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Chapter 55

“Look at her chest, they’re mountains!”

“Trust me, I’ve been looking.”

If that had been all they’d said I would have ignored them but the earlier commentary had been worse. I encountered them while I was trying to keep my legs stretched before boarding the flight to Georgia. I tossed what was left of the burrito in a trash can. The airport stall claimed to have macaroni and cheese burritos with bacon. I really should know to never eat in an airport. It tasted like the loss of hope from the world. What’s worse were these two twenty-somethings in pastel shirts and cheap suits commenting on my girls in the waiting area.

“Give me that yellow bitch, you know they get on their knees for white dick.” They fist-bumped.

“Too bad we’d have to run the gauntlet. Pretty sure they’re all together and you know they look out for each other.” The girls were huddled around Melissa and her phone, passing earbuds around.

One grinned. “So, we pull two each, flip a coin on the brown cunt?”

They both laughed. “Plus side,” one said, “those blondes, you could bounce a quarter off their asses and they’d give you change.”

I saw Lavi tense from here. My phone was on with the microphone streaming to them. I had turned off the filter out background noise option for this. I pressed end on the call. I was about to head back when Lavi and Jiang came my way. I decided to watch the show.

Lavi swayed her hips and Ji was giggling. They touched each other on the arm. I pretended to be fiddling with my phone. They walked by the boys and made eye contact. One of the guys turned to watch and caught Ji looking back at him. She waved and giggled at Lavi again. This was going to be better than the K-Dramas I’d started watching with Zahra.

The girls went into a shop, picking up water, snacks, a travel pillow, and other sundries. Lavi yelled “Cindy!” and threw a huge bag of chocolate-covered raisins at her. The guys had not only turned around but entered the shop and queued up behind the girls at checkout after picking up drinks.

Ji, or Cindy, went for a wallet and found nothing. She laughed at herself, “London, I’m such a ditz! Can you get it?”

Lavi, or London, went through the same farce. They apologized to the cashier, said they’d have to go back to their seats where they must have left them. That’s when the guys offered to pay. By the time they were near me again, they were rubbing the men’s hands.

“Oh, it’s such a shame,” Lavi said. “We won’t be back from skiing for a week.”

“We have to go to a work seminar but will be back Monday,” one said grinning at her.

Lavi jumped up and bounced. “I have a great idea! Cindy give me your phone!”

Ji whined, “It’s with my wallet!”

A boarding call was made and the two guys involuntarily looked to their gate.

“Mine too,” Lavi/London said. “Fine, give me your phone.” She looked at suit #2. He hesitated. She gave him a good stare and shifted so her cleavage formed a valley you could get lost in. “You want my Snap and digits or not?” He handed it over as if free will did not exist anymore.

Ji giggled again at the other one. “Give me yours.”

Lavi stepped close so her tits were directly under his face. She could have stabbed him and his eyes wouldn’t have left her chest at that moment. She took a few photos and then looked at the phone. “You have Snap? Cool. So let me snap this to me and you’ll have my info and you mine. Whoops!”

Meanwhile, Ji pressed up against her victim and his eyes nearly bugged out when he realized she had rings in her nipples. The process took much longer than my description with copious giggling, arm touches, and references to wanting to party. By the time they finally gave the phones back the men were in a panic to reach their plane. Lavi ‘accidentally’ shut down the phone she was handling. Ji failed to log in multiple times after she was done and giggled, again. “I’m such an airhead, I forgot it’s not mine!” He was now locked out for 15 minutes. Neither had time to mess with it as their plane was boarding. They raced and the girls kept eye contact until the guys were gone at which point they flanked me and took an arm each.

“I have to ask, what did you two do to those poor bastards?”

Ji bumped me gently with her hip. “He had dick pics on his phone, I sent them to a bunch of his contacts including the ones listed as Mom and Boss.”

Lavi reached over for a fist bump. “Respect, that was evil. No dick pics on mine but he has a girlfriend in chat and an active Tinder profile. I made sure to send her his pic with me and changed his profile to mention he is a pan power bottom.”

Ji, “You get cool points on that.”

“Thanks!”

“What would you two have done if their flight hadn’t been boarding?”

Lavi shrugged. “Melissa watched them watching the board sign so we were pretty sure that was it.”

“And if you’d been wrong?”

She gave a sly smile. “I hear airport security is willing to come to the defense of a young maiden’s honor.”

I had thoughts but suspected it would all be wasted air so I just amused myself instead by finding the bottoms of both girls and pinching them. Ji hummed happily and Lavi pinched mine back. I found myself wondering how much time Ji was going to spend in her room versus ours on the trip.

We regrouped and stories were shared. Mrs. Blackman practiced some kind of chaperone ninja art of non-presence and faded into the background while doing ridiculously large sudoku puzzles. I looked around, glad to still not see any additional familiar faces.

Zahra waved her hand in front of my face. “Robert, Earth to Robert.”

“Sorry, what?”

“So, this is your patch we’re headed to, right?”

“I wouldn’t say that. I grew up near there when I was in high school. It was the cool place to hang out.”

Mellie grinned, “Was high school Robert hooking up with older college girls?”

“I was so awkward, the current me is a smooth operator in comparison.”

