through which I could already see we were high up — was a narrow, darker set of steep and creaking stairs. At the top was a narrow door, and through the door, we emerged into a much smaller, more hovel-like apartment tucked under the risers set in the roof of the old, tall house.
All the ceilings were sloped one way or the other. The floor had disorienting tilts to it. There were tiny doors close to the bottom of the walls through which deep, dark spaces stretched away. It had a tiny balcony off the kitchen that hung to the back of the top of the house like a wind-blown rope bridge across a crevice in the mountains. The kitchen was tiny. The bedroom was tucked inside a dormer. The whole place was angles and dips and corners and arches. But as Dakota promised, it was immaculately clean and freshly painted. It didn’t feel like someone died up there.
“I do love it,” I said. I had to say it — anything else would have been dishonest. It suited me to a T, but how Dakota knew it would, mystified me. She told me the rent. It was half what I was prepared to hear. “That’s too cheap,” I said.
“Owner has no mortgage,” she shrugged. “Cares more about everything going smoothly than making money. You can fix little things, right?” she said.
I nodded. I could. Fixing little things was what I would describe as my hobby. I liked finding them and bringing them home — abandoned broken things on the sides of the roads. Sometimes I just drove around looking for them.
“I’ll tell the owner,” she said.
“Just like that?” I said.
“Just like that,” she said, and she went up on her toes, leaned closer to me with her fingers gently pressing into my shoulders, and she touched her lips to my cheek. She snickered and turned and went back down. “What have you got?” she said.
“A duffle bag,” I said.
She snorted. “I mean furniture.”
I shrugged. “Camping gear.”
“Perfect,” she said. “There’s a storage room in the basement — we can go down and grab whatever you need on Saturday.”
I went back to my parents and told them I found a place. I told them it was nearby. They were as fed up with me as I was with them, so there were no hard feelings. I threw my duffle bag in the back of my old white pick-up truck and put my computer and stuff in the front and drove back over to The Bates, the name the girls had given their house, on account of the way it looked from the outside, complete with the (former) old lady living in the top of it, just like in Psycho.
I used my camping gear for the first few nights — a foam pad and sleeping bag on the floor, a lawn chair with cup holder in the kitchen, a cooler for a table. I had a can and a can opener in my hands when I heard a tap at my door. I opened it to find Dakota standing at the top of my narrow, dark stairs.
“Oh my god, don’t be ridiculous,” she said, and she took the can and opener out of my hands, put them down on the counter, and took my wrist in her hand. She lead me down the narrow steep stairs, around to the wide, more grandiose stairs, and down to the ground floor and through her door into her apartment. “I have too much dinner, anyway,” she said. “Hope you don’t mind Indian.”
We sat on her couch in her big, front living room, and held our plates in our laps and ate her take-out curry chicken and rice. Alana came in without knocking or speaking and put a bag of chips down on the coffee table and plopped down onto the couch, shoving me over between herself and Dakota with her knees and settling in immediately to whatever show we already had on.
I stared at the screen uncomfortable with the silence, but not that uncomfortable, surprisingly.
Before long, Tatum came in, also without knocking, and she sank into a chair at the side of the couch. Laila was not far behind her. She sat down on the floor and leaned back against the front of the couch between Alana’s legs that she shoved apart. I slowly turned to look over at Dakota. She didn’t look back at me, but she knew what I was wondering.
“I have the biggest living room,” she said.
“And the biggest screen,” Tatum said, also without looking.
Alana turned her face to my side. “And we all like it big,” she said, deadpan.
“Oh my god!” Tatum squealed at her and she reached out to slap her leg. “Ignore her,” she said to me.
