
        
            
                
            
        

    











“Why are you always here first?” Tatum said. “Not a good look, you know,” she said, pulling a chair back from the big round table, the furthest in the back of the staffroom.
“Not looking for a contract,” I said, and I shrugged and smirked.
“Don’t blame you, with an attitude like that,” she said. She flared her eyes at no one.
Alana, Laila, and Dakota came in.
“You’re always here first,” Laila said.
“That’s exactly what I told him!” Tatum cried out loud, but through a grin, and she scooped her stick of celery through her puddle of humus. “If you want to keep working here with the A Team, you better shape up,” she said, and she grinned into her plastic container. She peeked through the corners of her eyes and through her strands of hair at me and snorted.
They all sat down around the table. Alana, however, pushed her arms straight out over the top of the table and leaned all the way over to bury her face between her arms. She groaned loud enough to make sure someone asked her what was wrong.
Which Dakota did.
“Ugh,” Alana said, rolling her face sideways. “I have to go to the big family dinner on Saturday,” she said. “I hate it!” she cried into the surface of the table.
“Poor you, a big feast of good, home-cooked food — and probably leftovers for the whole week, too,” Tatum said, and she tsk’d-tsk’d and shook her head. “First world problems,” she mouthed without saying it out loud to me.
“The food’s not the issue,” Alana groaned. “They constantly bug me about still being single. It’s non-stop. They give me advice. They try to think up sons of friends for me. It drives me crazy.”
“They mean the best for you, dear,” Dakota said, and waited a beat before she burst out laughing and kicked Alana under the table. “That does suck, though,” she said, and she nodded.
“It’s when my aunts and mom start suggesting boys they could send me on dates with — it’s freakin gross,” Alana said. “I don’t think they understand what boys are like these days on dates.”
“I wonder what would stop them doing that?” Tatum said, and she grinned with mischief behind her eyes.
“Telling them you’re into girls?” Laila said, and she tittered and wriggled in her seat, satisfied with the wit of her joke. “I mean, just look at where you live.”
“They’d just get even more into it,” Alana said. “It wouldn’t phase them a bit. It would just double the possibilities for them to set me up.”
“What if you already had a boyfriend?” Dakota said.
Tatum dropped her mouth wide open and widened her eyes at Dakota. “That’s what I was going to say!”
Alana propped her head half sideways on her hand resting on her elbow and nodded with lidded eyes at the table between her and Dakota. “That would certainly change the conversation at least,” she said. “Except I don’t have one — in case you didn’t notice — and I don’t want one, as discussed ad nauseam, and I’m not going to find one anyway by dinner time Saturday, unless you expect me to bring over some Tinder psycho.”
“I know exactly where you can find one,” Dakota said, and she leaned back in her chair, closed herself around her coffee-time snack bowl, and smiled to herself with satisfaction. Tatum did the same thing. The both of them grinned like cats that swallowed sister canaries.
Alana squinted her eyes at both of them and shook her head.
Dakota looked up through the tops of her eyes at her and tilted her head and shot her eyes glancingly over to me and back again.
I gave her back the deadest of dead-eye looks that I could.
Alana, though, swivelled her face slowly around on her propped-up hand and squinted hard at me. A small grin slowly spread across her face.
“Ethen!” Tatam said, and she squealed and dropped her mouth open and flared her eyes wide at Alana. “He’s right there.”
“And why not?” Dakota said. “He’s a perfectly respectable young man,” she said, and she snorted. “And he’s available, we certainly know that. I know for a fact he would do it for you.”
“And what makes you think I would do that for her?” I said.
“You wouldn’t help out a poor helpless and desperate girl?” Alana said, and she closed her hand around my forearm. “It’s just a big huge family dinner,” she said, and she burst out laughing. “No pressure.”
“Would you do it, though?” Laila said, and she swung her one leg over her other knee with growing excitement. She grinned at me with sideways, flaring eyes.
I sighed hard and rolled my eyes and dropped my chin down. But I also scanned around the table hoping to share my disbelief with one of them, any of them. All I got back was four sets of eyes, all wide, all grinning, and all excited.