Melissa leaned over and kissed me. “I think you’re pretty smooth.”

Zahra chimed in, “I want to see the Botanical Garden while we’re there. It’s huge, like 300 acres.”

Melissa nodded in agreement, “That’d be cool but we’re not going to have a lot of time outside the competition.”

“But we do have some,” added Grace. “We need to be relaxed going into this, not wound up.”

Lavi grinned. “Oh, I intend to be very relaxed.”

Grace gave her the side-eye. “I was thinking tea, massages, deep breathing, and centering.”

“I’m very concerned about my center getting massaged,” Lavi said. I actually saw Mrs. Blackman grin at that one but she returned to careful neutrality almost instantly

“Well,” I piped up, “I volunteer to provide massages, of any kind you ladies wish.”

Grace said, “I might take you up on that.” Melissa seemed to really like that idea so Grace qualified, “A massage-massage Mellie. You said he has really good hands.”

“Best sunscreen I’ve ever had rubbed into me,” offered Ji.

“Then it’s a deal. I trust you, Robert, to be appropriate.”

“Of course,” I said. Zahra let out a humming sound. “Would you like one?” I asked.

She frowned. “Yeah, but, look you’re a good guy Robert and Pops trusts you but naked, touching? Yeah, right.”

“If we did it, you should definitely keep shorts on and something like a sports bra.” I shrugged. “I get it if you don’t want to though.”

Melissa was looking at her phone but discreetly slid her foot over mine and applied pressure. Lavi had said once that I should pay attention to why people said things as much as what they said. Comprehension struck. Of course, Zahra didn’t want to be left out.

“Hey,” I continued, “whatever you want but there’s not an actual rule for you, right? Not like for Muslims.”

“Unwritten rules are still rules,” Zhara replied. “In fact, they’re usually the most important because no one has to write them down.” Definitely channeling her dad there.

Grace helped out, “They’re also the most in need of interpretation, right? I mean this is for school, and it’s a medical thing and you can have witnesses present.”

She seemed to think it over. “I guess.”

Melissa took Zahra’s hand, “We will make sure your honor is preserved.” Zahra smiled at that.

Everyone looked around as if someone had a different point to make so Lavi took up the discussion. “So, it’s settled; the botanical garden and massages. Perv level is up to each of us. Slumber night rules apply. I want to toss in a vote for the art museum too.”

Slumber night rules seemed to be more of a vague guideline based on my experiences so far but I had no doubt that Yussef would never learn of this.

“You gotta take some time to just wander around downtown too,” I said. “There are clubs. I wonder if any of the old ones are still there.”

“Music?” Mellie asked.

“So long as you like enthusiasm more than talent, yeah.”

“I’m down,” she said.

A voice came out of the public address system. We would begin boarding in ten minutes. I relaxed a bit. At least some of them would be here by now if they were taking this flight. I really wish Jiang had known which flight her sister was taking.

The flight was dull and I found myself missing my one-time experience flying first class just for the legroom. Melissa and Lavi didn’t find any stewardesses to flirt with and we landed in Atlanta, navigated the airport and I rented an SUV large enough to fit all of us.

Zahra was helping Mrs. Blackman with her bag and taking the opportunity to whine. “Doesn’t Athens have an airport? I checked and it’s going to be like three hours.”

“Chill,” I said. “Only because of traffic. We can grab dinner downtown and hit the road when the after-work traffic dies down.”

Lavi piped up from inside the SUV, “Where are we going?”

“Flip Burger.”

Grace moaned. “I don’t want burgers.”

I turned to everyone. “Okay, this is how it is. I’m not going to try to figure out what seven people want to eat. I’m going to Flip Burger, having a burger with a red wine jam, pickled shallots, and soy truffle vinaigrette along with a Krispy Kreme milkshake made tableside with liquid nitrogen. You can use the SUV to grab food elsewhere if you want.”

Zahra was on her phone. “They have a lamb burger, I’m in. And milkshake, that sounds bomb.”

Lavi, “Okay bitches, get in, and let’s go eat.”

Ji put her hand on Grace’s shoulder interrupting a masterful pout. “I’m sure they have salads.” She ended up having fish tacos. Lavi only made one joke about eating fish tacos during the dinner which I thought showed remarkable restraint for her. Partway up the interstate I pulled off and grabbed some other supplies. I waited until Mrs. Blackman was asleep as I suspected the school would disapprove of me buying a lot of tequila and a moderate amount of grenadine. I was almost at check out when I went back for an orange liqueur, triple sec, and blue curacao. Then we hit a grocery store for snacks. Melissa, I noted, checked out with lube. As we were loading things up Melissa looked in the bags.

“Lime juice, orange juice, agave nectar, pineapple juice, and mango juice, really?” She gave me a look. “Plus the tequila. I’m seeing a pattern.”

“I’m having a craving.”

“If I didn’t know better I’d think you want to get teenage girls drunk.”

“Nah. I was just thinking this morning it’d be nice to have nightcaps and then I thought about a nice mango margarita and then I thought about making other things with tequila and my thoughts kind of ran from there.”

“So, since you can’t cook for a few days you’re going to play bartender?”

“I need more experience at doing pairings.”