With everyone absorbed in the show, I looked through the corners of my eyes hard to my left, scanned around the room and hard to my right, slowly and secretly, taking in my new and strange environment, and I went back to the screen in front of us. I had no idea what show was. I didn’t watch shows. I wouldn’t have known even if I had, though. I was relaxing — or very nearly looking like it — in a dark, quiet room with four young, hot, and cute single girls, as Tatum had described them, not incorrectly. I felt like the guy in the park when butterflies or hummingbirds land on his head and he’s filled with joy but mustn’t move a muscle for fear of frightening them off. I felt like the guy on the verge of waking up from the best dream he’s ever had, desperate to not stir, lest it all evaporate like steam rising from a cup, along with the feeling of it.
I swallowed and stared at the screen and my mouth slowly dropped open. I was pretty sure I had never felt anything like what I was feeling just then, ever before. Dakota startled me, touching the side of her bent finger to the underside of my chin, and she pushed it up to close my mouth, and she snickered privately.
I looked slowly sideways and over my shoulder at her. She and I held each other’s gaze for three full beats, before she blinked and went back to the screen, a private, sideways smirk on her face. I had never held the gaze of a girl with my eyes that long before. She turned sideways to lean against the arm of the couch and she pushed her leg down and squished her foot under my thigh. She wriggled it in deeper under me. I dropped my hand surreptitiously down to her ankle and I massaged her there, secretly. My heart pounded like I was running a sprint. It was unlike me, doing that. Everything was unlike me that whole day.
Alana stirred and re-settled, seemingly unable to get comfortable. Finally, she slinked all the way down until only her head was propped up against the back of the couch. Her knees were slung over Laila’s shoulders and her heels dangled in her lap. Laila wrapped her arms around Alana’s calves like they were the restraints on a fair ride, and she leaned her head back so far her hair spread over the couch cushion between Alana’s legs.
Alana started to stroke and comb Laila’s hair, making it fan out smooth and shiny between her legs. Then she poked her tongue out between her teeth, looked sideways at me with a grin, and took my wrist in her hand. She moved my hand to make me stroke my fingers through Laila’s hair the way she had been stroking it, and she raised her shoulders and snickered silently, tricking Laila like that. She let me go and pushed her fingers under my thigh and she curled them and scratched at the underside of my jeans with the tips of her nails.
I took my hand out of Laila’s spread hair and she twisted around and glanced at me over her shoulder. It was dark enough in the room nobody could really see what anyone else was doing. But Laila wasn’t fooled for a second. She knew it was me who had been stroking her hair. I went back to it and she leaned her head further back and moaned loud enough anyone could have heard it. Her hand fell onto my foot and she massaged it, pressing her fingertips into the tiny bones spreading out to each toe.
I squinted my eyes and frowned at the show. My mind reeled. Dakota on my left was secretly wriggling her toes under my left thigh and closing her eyes while I massaged her ankle and calf. Alana on my right was twisting her fingers into my right thigh and scratching me there and pushing her body against mine. I was pulling on and wrapping my hands in Laila’s hair where she sat below me while she massaged my foot and moaned quietly.
Just then, Tatum got up and made her way to Dakota’s kitchen, passing by the back of the couch behind us. She dragged her fingernail over the back of my neck. I spun around. She leaned down over my shoulder and put her mouth close to my ear. “You seem to have fallen into a house full of lonely, desperate girls,” she whispered, and she laughed and strode away, glancing over her shoulder at me with a grin as she receded.
“Speak for yourself, bee-atch,” Dakota said without opening her eyes. She must have heard her.
“Only one lonely desperate girl here,” Alana called out to Tatum. She must have heard her too. Tatum squealed in the kitchen and laughed.
“I don’t mind admitting I’m lonely and desperate,” said Laila, stretching her head further back over the cushion and not even pretending to watch the show. “I haven’t had sex in like six weeks.”
“What Laila calls sex and what anyone else calls sex is not the same,” Dakota said to me as though I had asked for an explanation. 
“Giving a blow job is not getting laid,” Laila said to Dakota without turning. She reached up and over her head to find my wrist, and she urged me to continue stroking and pulling her hair.