“It’s a ridiculous plan,” I said, and I chopped my hand sideways down on the table. I was trying to cut discussion off before it got out of the gate.
“It’s a perfect plan,” Dakota said, still smiling with that self-satisfaction of hers.
“It would mean so much to me,” Alana said. She still had her hand around my forearm, and she squeezed me. “It would actually be fun for a change. Shut all those birds on a wire up!”
“You don’t really have to do anything,” Laila said quietly to me with pursed lips. It was far too private for banter around the table. She even blushed a little and turned her face down to hide it. She didn’t mean to be heard.
“Do it! Just be her fake boyfriend!” Tatum said. “Oh my god, it would be so funny!”
“By my fake boyfriend!” Alana said. “I would love that! Boyfriend for a day!”
“Just for a night,” Laila said, and she flashed her eyes at me. “Not all night!” she suddenly said, correcting herself and bursting out with a laugh.
“And then tell us everything,” Dakota said. She grinned an evil grin and privately stuck the very tip of her tongue out between her pursed lips at me.
“What are they like?” I said to Alana. “These people of yours.” I knew when I was defeated by the combined forces of the enemy. There was no point to fighting the inevitable.
“Oh my god, they’re going to love you!” she said, and she draped her body over my shoulder and kissed my cheek. “They’re going to throw themselves at you,” she said.
“So just like at home,” Dakota said.
“Speak for yourself!” Tatum said to Dakota, and they met telling eyes. Dakota squinted hers at Tatum with a silent warning. Tatum chirped with a tiny grin and rocked in her chair. So much was being communicated without words all around me that it made my head spin trying to figure it out.
Subbing in as Alana’s boyfriend turned out to be the least of the lies we told that evening. It started before we even got in the front door of her parent’s home. “I’ve heard so much about you!” her mom said, first thing.
I turned sideways to Alana with a dead face.
She raised her eyebrows, pushed herself up on her toes, and kissed my cheek. “I told her where we met!” she said, and she seized my hand in hers and dragged me behind her and past her mom into the house. She gave me no clue at all.
We held on to each other for balance to kick our shoes off. “Which was?” I said privately to her.
She wavered on her toes, clamped her hand around my shoulder, and laughed. “Which was what?” she said.
“Where we met!” I growled quietly through a tight grimace.
“Oh!” she said. “The bowling alley!” She kissed my nose and skipped down the hallway, yanking me behind her. “Of course!”
The bowling alley, I thought. I shook my head. “Of course,” I said. How would that be what she went with? How would that stop further questions? She didn’t know the first thing about being invisible. I hadn’t been in a bowling alley in a decade.
“This must be the young man himself!” another woman about her mom’s age said with a big toothy grin. She was pulling a massive bowl out of the fridge in the kitchen. “How are your studies coming then?” she said.
I turned to Alana with the dead look, not for the first time since coming into the house.
“Anthropology,” she murmured under her breath, and she kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear. “It turns me on so much!”
“I don’t know a thing about it!” I groaned back at her through my clenched teeth.
“Which period?” her aunt said.
“Early neolithic,” I said with one firm nod. Alana snorted and turned away and covered it up with a cough. “Neolithic” was the only word I had ever heard of associated with anything anthropological, and “early” was something I knew people tacked on to things to sound smarter, that and “mid” and “late,” as in “early mid century,” when looking at ordinary furniture.
“Oh!” her aunt squealed. “That’s my favorite too! You know, village life, it was worse in so many ways than roaming tribal life — and yet,” she said, lifting her arms like she was spreading a sheet, “we all became villagers, didn’t we!”
“We did, we all settled,” I said. “No more wondering around.” I smiled at her aunt, and I glared at Alana.
Alana looked at me with her eyes wide and she formed a surprised look on her face like I’d accidentally said something profound. She slipped her arm through my arm and took me away from her aunt and into the big dining room. “That’s just like you!” she said. “You’ve been settled at Greenwood after wondering around like a hunter-gatherer to all the other schools,” she said. “You even have a warm, loving home now, don’t you!” she said, and she lifted herself on her toes and kissed me this time directly on the mouth. She tittered, too, and she fed me an olive from the bowl of olives on the sideboard.