She poked me in the chest. “You are impossible. Good thing you are sexy anyway. Still, it might be useful.” She smiled and climbed into the SUV. Later I realized I should have followed up on that.

The actual road time ended up being well under two hours. We checked in and were doing the ritual of collapsing onto hotel beds to test them. Grace helped Mrs. Blackman to her room on the other side of the hotel and then joined us. We had gotten two rooms with an interior door connecting them that was immediately unlocked and left open. The hotel was a part of a complex which included the convention center where the competitions were held. I went to get ice and was checking out two very nice asses ahead of me at the ice machine, one a tall black girl, and one white with dangly earrings when the Amazon turned around and we both had instant recognition.

“Hello, Amber.”

“Robert! It’s so nice to see you.” Her eyes narrowed and her smile was predatory. I had to admit I liked it. “Maybe you can help me. I have a problem.”

I decided to play along. “What is that?”

“It’s my room,” she shifted around on a foot like a little girl, “whoever was in there last cranked the air conditioning way up. I may get cold. Any idea what I can do to get warm?”

I stepped up to her and leaned in so that her friend with the dangly earrings couldn’t hear me. “You climb into bed and send me a text and I’ll make sure you’re all tucked in like a bug in a rug, how’s that?”

She put her arm around my shoulder and whispered back, “How about a kiss good night?”

“Maybe. We’ll see if you’re a good girl.”

She stepped back. “Hmmm a good girl for a bad man,” she said at a normal volume and I saw her glance at her friend for a reaction but the friend was behind me so I didn’t see it.

However, I did hear her companion say “Come on Amber, we got the ice.”

They headed down the hallway. I noticed that Amber walked slowly. I’d need a GPS to map those legs, damn. I shook my head and filled up the plastic bucket with ice. It seemed like I had sex on the brain a lot these days, and I had to admit it felt good. When I got back to the room Lavi was throwing chocolate-covered raisins into Zahra’s mouth from five feet away, Grace was on her phone and I heard the shower running. Lavi had been rinsing off when I left and her hair was wet as was Grace’s who probably used the other bathroom.

“Melissa and Ji both in there?”

Lavi, “Yeppers. They tried talking Zahra in too but she said she already had a bite of Grace’s fish taco.”

Grace glared at Lavi. “I’m never eating fish around you people again.”

That just encouraged Lavi who very cheerfully responded, “How about under me?”

“You wish.”

She shrugged, “I do. I’d let Owen watch.”

Grace rolled her eyes. “God, don’t tell him that.” She never looked up from her phone.

“So,” I said, “the cheer team is on this floor too, it looks like.”

“Just a few of them,” Lavi said. “Amber texted me like two hot seconds ago.”

“Did she tell you she sexually harrassed me?”

Lavi snorted, missed her aim with the raisin, resulting in it flying into the other room. Zahra was still waiting so Lavi tried again. “Didn’t sound like harassment from what she said, that has to be unwelcome and unreciprocated.”

“It wasn’t like that.” Three women stopped what they were doing to look at me. I didn’t need my recent experience with them to read that shared expression.

Zhara stood up and stretched. “I definitely want to hear that explanation later but right now I’m going to wash up in the other bathroom. I can still smell the perfume of that woman sitting behind me on the plane.”

“I’m going to rinse off too,” I said and headed to the other bathroom.

Inside the curtain was drawn around the bathtub. Getting naked I stepped in and found myself facing Melissa. She went from surprised to smiling broadly and kissed me.

“Nice to see you again,” she said.

“It’s only been like five minutes.”

“Still, I missed you.”

Suddenly a sound of hand slapping ass rung out. Ji’s voice carried, “Okay Robert’s slut, your back is soaped. Save the face sucking for later, if we try something in this shower we’re going to end up injured before the competition.” She was right. I missed my shower.

“You’re saying you two haven’t been doing anything?”

“Well ... maybe groping.” Melissa started.

“Define groping,” Ji said.

“The prosecution rests,” I said.

Ji laughed, “I just had a vision of you in, like, one of those British prosecutor outfits like you see in some movies with the wig and everything and fucking me in front of a court.”

Melissa processed that as she moved under the shower to rinse her hair. “A court?”

Ji sounded defensive. “I like public things.”

Melissa gave her a deadpan look. “You just called me a slut and you come out with that?”

“You are one.”

This went on for a while. They had already used the little bottles of shampoo so I used soap. I should have bought shampoo and conditioner at the grocery store too. Despite their chatter, they managed to get out ahead of me. Standing there naked I suffered a realization. In my haste to catch two girls in the shower, I hadn’t actually brought in a change of clothes.

So, I knocked on the door. “Hey!” Nothing. I cracked open the door. “Hello?” Nothing. The bathroom just faced a closet so I couldn’t see the room. So, plan, use a towel and then get underwear and come back to the bathroom. Uh, didn’t they usually give you like six or eight towels? There were none. And the girls had conveniently been thoughtful and taken my dirty clothes with them. Very thoughtful. I was pretty sure this was Ji’s idea. Fuck it. I opened the door and walked out.

You could have heard a pin drop. Grace started giggling. Zahra went so red you would have thought her face was painted. “Oh my.” She looked at Ji who was smiling as if she was a vision of innocence.

I stood, legs slightly spread, and looked at Melissa. “Grab me a change of underwear?”