“You said ‘having sex,’ not ‘getting laid’,” Tatum said, coming back from the kitchen with a glass of water. She leaned over my other shoulder and snickered close to my ear. “Laila gives blowjobs on first dates,” she said, and she shrieked and skipped off high on her toes and dashed back to her chair.
Laila twisted around and rested her chin on my knee. “Not always,” she said, and she shook her head and pursed her lips. “At least I don’t fuck on every first date,” she said, pushing her eyes to their corners toward Tatum.
“The walls and floors are thin in this house,” Dakota said, giving me more explanation. “And Tatum is a screamer.”
“Oh my god!” Tatum shouted from her chair and she whipped a pillow at Dakota. “Don’t tell him that!”
“He’s going to find out soon enough,” Alana said. “You can hear everything in the whole house up there in the psycho room.”
“Do you mind that we call your apartment the psych room?” Dakota said, and she snorted. “That old lady who Alana poisoned was deaf, so . . . “ she said.
“I did not poison her!” Alana shrieked. “Ethen’s going to think something is wrong with us if you keep saying that!”
Laila twisted around onto her calves and rested her arms, folded, across my thighs. She put her face down on her arm and looked up at me from nearly my lap through her fallen strands of hair. “Do you think something is wrong with us?” she said.
She closed her eyes and snorted and smiled to herself. Her hand slipped over the top of my groin. “He already thinks something is wrong with us,” she said to no one in particular.
“Oh my god, Laila, you look like you’re going to suck him off, can you please just?” Alana said. She tugged at Liala’s hair but Laila struggled against her. Alana lifted her face to mine. “None of us have had sex in weeks, if you must know,” she said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head at me. “I happen to handle it better than most.”
Tatum erupted in laugher and pulled her legs up in her chair. “Alana, you’re the worst!” she cried out loud. “I might be the noisiest,” she said to me. “But at least I don’t fall in love with every poke in any orifice!” she said loud enough for Alana.
“Ew?” Laila cried out loud. “Must you describe your twisted kinks?” she said. She looked at me a moment, before pursing her lips in a restrained grin and she looked down right into my crotch from mere inches away. She turned toward Dakota and then over her other shoulder at Alana and Tatum, and she snuck her hand over my groin again, and squeezed me.
“Okay ladies,” Dakota said with feigned impatience, and she rolled her eyes and grinned at me. “School night, everybody out, go away, get out,” she said. “Shows over, let’s go, let’s go.” She pushed up from the couch and yanked on Laila’s outstretched arm. She had plucked her hand from where it curled and   caressed me, in my crotch. She wasn’t seemingly in the least surprised to find it there, doing that. Not like I was, at least.
Laila moaned in complaint before she struggled up and turned to fall down over me, catching herself with her hands landing on the back of the couch to either side of my head. “Come to my door when everyone’s asleep,” she said quietly enough to pretend to be secret, but loud enough for everyone to hear her joke.
“No baby!” Tatum said, tearing Laila back by the shoulders and falling over me the same way. “Come with me, I can be so good to you,” she cooed at me and she laughed.
Alana got up on her knees and shoved both Tatum and Laila aside. She straddled me, kneeling up high over me and arching her back to push her chest out at my face. “Only I can do it the way you like it,” she said, and she shrieked.
Dakota tore her away from me. “Out! Go! Now!” she said, and she snapped her fingers and pointed at her door.
All three of Tatum, Laila, and Alana stepped backward, blowing me kisses, wagging their tongues out of their mouths and pushing their chests up at me. Tatum wrapped her hand around her own groin. “Baby, you know it’s me!” she said.
“My door won’t be locked,” Laila cooed. She held her hand to her face like a phone and mouthed words at me.
Alana looked down my body to my crotch and she imitated both her hands wrapping around a wide tube, and she groaned sexually and poked her tongue in her cheek. “I’m a virgin, baby,” she said.