Her father came in. “They tell me you’re studying anthropology, the early neolithic!” he said.
I turned to Alana with my eyes popping out and my chin hanging down.
“Word travels fast,” she said with a titter, and she turned to the food on the sideboard and left me to deal with her father alone.
“What do you hope to do with that?” he said.
Alana spun around and took my arm in her hand again. She pushed a dipped stick of celery in my mouth. “He’s going to be a teacher, just like me!” she said. “Aren’t you!” she said and she turned her face to me and smiled a gotcha-smile at me.
“And why not, it’s a good choice!” her father said, and he nodded. He approved.
“Dad’s a civil engineer,” Alana said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Mom’s an instructor at the college,” she said. “Robotics!”
I took her arm in my hand and guided her loosely but with determination out of the dining room and down the hallway. I stopped us in the shadows. She glanced over her shoulder and pushed me behind her, further down the hallway and into the bathroom at the end. She came in, too, and shut the door behind her.
“Why are you making so much shit up!?” I said.
“Calm down,” she said with a grin and she looked closely at my mouth before lifting herself up to kiss me lightly on the lips. “It’s fun, isn’t it? Being someone you’re not.” She tittered. “Pretending . . . “
“I can’t keep all the lies straight!” I said.
“That’s what got to me about you,” she said, and she pushed her cool fingers around the back of my neck and pulled on me. She covered my mouth with her mouth and invaded my lips with her tongue. “You’re such a good bullshitter.”
“Alana!” I shouted with a whisper. I took her waist in my hands and pushed her back from me.
But she resisted my pressure and stepped up to press her body closer against me. “Come on,” she said. “They expect us to.”
“Expect us to what?” I said.
She closed her cupped hand around my crotch and she pinched the tip of her tongue between her grinning teeth. “I think you know,” she said with a low growl.
I pushed her hands away, but she dug in. I pushed her waist, but she leaned closer. I tried to step back, but she came with me until I was pressed into the edge of the counter behind me. She popped open the button in my jeans and peeled my pants down and open.
I struggled to pull them up and closed. We fought with our fingers and hands entwining. She nipped my bottom lip hard enough to make me flinch and in my shock, she snorted, and she slid her body down the front of my body.
“What are you doing!?” I said, whispering harshly.
“I’m having fun with my boyfriend,” she said and she laughed. She tucked her hands inside the waist of my pants and even inside my shorts, and in one quick move, she shoved them down so they stretched between my knees.
I half bent to try to pull them back up, but she slid further down my body and onto her knees and she pressed her body into my bare thighs, pressing my pants further down to my shins.
My cock, half-hard, pushed up into her neck. She leaned back on her waist and lifted my cock in her cool fingers and dabbed the underside of the head with the tip of her pointed tongue, and she tittered.
She looked up at me with my cock in her hand and she drew the tip of the head all around the skin of her face and she grinned widely up at me and tittered. “You have to be quiet,” she said, and she closed her lips around the head of my cock. She caressed it with her tongue inside her mouth. She slowly, steadily, pushed her lips down the length of my shaft, filling her mouth with my quickly and fully erect cock.
I gasped deeply and clenched my eyes and grabbed hold of the edge of the counter behind me. I peeked out one clenched eye and looked down to see Alana come up and nearly off my cock, glistening from her saliva, before moaning deep and gutturally, and plunging her mouth all the way down on it again, further this time, disappearing me inside her throat.
There was no stopping her. I took her head in my hands, but she only groaned and forced herself harder and deeper down on me. I tried to twist left and right but she closed her teeth on my cock and warned me with a light bite to stay still. I pulled her hair, but that only made her more noisy with gasps and moans.
We could both hear her parents and aunts and uncles and cousins chattering loudly in the kitchen and dining room. In horror I looked down at the top of Alana’s head. It bobbed with studied relentlessness forward and back over the length of my shaft. She seemed determined, she seemed driven. Her tongue swirled around the underside of my cock inside her mouth maddeningly. It was so hot, so wet, so smooth in her mouth. I clenched my whitened knuckles around the edge of the counter and curled my toes. She wasn’t giving me a chance.