She smiled. “Yes, love.”

So I just stood there and stretched. My little man started to respond to the attention, especially Grace and Zahra watching him. Zahra coughed into her hand. “Uh, this isn’t technically your house or anything and, uh, yeah.”

“It’s my room and your team mates there stole my clothes. This is their responsibility.”

She nodded gravely. “You’re right, clearly it’s their fault. Uh ... does it always get thicker like that just from standing around? OH MY GOD! I didn’t mean to ask that, I’m so sorry!” She put her face in her hands.

I replied with a question. “Who wants a drink?”

“Yes.” “Yes.” “Sure.” “Absolutely.” “Please.” Came the replies.

Zahra, “Can someone tell me when it’s gone?”

Melissa had gotten me a pair of boxers and a tee shirt. I put both on and then dressed myself the rest of the way. “I’m decent, Zahra.” She opened her eyes.

Grace stood up, clearly deciding an adult had to be present. “Okay, now that Gojira-tan there is put up, can we go find the registration desk?”

“Gojira-tan?” I had to ask.

Ji looked upwards as if thinking how to explain it and then said. “Little Gojira.”

I shrugged. Naming my dick after Godzilla had been done jokingly before but this sounded like a formal nickname they had solidified amongst themselves without my knowledge. I figured I was coming out ahead and decided to accept it.

I made a series of dulce de tequilas with barrel-aged tequila, cognac, agave, orange liqueur, and some lime juice. I didn’t have anything proper so cheap hotel plastic cups were used. Everyone enjoyed them. The girls dried their hair and we slowly got ready for checking out the competition area. The drinks were small but everyone was relaxed by the time we reached the elevators.

At the elevators, I realized I’d forgotten my phone so I agreed to meet everyone in the lobby, ran back to the room, grabbed it, and returned for my trip down. That’s when I noticed the elevator was empty except for a black girl who was looking at her phone. Normally I think staring at phones in public is rude but it was T’wana so I was grateful for it. I considered waiting for the elevator door to close and giving it thirty seconds before hitting the button again. But, for not the first time since June, I reminded myself that I was a grown-ass man and she was a teenage girl. I stepped into the elevator, the door closed, and I immediately regretted being a grown-ass man.

When she looked at me the glare projected radiation with it that I think was trying to sterilize me.

“Hi, T’wana right? We’ve met but I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced?”

The glare continued. To her credit, it was an excellent glare. I extended my hand. When she didn’t take it I felt awkward so I turned it into a wave.

“I can see you,” she said to my wave. A demonic Linda Blair had nothing on this chick and the angrier she got the easier it was for me to be chipper.

“Hey, you can talk, great!”

“Why are you talking to me?”

“I’m trying to be nice. I get that you think I’ve done bad things, but you might want to hear another side of it.”

“I don’t need to hear anything from you.”

I was about to reply when the elevator dinged and a couple came in with two children and a baby stroller. They took up most of the space so T’wana tried to make sure she was separated from me but one of the kids sneezed, a projectile that created a spray that started at his nose and covered three square feet of elevator wall with shiny nasal effluvium. She jumped back and we were standing like best friends.

I decided to try out a conversation topic. “So, what do you think about spatchcocking?”

Her eyes went wide and the husband turned, “Excuse me?”

I rolled my head to the side and raised my shoulders in a sort of casual apology gesture, “Yeah, it’s a funny word. It’s like butterflying. You take like a whole turkey or chicken and open it up rather than cook it how you got it. It’s supposed to be a lot easier and it makes sense. I’m starting to think about Thanksgiving and it seems weird but if the house is busy it might make sense.”

The wife put her finger to her lip. “I don’t know, I like to do stuffing but I could do dressing. I can see the advantage though it’s not the same, you know, visually.” She looked to her husband but he seemed uninterested.

I turned to T’wana. “What do you think?”

“My mom makes the turkey.”

“Surely you help.”

“Well, duh.” The duh was so nasty the wife raised an eyebrow. T’wana seemed to sense she was becoming the bad guy here and pulled up her phone. When we reached the lobby I said goodbye to the family and T’wana stomped out behind me. The cheerleaders and dance team were adjacent in the huge lobby. Amber was talking to Grace while the redhead Haley and bespectacled Coraline were talking to Melissa. Coraline was trying to be cool about things but I could pick up what Lavi called ‘simping vibes’ from here. Ji was talking to her little sister Xinyi among the cheerleaders. Xi jumped as T’wana went past her and barked something.

Xi hugged Ji and they separated, Xi following T’wana as they headed down a long hallway. Coraline ran after them but Haley and Amber did not. T’wana turned around and yelled, “NOW!”

Amber seemed unimpressed and held up a finger to indicate ‘one second’ without looking. Haley just ignored her. T’wana decided to push the issue. She stomped up like an elephant annoyed with the earth under its feet.

She got right up to the side of Haley. “We’re leaving.”

The redhead was shorter than her but Melissa was not. “Chill the attitude and back off, T’wana.”

“She’s on MY squad.”

“Yeah, but you’re supposed to be a team captain, not a zit so you can ride her ass but get off her face.”

“Or what?” She sneered.

While this happened Haley took a step back and put her hands out, “Woah. I know you’re extra and shit but this is too much. Get some meds.”