Tatum and Laila both squealed and hit her and laughed. “Oh my god, you are so not!” Tatum shrieked, and they all turned around and went out Dakota’s door.
“I can be whatever I want to be,” Alana said, and she pushed Tatum out in front of her.
I followed but Dakota silently closed her hand over my shoulder before I got to her door. She closed it after the other three went away, across the hall or up the stairs. I turned around and she pushed my shoulders against the back of her door, closing it with my body. I opened my mouth on the cusp of asking what was going on, but my breath and voice were stuffed back down my throat by Dakota’s lips, and then her tongue. She penetrated my mouth. She invaded me.
“You’re not going to fall in love or get all clingy and shit, are you?” she said in a low groan. Her hands pulled at the waist of my jeans before her fingers began to work at my belt and button — and my fly.
“Not exactly the type,” I said.
“That’s what I hoped,” she said in a near whisper, and she kissed me hard and deep again, lifting her shoulders and pressing her body fully against mine. She hooked thumbs in the waist of my jeans and pushed them down. She caught the waist of my shorts, too, and I dropped my chin to my chest. My pants and shorts crumpled around my ankles.
She laughed, spun around, and took my hand in hers, leading me behind her. I stepped out of my pants and shorts, dragging them half across the floor as they turned inside out clinging to my heels.
In the doorjamb of her bedroom, she pulled my t-shirt up and forced my arms up over my head as she tugged it up and off me, and she laughed. “No telling anyone else, okay?” she said, and she kissed me again. “I’m not usually like this.”
She pushed me backward, naked, until my calves hit the edge of her bed, and I fell backward onto it. She laughed more and stood between my knees where they folded over the edge of her bed and she crossed her arms over her body and squirmed as she tugged her own sleeveless t-shirt up over her head, and she tossed it aside. She pushed her drawstring grey sweatpants down over her ass and squatted in her waist and knees to push them down her legs and off.
“Do you like?” she said, and she twirled one way and the other on her raised toes, her hands on her hips, jutting her chest out and her hips, too. She was wearing a light pink highly textured lace bra, full cup, and thong-cut high-hip panties.
“Pretty nice,” I said and I fell back onto my elbows under me, half propped up on her bed.
She snorted and snickered and caught her hair with her forearm and swept it up and over her back and around her one shoulder, before she walked up onto the bed between my legs high on her knees.
“Push back,” she said, and I quickly crab walked over her bed and came down on her pillows propped up against her headboard.
She came down on her elbows and knees and wrapped her hand around my cock.
I dropped my chin down and peeled my eyes open. It had never happened to me before, not like that, not so free and easygoing and light-hearted. Never so fun. And never with a girl like that. A kind of fear invaded my mind — that it wasn’t real, that I was in fact insane, that I was hallucinating it and I was still in the staffroom, waiting for teachers to walk in. I feared that I was swooning and moaning with my eyes closed all by myself in there.
But those feelings were swept away like a breeze hitting a curl of smoke. My mind exploded with the bare and raw sensations of pure warmth, pure wetness, and pure pressure all around. I blinked my eyes and strained with one eye closed struggling to focus. I couldn’t believe it. I nearly levitated up and off the bed. My body rattled with eruptions of the shakes. I strained in every muscle and forced myself to watch, sure that it was a dream. Dakota had sunk her mouth down around my shaft. Her tongue swirled around my cock inside her mouth. I saw her cheeks bulge with my cock. She moaned and I felt the vibration in my core. I flopped back and sank my head so deeply into her pillows, I was facing her headboard upside down.
She sucked so hard her cheeks caved in. She stroked me with her lips and hand and moaned and groaned and lifted her body and plunged herself back down on me. I saw her hand flick at the waist of her panties and push down inside, and I saw her knuckles bulge and press against the front of her panties from the inside.