I tapped her shoulder with frantic alarm. She dug in on me deeper and harder. “Alana!” I said, trying to warn her. But she ignored me. We heard her mother call her and ask someone in the hallway if they’d seen her.
“In here mom!” I heard Alana’s voice below my waist. I opened one eye. She laughed and closed her mouth down over my cock again and took me so deep in her throat, she heaved and gagged and laughed some more.
“Get the potatoes when you’re done in there!” her mom said, and she dragged her knuckles on the back of the door less than two feet away from us.
Alana pulled back from my groin and stroked my cock into her neck and face while she leaned her head back and looked up at me, grinning widely and putting her finger to her lips as though I was the one who needed reminding to be quiet. She sank her mouth back down the length of my cock. Her hair whipped in time in smooth, undulating waves.
The sensation of complete warmth and total wetness gripped me and I shivered from head to toe. She slipped her hand around my hips and pulled my body forward, gripping me by my butt cheeks. “Cum in my mouth!” she said up to me and I opened my eyes and looked down in horror. She laughed and licked my cock and kissed it from the base to the tip and down to the base again. “Hurry!” she said, and she pushed her lips all the way down my shaft and pumped me with hand and mouth with a renewed insistence.
To know her as a grade one teacher, to see her dressed like a teacher, talking like a teacher, and yet to look down on her on her knees pumping her mouth and hand on my cock, making tiny high-pitched moans and squirming in her body like it was her being brought to the edge, filled me with a shivering contrast. I tried to hold back. I tried to push her head aside. I clenched down in every muscle. But she was making me lose my grip on myself.
She moaned too loud and I shook and went straight as a board. She sucked so hard her cheeks fell in and I stopped breathing. She slid her tongue side to side and forward and back over the underside of my cock that she held in her mouth, and I vibrated like a string. When she pushed her mouth all the way down my shaft, I lost it and erupted like a geyser in her mouth.
I peeked in time to see my cum gush from the corners of her lips. She kept sucking me, licking me, and stroking me, all the way through spurt after spurt, until I nearly fell over and my cock, spent, slipped out of her mouth. I stumbled sideways on my feet and my vision grew dark. I bumped into the door with my shoulder.
She laughed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and popped up to check her face in the mirror. She grabbed a hand towel and tittered some more as she wiped up my cock, though there wasn’t much to clean, she had licked me so thoroughly, and she dabbed the corners of her mouth and dropped it into the hamper. She helped me pull up my pants and do up my button. I was still staggered, still wavering on the cusp of wakeful consciousness, when she flung open the door and dragged me by my wrist in her hand back up the hallway and into the kitchen.
There were parents and aunts and uncles and cousins in there. They were chattering and fixing food. Nobody noticed Alana and I coming back in together, nor the look of stunned incomprehension on my face. She handed me the handle of the potato masher. “Work for your supper,” she said. “That’s the only rule around here.”
Her mother patted her cheek and kissed her on the lips. “That’s my girl,” she said. My jaw hung open. Her lips were a moment earlier sucking my cum out of my cock. Alana pressed my chin up with her finger to close my gaping mouth, and laughed to herself.
Her uncle cornered me in the living room. “She’s a big hearted girl, but she’s innocent,” he said, and he poked my chest with his large, stubby finger. “Do not take advantage of that.”
I hesitated but kept my mouth shut and nodded instead. “Innocent” would not be the first word that comes to mind when thinking about Alana.
Her father cornered me on the deck outside, after luring me out there on the pretence of showing me something “good.” “What are your intentions?” he said. I gulped. He was being serious, he wasn’t pretending to play some movie role.
I pretended to be the uncertain guy, the cautious, careful, non-rushing type.
We climbed into the back of her dad’s car for a nostalgia-soaked ride to the retro diner-type ice cream parlour. With her mom yammering away up front with her dad, Alana kept pushing her hand up my lap and over my groin. I tried to push her hand away, but she clamped it on me, safe in the obscuring shadows of the backseat. She had already showed herself willing to hurt me if I kept pushing her off me. When I gave in, she looked out her side window, chatted with her parents, and pushed her hand further under the waist of my pants and under my shorts, too, and she caressed and massaged my cock and balls directly. I looked away and out my own window.
