ALISSA’S NEW THING, PT 1


Lockers were banging shut. Practice was over but Alissa Lee didn't bother to change out of her cheerleading outfit. She sat on the bench, playing with her cellphone while the rest of the girls were noisily changing.


It felt like a little ritual for her, the bosslady sitting among her crew, staying until everyone left. She took head cheerleading seriously, indulging a little in a big sister style watchfulness keeping on eye out for bags left behind, keys dropped, sunglasses left on top of the lockers.


A couple feet away, her best friend Patrice was pulling on jeans. She liked Patrice's new hair, rich blond cut close on the sides but full on top and then noticed Patrice's new lacy bra, a damask pink and white thing.


"Like your bra. Looks good," she said.


Patrice smiled. "Yeah. I still can't believe you talked me into buying it. I have to hide it at home." Alissa watched her zipper up her jeans with a little tug at the top that made Patrice raise up on her sockless toes. Her pale unpainted toes.


"Tell your sister it was a gift from Mark. Aren't your feet cold?"


"Yeah, floor's chilly. I don't know. The brat knows he doesn't have any money."


"You can lie. Bye Sandy." She waved to the little freshman who had come onto the team like gangbusters. "I like her. She's good."


She looked back to Patrice who was now on the bench, pulling on her socks. They fit snug with a cute pink band at the top and a dancing bear logo on the ankle. Alissa whirled around and looked over at Britt, who was stuffing one arm into a jacket while holding a cellphone in the other. Shinny black nylon pants bunched up at the top of her Uggs. Britt was tall and lean, mostly from her legs. 


Careless, in a hurry, thought Alissa. Impulsively, she reached over and slapped Britt's butt. Britt turned around and smiled. They both gave little waves. She mouthed to Alissa I'll call you later. Alissa cheerily nodded and mouthed, Bye!


She whirled back around. "Are you ready?" 
"Yep," Patrice said.


Alissa jumped up. "Ok, everyone close to getting out of here? You've got five minutes." 


They were both singing in the car, but Patrice was vamping it up in the passenger seat, oooh oooh oooh yeah OH! huh huh huh. The song trailed off and the sound of the car came back. 


"Love that song," Patrice said. "That new girl gave it to me. She's got this whole stash of music that only Australian's play." 


Alissa smiled, recognizing who Patrice was talking about. The new girl had moved in a few weeks ago, just a few doors down from the Lees. With perfect cordiality, Alissa and her mom walked over with brownies, a cheery American welcome wagon. There to receive them, overseeing the movers, were Anne Mulroney and her daughter Dana. Alissa was captivated by their accents right away and also how they smiled a lot. It was a sunny fall day and to Alissa, both seemed to glow with the sun and excitement.


Patrice was returning the cd to its sleeve. "I have her in my biology class. She doesn't say a lot."


"She's cool. I've gone over a few times to hang out. She loves tv," Alissa said. And then added, "She's pretty."


"Yeah. Like every Australian has to have this sick tan. You should get her to come out with us."


"I think she's shy. Maybe."


Alissa pulled up to Patrice's house. Patrice's younger brother was playing with their dog in the yard. He was just a year behind and timid around girls. Alissa knew he had a crush on her and honked the horn. He looked up and stopped in his tracks. He waved nervously.


"I like seeing him jump," Alissa said.


Patrice got out and hung by the window. "Let's do something Saturday."


" 'k. Call me." Patrice made a funny face, smiled and headed up the driveway. "Bring what's her name. We'll get her drunk." Alissa watched Patrice stride across the grass. She liked how Patrice walked, full of purpose and energy. 


Driving home she slowed up when she came to the new girl's house, and then decided to pull in. Alissa figured Dana would be in. As far as she knew she didn't do anything after school, yet.


She knocked and after awhile the doorknob moved. Dana opened the door with a brisk pull.


"Hello!" It was such an exciting, wholehearted welcome Alissa found herself smiling and instantly glad she came. "What are you doing, missy?" Dana asked.



"I was just getting back from practice. What are you doing?"


"Come in. But not for long. I have to make dinner for mum. She's flying out tonight."


Alissa stepped in and caught the smell of the Mulroney house. It was always noticable and made Alissa tingle, as if she were entering some place private, a place that insisted she be invited first before entering. She stepped in, lingering in the foyer while Dana trotted into the kitchen.


"I'm making spaghetti!" Dana was wearing a bright blue tanktop and white karate pants. Her feet shuffled in white furry houseslippers. Alissa wondered if Dana was napping or if this was Australian housewear, because when she saw Dana in geometry today, it was tight black jeans, a cool shimmery brown blouse, and really awesome black boots. 


"Come have a taste," Dana said.