T’wana glared at the junior member of the team. “I’ll deal with you”

“By reporting it to me.” That was Coach Richardson who had finally come over.

T’wana immediately removed the heat from her voice. “Coach, I was telling Ms. Manson here how you told us we had to stay together.”

Like the goddamn ninja she is, suddenly Mrs. Blackman was there. “Oh, that’s all my fault coach, I told Haley she could chat a bit longer.”

Richardson’s face was a mask with a plastic smile. “I think the girls need to stay together.”

Blackman had a better fake smile. “With the school group, I completely agree, I’m so glad we’re on the same page. Well, we are from the same school and I’m faculty so it’ll be fine just for walking down a hallway, right? We will catch up in just a moment.”

“Very well.” Richardson looked at Haley, “Don’t cause any trouble.”

They got out of earshot and Haley spat, “Bitch!”

Blackman pointed a finger at Haley. “We are on a school trip, young lady, and she is faculty.”

Haley put her eyes down in contrition, “I’m sorry, I was talking about T’wana ma’am.”

“Still, let us remember that we are at an official function, and representing the school and certain expressions to other competitors can be a disqualification as unsportsmanlike conduct.” She looked around at everyone as if to make them understand. That sunk home.

We all watched the last of the cheer team leave sight around a corner. Haley turned to the rest of us. “She kinda reminds me of my aunt Ella.”

“T’wana?” I asked, “How?”

“Ella was agoraphobic and claustrophobic, always a bit on edge.”

“What happened to her?” That was Lavi.

“Moved to Denver, relaxed with recreational weed, came out as bi, married a woman, divorced her and then married a man and then divorced him.”

“How’d that work out for her?” I was actually curious now.

“She’s still happy with the weed and adopted an Irish Wolfhound puppy named Baldur.”

“So, you’re saying...”

“T’wana needs to smoke something, get laid, and buy a puppy.”

Grace, “Sounds legit.”

Melissa looked at Mrs. Blackman who shrugged. “There is a thin line between barb and observation.”

Grace, “That’ll make her bearable?”

Haley, “Her ass might unclench enough to get Xanax in if we crush it in with the warm paper towel method.” Everyone turned to look at her. “Too much?” she asked.

Lavi snorted. “Poor towel.”

I think everyone tried not to but soon we were all laughing. Once people were composed enough Mrs. Blackman began herding everyone towards registration. Haley continued to chat with Melissa.

“I’m so over this stuff. I’ll get the forms signed as soon as we’re back.”

“Are you going to tell the cheer team this weekend?” Melissa asked.

Haley let out a puff of air. “Fuck no, I don’t need the drama. I’m gonna do my best this weekend and then I’m out. I’m tempted to just not show up for practice.”

“Be the mature one about this, you need to resign and inform them.”

Haley huffed. “Yeah, like I was informed I was signing up for cheerleaders do Lord of the Flies?” She saw Melissa’s look. “Fine, I’ll email her. I gotta ask you though. What’s up with Cors?”

“What do you mean?” Melissa tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, which she does when steeling herself.

“The way she looks at you. It’s like a freshman boy who just got his first jolt of hormones.”

Melissa didn’t reply for several very long seconds before saying. “It’s not something I’m going to discuss here and wouldn’t without talking to her about it.”

“I just want to know if I’m walking into a whole psycho dyke drama.”

Melissa laughed lightly at that. “No, no. Coraline and I have stuff we’re working through but she is still a friend. We just ... uh”

“Not sure what kind of friend?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

The cheerleaders were still registering when we got there but we had a different table to go to. Grace and Melissa ran through a whirlwind of forms with the assistance of the competition workers. It seemed very complicated to me but it only took a few minutes per person to process them. I found out later most of the paperwork was done in advance.

I was lost in my thoughts, which, I will admit, involved politely watching the multitudes of girls moving around the area and imagining a post-apocalyptic world where I would have to repopulate the human race with all the girls except for Richardson and T’wana who would be exiled to the wasteland with the mutants. It was a pleasant daydream and was interrupted by a kindly-faced woman who asked my name and if I was a coach. I gave her my name, said no, and she left. Then she returned, handed me a name tag on a lanyard with ‘R. Carlo’ and the word ‘teacher.’ I noticed that Mrs. Blackman’s said ‘coach’ which seemed a tad silly to me since she had nothing to do with preparation but I guess the school technically had to supply a coach.

Mrs. Blackman pinched my elbow. “Well, there goes our torrid love affair, Mr. Carlo, we’re co-workers now. I’m told I can’t sleep with junior teachers now.”

She was clearly being silly. “Did you used to?”

Her eyes glittered. “My husband was the superintendent and he liked to watch. Back in the 70s, it was a requirement before their annual review.” She winked and walked off to check in with Grace.

Lavi wandered over and looked at Blackman leaving. “What was that about?”

“I just learned more about Mrs. Blackman in the 70s than I wanted to.”

“Like bell-bottoms and disco?”

“More shag carpet.”

“Ewww! TMI.”

“Seriously.” For the first time in my life, I wanted a supply of roofies. I didn’t want to give them to girls but to myself so that the image just put in my brain wouldn’t survive.