What began as a joke quickly became serious, at least to some around the table in the fake old-fashioned ice cream parlour. Alana did nothing to restrain everyone. By the time we got out of there, our whole life together had been mapped out for us. I was so overwhelmed by it all, I almost forgot, at times, that we weren’t actually boyfriend and girlfriend. It was a whole other life that filled my head, and it sounded pretty good, too.
But we had been lying from the moment we came into her house until the moment we left.
“Pretending!” Alana said.
“Lying,” I said.
We were on our way back home in my old white pick-up truck.
“Stop here, pull in here!” she suddenly yelped.
“No,” I said flatly.
“It was my favourite spot in the whole world!” she said.
“Favorite spot for what?” I said. I wish I hadn’t said it. I knew as soon as I did what it was going to be.
“You should know certain things about me, if you’re going to be my boyfriend,” she said.
“I am not going to be your boyfriend!” I said. But I slowed down and turned into the narrow, unpaved roadway anyway. It ducked and swerved through low hanging trees, and took us deeper into the dark shadows away from the road.
She undid her seatbelt and slid over the bench-seat to push herself up against me. “Not even just to pretend, not even just once in a while?” she said.
I looked down over my shoulder at her and she looked back up at me, putting on her saddest, most puppy-like eyes that she could, and she blinked, often and deliberately. She even frowned.
“Fuck sakes,” I said.
She laughed. “Follow the path to the right,” she said. “It goes up a bit — but slow down, the edge is all around us here.”
I slowed down sharply. “Edge of what?” I said.
“The edge of the cliff, natch,” she said.
We came out into a moonlit clearing and crept up closer to where it dropped off into a thick forest all around below us. Fog clung to trees like cotton. A river wound like a snake across the valley floor. Moon light glinted in silver flashes off the water.
“Pretty nice,” I said. I didn’t want to admit it, but there was no denying it. It was like looking into a master’s painting.
“I want to thank you for coming with me — you rescued me,” she said. She reached for my hand where it hung over the steering wheel and she held it and rubbed the back of it with her thumb.
“It was kind of fun, actually,” I said. I had to admit it.
“See? I knew it — I knew you’d make it fun!” she said. She twisted around and threw her arms around my neck. She pulled me down over her and planted her mouth over my mouth.
“Your family is crazy, though,” I said.
“Right?” she said. “Can you imagine if you really were my boyfriend?” We kissed longer. “It wouldn’t have been so bad, though, don’t you think?”
“What, you and me?” I said.
“You and me,” she said, and she shrugged. “Just part-time though. I never had a boyfriend like you. Even a pretend one.”
“Sure,” I said.
“I’m serious,” she said. “Someone I can joke around with, someone who’s not all serious all the time?” She pushed her hand over my groin. “Someone who’s always ready,” she said, and she dropped her chin down, opened her mouth wide, and laughed with her head thrown back.
“You can only be that way with me because you know we’re not in a relationship,” I said.
“True, but why is that?” she said. She pushed herself up to bring her mouth close to my ear. “Want to know what it makes me feel like doing?” she said.
“No I do not,” I said.
She twisted quickly around and drew her knee over my lap to sit back on my knees, and she ducked her head down to keep it from hitting the ceiling. She reached down by my side with deep thought on her face and I was confused, until I suddenly lurched backward in my seat. She laughed and came down over me and kissed me more seriously.
“I loved teasing you like that in the bathroom at home,” she said.
“I think that was more than a tease,” I said.
She laughed and shrugged and pulled her sweater up and over her head, and tossed it into her seat. She pushed her hair up the back of her head and fluffed it out. She was wearing a black satin bra that glinted in the dim silver light of the moon. “Do we have to stop pretending to be boyfriend and girlfriend so soon?” she said. She reached down between her thighs that spread around my lap, and she undid my jeans and pulled down my fly.
She was wearing a skirt. She wriggled side to side on my lap and pulled her skirt up around her waist and spread it around my lap under her. She snorted down at me and pulled my cock up and out of my shorts with her hand under her skirt. She looked around one side of the truck and then the other. “It’s so private up here,” she said. “Nobody ever comes up here.”