Alissa moved into the house, looking everything over. She could hear Ms. Mulroney upstairs.


The kitchen was bright and smelled like tomato sauce. Dana held up a spoon and Alissa took it. "Wow, that's good," she said. 


Dana leaned in slightly. "When mum's all good and packed off, come back later and we'll watch some dvds. I just found some of her wine."


By the time dinner was cleared away, Alissa had convinced her mother all school work was done and that going over to Dana's wouldn't be a problem. It was only Thursday night. 


Outside, the warm evening and the walk from her house four doors down was serene. Dana answered the door more casually this time with a pleasant "Hey ...." She left it wide open and headed back to the living room before Alissa took a step inside. 


Popcorn was popped, two glasses found, wine opened and after some negotiation, DVDs were picked, placed, and played. Both girls settled into opposite ends of the couch, sharing an ottoman. The  tv glowed through the room.


"Want some more wine?" Alissa asked.


"Just hand me the bottle."


The wine mellowed both of them, but halfway through the movie, Dana paused the movie got up, disappeared for a moment and came back holding a  bird bone in her palm. She pinched one hand and held it up to Alissa.


"Ever smoke?" she asked. Alissa shook her head.  


"What's that?" Alissa pointed.


"A pipe. Wanna try? It feels great."


"What about your mom? Won't she know?"


Dana beamed. "It's hers."


This was way beyond anything Alissa had ever wanted to try but at that moment she was willing. Right away she coughed, but the taste and smell was flowery green. 


Soon a warmth rose up inside, her muscles relaxed and even though she stopped paying attention to the movie, she took every detail of the cozy room. Pictures lined the wall: Dana and her mom on a sailboat, the two of the dressed up for someone's wedding, a dog and a cat. No brother and sister. No father.


From the couch, Alissa scanned over the whole Mulroney domain, forming vivid observations about the decor. Everything seemed just so. Not a single picture frame off balance, plants were positioned just right. Dana had even placed the tv remote on the end table so that she could simply move her fingers over it to raise or lower the volume without moving. Though Alissa originally felt sorry that the Mulroney's had no one else in their family, mother and daughter seemed really together. Unhindered, driving their world as they saw fit. 


Wow, I really am high. Alissa giggled.


"What's so funny?" Dana asked.


"I'm just ... wow."


Dana laughed. "Me too." 


Alissa swung her gaze back to the couch and onto Dana. Dana's languid athletic build, from her wide rounded shoulders down through her jaunty breasts, her cute knees made paler in the tv light and the rock solid poise with which her legs extended and crossed at the ankle. It achieved a perfect moment in time for Alissa who there and then decided that Dana should go out for cheerleading. Or sports or something, she concluded. And then she thought, her feet look so clean. Her nails are trimmed perfectly.


Alissa had a habit of checking out girls' feet. She looked very seriously at how they were shaped, were cared for, their skin, the color of their nails, whether the toes were straight or crooked or cramped or delicate, whether they were fat or slim or strong, high arched or flat. And, after review, Alissa found she not only either liked or disliked a girl but could decide whether she was pretty or not. Sometimes the prettiest seeming girl - Heather Faber, for example, one of her cheerleaders - was privately knocked down a peg or two to Alissa if she had unattractive feet. Even though every boy it seemed fell over each to ask her out. Any competitive or jealous feelings Alissa might have had with her would instantly evaporate, because Alissa knew the girl has ugly feet. In fact, Alissa realized, she had no problem going head to head against Heather for the head cheerleading spot because she didn't think the girl was pretty at all.


And the opposite was true. The plainest girl, like Greta Dorey, who none of the boys asked out, could suddenly blossom right before her if Alissa noticed her feet and approved. 

Alissa realized she was zoning out again. But she'd never really put any of this together before, at least not consciously. It was kind of fun to learn something about yourself like this. Except then she realized she was already smiling, with this stupidly pleasant grin riding on her face and that her cheeks ached because of all this smiling. 


She looked back at Dana again and realized she not only had checked out her feet on move in day, but after introducing herself, the first thing she said to Dana Mulroney was, "I like your flip-flops." Meaning, I like how your feet look in them. That's what I meant, she admitted to herself. And maybe that's why I always feel so weird around her.

"I'm so high I'm actually liking this movie," Dana said casually.


In the glow of the tv, Dana noticed Alissa was not only quiet, but not moving a muscle. She was looking in a strange direction, not at the tv, not at Dana. She had this big grin on her face and her cool ivory skin was flushing red. Pretty, but strange. 


Dana too was feeling a little self-conscious and was wiggling her foot, partly out of nerves. The mood in the room seemed different now, but Dana went ahead and ignored it.


She giggled. "What are you staring at?" 