Once we were all processed like good little cogs in the machine we went into the big rooms setup for competitions and practice. Grace and Melissa navigated the complex and made sure everyone knew where the rooms they needed were as well as bathrooms and first aid stations. Then we decided, under urging from Mrs. Blackman, to be good schoolmates and check on how the cheerleaders were doing.

We were walking along and I wondered if there was a polite way to say “I’m not a student I’m just boinking them so I can leave” when it happened.

We caught up to the cheerleaders and Coach Richardson was talking to a blonde girl. I didn’t know her. She was the same height as Melissa, her hair was the exact same color, it was cut to the same length. I could feel the dance team take the tension of a pulled bowstring. We arrived and they stopped talking. The girl turned around.

Lavi jumped forward and enclosed her in a hug, yelling “Shelly!”

My hand found Melissa’s, which was balled into a fist. No one would have mistaken Shelly for Melissa but they could have been cousins. I remembered the name now, Shelley Bergum. She had been on the squad with them, styled herself after Melissa, and dated Lavi.

After a violent hug, they stepped apart. The faux Melissa yelled, “Lavister!”

Lavi was gobsmacked. “What are you doing here? Competing?”

“Of course. Just this one though. My dad is getting transferred back so I was asking the coach about rejoining the team.”

Lavi grinned. “You could join the dance team.”

Melissa walked up and took Lavi’s left hand. I took her other hand. Shelley’s smile flickered away and she glanced at Melissa and I. “No, thanks I think I’ll stick with cheer.”

Lavi bounced, “We have got to catch up!”

“Absoluts!”

The aftermath was a blur. I know a lot more happened but have you ever walked a quarter-mile while holding onto an explosive that the wrong movement will cause to blow up on you? That was me holding Melissa’s hand.

Melissa was on her feet facing Lavi sitting on the bed. “ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR GODDAMN MIND?!”

The door between rooms was shut with Zahra, Grace, and Jiang deciding that discretion was the better part of survival.

Lavi spread her hands. “Baby, I’m not going to fuck your arch-enemy.”

“FUCK!? I don’t want you close enough to breathe each other’s air!”

Lavi crossed her arms. “I can have friends you know.”

“WHY HER!?”

“Because she IS a friend.”

“She’s your ex.”

“And is still a friend and if you’re concerned that she wants to be more than that”

“Concerned?! I’m concerned that she wants to wear my skin as a suit and marry you in it!”

My phone dinged. It was a message from Zahra. “Damn, I didn’t expect her to go ‘Silence of the Lambs’.” Apparently, the wall was not thick.

I stood up, stepped up to her, and wrapped Melissa in a hug. “DON’T YOU HUG ME WHEN I’M ANGRY!”

Lavi joined me.

“LET ME GO!” We didn’t. “LET me go!” We waited. There was a murmur and she gave up the fight. I pulled them both clothed onto the bed with me. Lavi and I pulled Melissa between us. “You two are assholes.”

“Completely,” I said and kissed her forehead. I felt her kick Lavi, gently. “How about if I promise to make her disappear into a swamp if she tries anything?”

It was half mumbled but Melissa replied, “Better not. I can’t handle you in jail, especially if Ms. Tits leaves me.”

Lavi hugged her tighter, “My love, you are the smartest stupid head I know. You are the song I will never get out of my head, the tune I sing that makes the universe make sense. Shelley is cute and sweet, but she doesn’t give me a reason to burn. Even when I was with her you did that.”

Melissa started wiping her eyes. “Besides,” Lavi continued, “she’s a lesbian, and I’m grown fond of the all natural organic dildo over here.”

I sighed. “Sheesh, put a cucumber on a teddy bear and I’m replaced.”

Melissa chuckled. “Maybe use one of those with a voice chip we can put poetry on.”

Lavi giggled at that so I did the mature thing and tickled them both. Before I knew it I was being tickled and brown hands appeared from the other room to tickle Lavi. Soon I and five girls were all over the bed and floor in tickled masses, laughing our asses off. After a bit, that included me grabbing an unsure Zahra and ticking the sole of her foot.

Grace laughed, “We’re going to get a noise complaint.”

Melissa was standing and smoothing out her clothes. “Come on Lavi, let’s go.”

She was already following but asked, “Where?”

“Drug store down the street.”

I piped up. “Grab some shampoo and conditioner?”

“Will do.”

And with that, they were gone.

About half an hour later they returned and walked in on Ji and me naked. She was sucking the head of my cock, sometimes licking it with her tongue, and giving my shaft short strokes. I was tracing the lips of her pussy with my thumb and inserting just up to my knuckle sometimes. She was still really tight. Zahra was reading a manga at a little round table and Grace was laying next to us on the bed multitasking. She was playing a game on her phone with one hand and watching us.

Melissa seemed amused. “What is going on?”

“Ji said I looked stressed and asked if I wanted a blowjob.”

Lavi was smiling. “And you said yes. So, why are you here?” She looked at Grace.

“Wi-Fi sucks, couldn’t stream Netflix so I decided to watch this.”

Lavi snorted and Melissa followed up. “Rooms have TVs.”

“Yeah, home makeovers and shit for old people, and not my mom old but old-old. Maybe dead.”

Melissa rolled her eyes. “Whatevs. Z?”