“Alana,” I said, but she leaned over my reclining body and sank her mouth over my mouth.
“Don’t tell anyone at home, okay?” she said, and she arched her back, she inhaled sharply, and she curled her spinal column in. I felt immense heat and soaking wetness instantly enshroud the head of my cock.
“Did you even wear panties?” I said with a groan.
She laughed and sank her head down into my neck. “Of course I did,” she said. “But I took them off at the diner,” she cooed, and she bit my ear.
“Alana,” I said again, but she uncurled her spine, she thrusted her hips forward, and she closed her pussy lips around the head of my cock. She pushed her upside-down hands together into the ceiling of my truck and she arched more deeply in her back, so far, her breasts, through her bra, pushed into my face. Her pussy was forced completely down the length of my cock and she gasped deeply and hard and rolled her head back and shut her eyes. Our groins mashed together as she rotated her hips.
I gasped, too. I reached around her waist to stop her, but I was overwhelmed by her and ended up squeezing and caressing her ass. She began to slide herself forward and back over my lap, taking my cock, slick and glistening from her dew, harder and deeper into the depths of her steaming and leaking pussy.
She grunted and moaned and twisted and turned on me. She lifted her black bra to her neck and she mashed her bared breasts into my face and mouth. “Baby!” she groaned down at me. She writhed like an eel and snapped like a dancer.
I tried to hold her hips in my hands. She slid on my lap forward and back with a grimace of determination on her face. I looked down between our bodies and saw my cock, at once gleaming in the shafts of moonlight that it caught, wet from her, and the next moment, gone completely inside her tight, wet and grasping pussy lips.
She slid her hand down the front of her exposed abdomen and used her middle finger to spread and rub herself all around her clit. It was exposed and hard and gleaming. I touched all around it too, and she took her own hand away, entwined her fingers behind my neck, and began to thrust herself on me so hard the truck rocked back and forth. I pressed the parking brake peddle down. We were close to the edge.
She held onto the back of the seat behind me and rammed my hips with her hips. Her pussy stroked my cock like greased hands. I wanted to tell her to watch out, I wanted to warn her what was going to happen if she didn’t stop. But what was going to happen to me began already to happen to her. It was too late.
I strained in every muscle of my body and I thrusted my head back into the seat. I held her by the waist and gazed with beading eyes at her jiggling bare breasts that danced in front of my face. Alana pressed her hands into the ceiling of my truck for leverage and she ground her hips down on my hips fast, hard, and deep. Her eyes were closed. She made irregular, short, sharp and inhaled gasps. Her eyes were clenched shut and her mouth was pulled in a pained grimace across her face. She stopped breathing and her jaw fell widely open. Her head fell back to face the ceiling. Her body twisted and squirmed. The tension in her grew as tight as the thinnest strings of a violin. She clenched her teeth.
Her release was explosive. Her back curved the other way and her hair fell all over my face. She exhaled gallons of breath and groaned so deep and loud, I’m sure the animals around us took flight. The sensation on my cock of her pussy, fluttering through spasms, left me no chance. I erupted up into her so hard I lifted her body up into the ceiling of the truck. She laughed as I bounced her on me, my whole body snapping up and down like a man caught on a high-voltage cable. I felt my cum rush out of her pussy and spread all over my lap, my abdomen, and my legs.
She fell off of me and sprawled like a being without bones all over the rest of the bench-seat beside me and I sank down through the seat myself, down into a state of unconsciousness that sent me floating among the stars above.
She started laughing, and I couldn’t help laughing myself. “Oh my god, I so needed that!” she said. “You have no idea.”
“I tried to stop,” I said.
She shook her head side to side. “I wasn’t going to let you.”
She swore me again to secrecy. We snuck in the front door of the house. Dakota’s door was slightly open. “In here!” we both heard her voice. Alana peered through and a moment later, flung the door wide open. She looked over her shoulder at me, still crouching over like we had to be quiet. “They’re all in here,” she said. I looked over her shoulder. Laila and Tatum were on the couch with Dakota, all of them staring at us with the same goofy smiles.