She was masturbating herself while she sucked me off. It was too much for me. I tried to say something, but my breath was gone. I slapped the sides of the bed with my open palms, my arms straight out, but she wouldn’t stop. I twisted side to side in my waist and hips, but she snickered and held me down harder. I pushed with my heels and my head and my body lifted up and off her bed. She only squealed, muffled by my cock in her mouth, her tongue busy, frantic-like.
I tore at the sheets and stopped breathing. My neck muscles bulged out and my toes curled down so hard, they were nearly snapping off. I pulled her sheets and wrapped my hands up in them. My knuckles were white. My eyes were clenched shut so hard, I saw red. I grimaced and clamped my teeth and ground them together. Dakota raised herself higher over my groin and her shoulders poked up past her ears. Her head bobbed straight up and down over my lap. She pumped herself on me relentlessly. She pulled on me with her mouth. She seemed determined to suck me completely out of myself.
I felt spasms rip through my body. She squirmed on me and emitted high-pitched moans from deep inside her body. I began to vibrate like an electric current was passing through me. She only drove my cock deeper into her mouth and closed her lips more tightly around my shaft.
Every muscle in my body, starting in my abs and spreading out through my limbs to the tips of my toes and fingers, seized up with rock-hard tension. I wavered on the edge, struggling to stay conscious, fighting myself to a standstill, unable to see or hear or smell anything. All was touch, and it was all in my cock.
She held me a moment, still and in her mouth, her tongue pressed to the underside of my cock, her fingers tightly squeezing the base. And then she pulled up my cock, came off the head, and pulled both her hands, fingers entwined around my cock, up my entire shaft. She flicked her tongue at the underside of the head of my cock, and my eyes filled with kaleidoscopic color and my ears rang with the strings of a hundred orchestras. She closed her mouth over the head of my cock and I erupted into her with every once of my insides blowing out.
She turned me inside out. She swallowed me and sucked me and laughed and took me all over her face. The release of tension in me was like a knot of a thousands steel springs suddenly snapping free. I had never ejaculated so many times for so long. I sank down as flat as a sheet of paper and wavered in and out of consciousness.
The rest lodged in my mind like a story I heard from somewhere else, or a movie I saw from years ago. I was helped, drunk and dazed, back into my clothes, and I was steered and pushed, stumbling and wavering, out the bedroom, through the living room, and out the apartment door. I heard a snickering voice behind me. I fell up the wide stairs the way you do in an upside down world. I saw a door, cracked open, close, and eyes, beading, hiding behind it. I slid up the wall of the narrow stairs, through the door into my new place with no flat surfaces above, below, or down any wall. I staggered around my bed unsure how to aim my collapsing body down onto it. I slept with my arm crammed under my face, my legs twisted, and I remained fully dressed and not even in my sleeping bag.
I barely made it to Greenwood in time next morning. The principal checked her clock on her phone when she saw me rush in the front door, but she said nothing, which made it worse. When I got to the staffroom later for coffee break, I was the last one in. Tatum saw me and pulled a chair up to the table in the back where she, Laila, Alana, and — of course — Dakota were already sitting. Tatum pulled her chair aside with her legs, hopping on it, and fit the fifth chair in between her and Alana.
I sat down. Laila turned her spoon of yogurt upside down in her mouth and slowly retracted the it from her tight, pressing lips, sliding the white stuff off with her mouth. “You get lost?” she said with a grin.
“I just had some art to put away in the room,” I said.
“I meant last night,” she said. They all snickered.
I glanced over the table at Dakota. She glared back at me privately and grinned. “Told you that you’d like it there,” she said. “Think you might stay?’
Tatum rubbed the top of her foot up and down my shin secretly under the table. “You should,” she said. “We like you.”
“I guess I could give it a try,” I said, and I smirked and looked down into my snack box. All four girls snickered each in their own way — all knowingly, all secretly. I was unable to wipe the smirk off my face.
I still wasn’t sure the whole thing wasn’t an hallucination. I felt like I fell into someone else’s life. I was suddenly playing a role I had never been cast in before.
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