She shrugged without lifting her eyes from the page. “I was lonely in the other room by myself.”

Melissa shook her head and held up a plastic bag. “I have blue streaks incoming.”

Zahra jumped up, “I’ll help.” She and my two wives headed into the bathroom.

Grace reached a hand down and pulled on Ji’s nipple rings making her back arch. “Did they hurt?”

Ji separated long enough to say, “Yeah, but in a good way.”

“I thought you didn’t like girls,” I asked Grace.

“I don’t, but I’ve played with one a few times with Owen. It’s not a big deal. It’s not like eating pussy makes you gay, enjoying it does.” I wasn’t sure where this was going but Grace stood up, stretched. “Well, I’m going for a walk.”

At this point, Ji sped up swallowing me with each plunge of her head. She spit on my cock and jerked me with her hand. “You like that?”

“Uh-huh.”

She pushed her head against my thigh as she stroked me and purred so that I felt it. “I’m going to make you cum all over. You’re going to spray”

I didn’t wait to hear the rest. I moved and with my good arm flipped her over. Bending down I pulled on the nipple rings with my teeth making her moan. I guided myself in as she grabbed her thighs. She was already wet but I couldn’t go in all at once.

“Fuck, you’re still tight.”

She didn’t respond except with gasping sounds. She lifted her head up to watch me push in. I started pulling in and out slowly until I got a good rhythm and soon was fucking her with the whole length of my dick. Lavi appeared in the doorway and danced over to take a picture of me splitting Ji open. She yelled back to Zahra and Melissa, “Yeah, he’s fucking the fun-sized slut now. It’s like watching a full-sized sausage get shoved into a wonton.” Ji just panted but let go of her right thigh to flip Lavi off. Lavi leaned down and kissed her. “Love you too.” With that, we were left alone again.

I grinned and slowed down as a small orgasm shook her. I let her ride it out. “You know where I’m going to spray?”

“Hmmm?”

“All inside of you, I’m going to paint your womb.” I caught my breath and started in again, churning her juices. She closed her eyes and drew her hands up under her knees to pull further back like she was hoping I’d fall inside.

“Ah, uh-uh, yeah.” It was a half-mumbled litany from her. She had another tiny orgasm and it encouraged me to pound her. She reached one arm under her knees and held them up, her hands locked together like she didn’t trust herself to hold them anymore.

My blood was on fire. “I’m close, you little slut.”

“You ... you ... should pull out.”

“Should isn’t will. Tell me to pull out and I will.”

“You... pant ... should.”

I slapped her clit gently and her back arched.

“Should won’t cut it ... tell me to pull out, and I will.”

She breathed out almost at a whisper, “Should.”

I slapped her clit harder. She whimpered and bit her lip.

“Do you know the difference between I should and I will?”

“Uh-huh.” She moved her head up and down.

“I’m already precumming, I’m sure of it, should I pull out or am I going to?”

“You should, you really should.”

I moved my hand to her chest and pulled on a nipple. “I’m not.” And with that, I came and filled her. She came again, powerfully this time, wrapping her legs around me and thrashing on the bed. I held her through it, and once she was done she pushed me back on the bed and lay on top of me. Her legs straggled my waist and I felt her play with herself and pull our combined juices out to pool on top of me.

The sensation of a tiny woman curled up on top of you is an experience I recommend for any man. We lay there a little while and even with my limbs starting to get cold I was cozy. I think I fell asleep for a little while and after coming back to consciousness I found myself chuckling.

Ji put a fingernail into my chest. “What are you laughing at?”

“I suddenly see the appeal of a weighted blanket.”

“I’m not sure if I should be offended or not.”

I hugged her. “Definitely not.”

I heard movement in the doorway and the bed shift as someone climbed on it. I felt a tongue lick around my balls, stomach, and based on her squirming JI’s pussy. I craned my neck far enough to see a blonde head busy at work cleaning.

“Hey,” I called. “You, Mellie. How did it turn out.”

I received a muffled “one minute” during which I felt a wet tongue cover my dick and balls, which helped me wake up in multiple ways. Then suddenly there was movement and Melissa appeared where I could see her. The blue was powder blue but in small streaks. She was definitely still very blonde just with a minor highlight.

“You like?” She asked.

“I like. Give me a kiss.”

She put a finger to my lips. “Let me rinse.” While she took a shot of tequila. Ji rolled off me and exclaimed delight at the color.

Lavi came in next shutting the door to the other room but not locking it. “Do I need to make myself presentable for Zahra to come in?”

She shook her head no. “Grace and she are giving each other mani-pedis.”

I got a tequila-flavored kiss and Lavi walked up behind Ji, wrapping her arms around the Chinese girl. “How about playing human shot glass?”

“Really? I thought we outgrew that in 10th grade when we made that stupid mess.”

Slyly, “So, that’s a no?”

“I didn’t say that.”

Soon spirits were distributed in rough measurements into Ji’s mouth to approximate a tequila sunrise and supplied via kiss to Lavi and Melissa.

Lavi shook her head. “Wow.”

Ji looked unamused. “Let’s not do that again. We were doing that with cheap stuff cut with soda-pop before.”