“Spill!” Tatum shouted, and she hugged a pillow to her body.
Alana told the whole tale — including how hard it was to keep track of all the lies. I shook my head and snorted. It was me who had to keep track of the lies, while she did nothing but spin more and more elaborate ones.
“Why did you say we met at bowling?” I said, and I gestured with exasperation and shook my head.
Everyone squealed with laughter.
“It was the first thing that came to my mind!” Alana said.
“I don’t even bowl!” I said.
“You do now,” Tatum said, and she kicked her foot out at my foot and laughed.
“I’d love that,” Laila said, and she lingered on my eyes with her eyes before pulling them away to look at the others.
“A pretend boyfriend?” Dakota said.
“Exactly!” she said. “A date, but with someone you already know and like, so you don’t have to go through all that getting to know crap,” she said.
“But then not a real boyfriend,” Tatum said. “So you don’t have to do all that girlfriend - boyfriend stuff, either.”
“That’s what I mean,” Laila said. She brought her half-lidded and glazed-over eyes back to mine. She was so far gone, I had to look away. “Like when you’re a sub at our school,” she said. “Just play the role for a day, pretend, and then . . . “
“. . . and then go away,” Dakota said, and she erupted in loud, truncated laughter. “I don’t mean it like that,” she said, shaking her head at me. “But none of us have the patience for dating, or the time and energy for boyfriends,” she said. “And you’re just . . . “ she paused. “ . . . here,” she finally said and she shrugged.
“We just want to get laid,” Tatum said, and she burst out laughing and covered her mouth with her cupped hand. “Well it’s true!” she shouted around at the others. But nobody was denying what she said.
“That’s not what we did!” Alana shouted. “Oh my god!”
“Alana!” Dakota called over to her. “Girl, who do you think you’re talking to? Do you think we can’t recognize a freshly laid woman when we see one?”
Alana screeched into a pillow she held entirely over her face. She finally pulled it down far enough to see over the top of it. “When did you know?” she said.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. “So much for swearing it all to secrecy,” I said.
“The moment you stuck your fat head through the door,” Dakota said. “It’s written all over you.”
Alana instinctively poked the tip of her tongue into the corner of her lips and wiped her fingers over her chin.
“Oh my god!” Tatum said. “She didn’t mean his cum is all over you!” she said, whispering the word “cum.” “But thanks for telling us that you did that too!”
Alana looked over her shoulder at me. “Sorry,” she said.
“Hey,” I said, “it wasn’t my secret to keep.”
“When did you suck him off?” Laila said, kicking her leg with her foot.
“Probably before they even got to her house,” Dakota said and she laughed.
“No!” Alana protested, and she threw her pillow at her. “But in the bathroom before dinner, maybe!” She laughed.
“Oh my god! In your house!” Tatum exaggerated her gasp. “That’s even worse!”
“Everybody was just down the hallway in the kitchen, too. My mom even knocked on the door.”
Everyone laughed with disbelief and bent over their waists.
“Did you swallow him?” Dakota said.
“Of course,” Alana said, and she looked over at me. “Did I do good?” she said to me. “Was I good girl?”
I rolled my eyes and shook my head and snorted. She hit me in the stomach with a pillow. “Let’s just say I got him a towel but there was nothing to clean up,” she said.
Everybody rolled in their seats howling with laughter all over again.
“And then?” Dakota said, refocusing everyone on the real question at hand.
“And then what?” Alana said, shrugging and widening her innocent-seeming eyes.
“Tell!” Tatum said. “And it better not be in the house too!”
“In his truck, actually,” Alana said looking sideways over at Tatum.
“Oh my god, like in the front seat?” she said.
“There’s only one seat in his truck,” Dakota said.
“Did you ride him?” Tatum said. “On the driver’s side?”
“Uh huh,” Alana said with a grin.
“Steering wheel in your back?” Tatum said.
“I pushed his seat all the way back,” she said.
I looked away, far to the left over my shoulder.
Alana seized my hand in her hand. “It was . . . “ she paused. “Pretty good.”
“Pretty good?” I said.
She blushed and looked down and bit her lip.