Lavi started stripping. I had gotten up to fix my own drink but paused to watch. She smacked Melissa on the ass. “You need to get undressed too slut.”

She looked sheepish. “Yes, ma’am.” Soon both were naked and I noticed that Lavi had gotten the strap on out. Oh, so it was going to be that kind of night.

Ji pointed at the plastic phallus. “How can that feel good to use?”

Lavi shrugged. “It just does. I mean I’m sure it doesn’t feel like a real dick but it’s like it’s really a part of me. Samurais say that about swords right?”

Ji scoffed. “The fuck you asking me for? I don’t know.”

“You want to try it later?”

“On who?”

“I’ll volunteer.”

“Coolness.” Ji seemed eager for this.

Meanwhile, Melissa had been using the lube she had gotten earlier and was positioning into a reverse cowgirl and easing me up her asshole, something she had gotten quite good at. Lavi then positioned herself laying down so that our legs overlapped and our groins were touching. As Melissa moved up Lavi positioned the strap on so that it began filling Melissa’s front. Lavi reached up and grabbed Melissa’s tits as she worked her way down.

“FUCK!” She settled down and began moving to work us both all the way in. I could feel the plastic dick pressing against me through the membrane of Melissa’s flesh.

Seconds later a gentle knock arrived on the inner door. I heard it open and Grace said loudly enough for Zahra to hear, “It’s fine, they’re just double stuffing Meliie.”

“What?!”

Rapid footsteps followed by Zahra going, “Damn, that’s hot.”

Grace, “It would be better if it was two guys.”

“Does a chick with a dick count?”

“I guess. I’d want her to be really butch though.”

Normally the peanut gallery would annoy me but at that moment it was hard to care about anything but the heat and pressure on my shaft. Ji meanwhile had repositioned to watch us fuck Melissa up close. I needed a distraction. I motioned to JI. “Need somewhere to sit?”

She did. And to think I had originally not wanted to come on this trip.

It was an hour later and we were a collapsed heap. Melissa’s phone dinged. She lazily reached over to it. Looking at the screen she then poked me and said, “You’re up.”

“Not for a few more minutes.” I could feel her roll her eyes even when I couldn’t see it.

She poked me again. “I meant Amber. You said you’d tuck her in. She texted.”

“You’re having a laugh.”

“Nope.”

“She’s just going to flirt with me more.”

Lavi, “She’s going to try for more than that. She’s worse than a dog with a bone.”

Ji snorted. “There’s certainly a bone involved.”

Melissa poked me. Again. “You made a promise.”

“I didn’t promise per se.”

“You said you’d do it.”

“Fine, fine.” I got up. I didn’t feel like getting poked a fourth time. Besides, I was curious what the game was.

I put pants and a shirt on but didn’t bother with socks, shoes, or underwear. Putting our room key in my pocket, “What room is she in?”

Mellie was snuggled between Lavi’s tits. “527.”

I could be between Lavi’s tits but I just had to shoot my mouth off to a cock tease. I internally grumbled as I went down the hall. In less than a minute I was in front of 527 knocking. A voice said to come in, so I did. Amber was standing there in a bright red baby doll negligee with matching thigh-high stockings.

I raised an eyebrow. “You pack that for competitions?”

She slid into a pose that arched her back a little. I appreciated it. “I never know when I might have a caller to entertain.”

I hooked my thumbs in my pockets. There was a single king size bed. “Single room?”

“Daddy doesn’t think I should have to share one but there are girls next door.” It was almost funny. I walked to the bed and pulled the comforter back. “You know what I thought when I first met you?” She asked.

I met her eyes. “What?”

“I thought you’d be taller.”

“It’s probably a metaphor for my immaturity.” I patted the bed. “Come on, I can’t tuck you in if you’re not in bed.”

“You’re still dressed.”

“And staying this way.”

“Kinky.” She breathed it out. She had practiced this sex kitten thing but the bad part was she was good at it.

“Not even a little. Look, I get that you wanted to check me out. Maybe even see if you can play cat and mouse. But I’m going to tuck your sexy little ass in, I’ll kiss your forehead good night if you want, and I’m going back to my room.”

She sat down and put her legs under the comforter. “No good night story?”

“Sorry, I left my copy of Penthouse Letters in my high school locker.”

“At least you think my ass is sexy.”

“All of you is, but I’m not a high school boy.”

She arched an eyebrow. “Well, I know I’m not too young for you so what does that mean?”

“It means the part of me that really likes you gets a vote but it doesn’t run the council.” I stood while she arranged a pillow.

“You know what the best things to get are, Robert? The things money can’t buy.” I pulled the blanket up and tucked it around her shoulders. Then I kissed her forehead lightly.

“I certainly agree with that. You do need money for Wagyu steak though.”

I started to leave. Amber smiled. “You sure I couldn’t get you to stay? I could order in service from somewhere that serves Wagyu. They’d lay out a spread for us right here.”

I shrugged. “They’d probably bring too many forks. I never did know what to do with the little ones. I’m more farm to table.” I left. Mellie and Lavi said that Amber was dogged, and mischievous, and a bit superficial, but not malicious. That had made staying tempting but something felt off, especially given the discussion about Coraline and Mellie. Besides, I really wanted to read some of Spitz’s biography of Julia Childs before bed.