“Oh my god, it was fantastic, wasn’t it? You had an orgasm fucking him didn’t you!” Tatum said.
Alana was sheepish about admitting it, but she looked up through strands of hair fallen over her face and, still biting her lip, she nodded at Tatum.
“I so want that,” Laila said.
“I didn’t mean to do it,” Alana said.
“Yeah right!” Dakota said, and she flung the pillow back at her.
“There’s this spot on the road back, it’s just a place I used to like,” she said. “I just wanted to show him,” she said.
“And one thing lead to another, I suppose,” Tatum said.
Alana looked at her hard. “It wasn’t always a good place for me,” she said to her. She looked over at me. “But you helped me re-write over it, I think,” she said.
“That sounds beautiful,” Laila said.
Alana turned to her. “It was. It was like having a whole new boyfriend.”
“You didn’t even give the guy a chance, did you,” Dakota said.
“You should talk,” Tatum said to Dakota. She kicked her and looked at her sideways through the corners of her eyes, grinning.
“Shut up, you,” Dakota said to her and they grinned at each other.
“In the front of his truck?” Laila said half-privately to Alana. “Weren’t you afraid of getting caught?”
“Nobody comes up there,” Alana said.
“Can totally tell from your face that you just got it, and good, too,” Laila said. “Must be nice.”
Alana glanced at me. “It’s very nice,” she said.
“That’s exactly what I want,” Laila said. “It’s not a one-night stand,” she said. “But it’s also not a big, full-blown affair.”
“Just in for the day,” Tatum said. “I give you,” she said, extending her arms out in a presentation gesture, “The Sub.”
I turned away but the four of them clapped and cheered. It was time to go up. Alana caught me at the door. She didn’t seem to care anymore that everyone was watching. The secrecy had fallen away — everybody knew what we did, and what Dakota and I had done, too, the other time.
She lifted herself on her toes and threw her arms around my neck. “Really,” she said in a murmur. “Thank you.” She kissed me deeply and hard on the lips. Dakota and Tatum whooped and hollered. But Laila only stared at me with the tilted, slightly grinning face of someone just getting a piece of art. Until she realized that I was looking back at her, and then she snorted, she dropped her face, and she turned away and blushed.
When she went into her door on the second floor, she looked back over her shoulder as I passed on my way further up the rickety narrow stairs to the top of the house, and she waved at me with a tiny fluttering of her fingers. “Good night, Ethen,” she said in a low, quiet voice.
I waved back and nodded and smiled.
She snorted again, and she looked down and shut her door.
I went up my stairs, shut my door, and flopped down on my bed. I folded my arms under my head and stared up at my peaked ceiling. My phone buzzed. I looked at it. It was a text from Dakota. “You did a good thing today,” she wrote. “She’s like a new woman.”
“TY,” wrote back. “Goodnight Daks,” I said. What else could I say? She texted me back a heart emoji, and I snorted. A moment later my phone buzzed again. It was Tatum.
“Soooooo sexy!” she had written. “I’m sure you’ll sleep well tonight, too!”
“Goodnight, Tats,” I said, using a name I heard Dakota call her. She texted me a heart emoji, too, and I snorted about that.
My phone buzzed yet again. It was Alana. “Thank you for the lovely date,” she wrote. “Even if you didn’t keep it so secret!”
“You spilled first!” I wrote. “I had a good time too, though,” I wrote. “Night A,” I wrote.
She also texted me a heart emoji and I frowned with puzzlement at the coincidence.
Several moments passed before my phone buzzed one more time. This time, it was Laila. “Can’t stop thinking about you,” she had written.
As I stared at that with squinting eyes and with worry clouding my mind, another text came.
“Sorry, sent too soon! Meant to say, thinking about you and Alana in the front of your truck. So dangerous!!!” she wrote.
“Phew,” I said.
“Right?” she wrote me back.
“Goodnight, La-la,” I wrote. It’s what I heard them call her.
It took a few moments, but she also sent me back a heart emoji. Of course she did, I thought.
I rolled onto my side where I could see a slash of silver moonlight cut through my kitchen window and light up my floor, and I wondered about what I had fallen into.
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