The good vibe Alissa was in popped. Suddenly self-conscious, she felt her stomach fall and changed the direction of her stare. Then she moved to the tv. "Nothing."


"You were staring. Stoned and staring."
She feigned obliviousness. "I'm watching tv." It was so obvious it made her smile.  


Dana thought about it. "No you weren't. What's on my foot?" She swung her legs off the ottoman onto the couch. "You were staring at my foot. What's wrong with it?" She pressed her right foot into Alissa's thigh for emphasis. 


"Nothing. Stop."


"Yes you were." 


"No...." Alissa's stubborness was impressive. Dana wanted to break it down. She pressed her foot into Alissa's thigh again, this time for longer, and put her left foot on the couch, knee bent. Her foot, her ankle and her leg flexed with a subtle persistent, repeating strength against Alissa. She put both hands on her lap nervously and couldn't concentrate on anything except Dana's pressure. 


Soon she couldn't take it any more and wanted the game to end. She felt like she was losing something, giving something away, all because Dana was putting her on the spot for something she wished she hadn't started in the first place.


"Don't," she tried to say, but it creaked out of her throat. 


"What? What am I doing?"


"You're pressing your foot against me." 

Dana moved her right foot from the couch, and ran it smoothly along her left leg. She was breaking Alissa. "So? Just tell me what you were staring at."


This was all upside down. For the first time in her life Alissa felt like she was slipping down a chute, not in charge. There were times when she could be snotty, times when she simply directed other people to either buy her something or fetch something, times when she felt sorry for a boy who obviously wanted to date her or a girl who obviously wanted to be just like her, a princess of the hallways, and that haughty stature pleased her no end.


But in the darkness of someone else's house, a place no one knew she was in, hanging with a girl hardly anyone knew existed, Alissa felt like now was a good time to just swim with the current. Dana's strong but gentle pressure reminded her of a cat kneading a pillow. She moved her absent gaze from the tv to her left, down to Dana's foot. When it flexed, she could see the tendons lift and separate and her skin shone with tan silkiness. The toes, unpainted, knuckled and pressed. Each toe was delightful. 


"Were you staring at my foot?" Dana asked.


Alissa kept her eyes on it. "Yes."


"Why?"


Alissa refused to be afraid. The truth made her strong and would probably just end it all right there.

She inhaled. "I think they're pretty."


"My foot is pretty?" Dana asked, a little archly, as if she'd never thought the same thing.


"Well, I ..."


"Look at it again. Closer." Sliding down the couch a little, she raised her right foot up closer to Alissa's face, keeping the other one on her friend's thigh. But the kneading stopped. Instead, her sole cupped Alissa's leg, and Alissa moved her hand to rest on the instep, uncertain and a little limp.


Dana's svelte, sleek foot hovered in front of her, tendons and knuckles slightly at play. Alissa could make out the feint swirls of skinpattern under Dana's big toe and the round ball of her foot. And for the first time, the mild smell of lotion, sweat and pheremones drifted off her foot and found its way into Alissa's nose. It was intimate and shocking. She felt hot.


"Is this what you were looking at?"


"I wasn't this close."


"Now you are. Is it pretty?"


Alissa tried to be indifferent. "Sure." And then she glared at Dana. "Don't be a bitch."


Dana lowered her foot, but left it on Alissa's thigh. "I'm sorry. But you were the one staring at my foot. No one's complimented my feet before."


"Well there's a first time for everything." Alissa felt a little stronger again. And wanted to keep it going, directing the course of the conversation. 


"You should try out for cheerleading."


"Why? Because I have pretty feet?"


Alissa clicked her tongue with annoyance. "No. Please. The rest of you is pretty too. And you seem like you'd be good at it. I should know." She turned casually to the movie.


"Mmm. Ok. I'll think about it." Oddly, Alissa had done nothing to move her foot off her lap, Dana realized. She moved her foot a little again, teasing. "You'd give me a good word wouldn't you?" Even though Alissa was still looking at the tv, she smiled and nodded. "If you insist." She then put her hand on Dana's foot, in what was supposed to be a friendly gesture. But once she did, Alissa was startled with how warm it was, and how soft. She didn't move it. Just kept it there.

 
They both watched tv.


After a moment, Dana said, "Your hands are soft."

 
"Thanks." And a second later, "your skin's soft too."


"I like to keep them soft. I spend a lot of time on my feet."


"Why?" Alissa asked. It was dumb, she knew that. But for the first time in a long time, she looked at Dana. Dana's hair was a little scattered across her forehead, but her grey eyes were locked on Alissa.


"Why? You don't think I should? They're as pretty as the rest of me. Feel how soft."


Impulsively, she moved her foot gently up Allissa's arm, riding her toes up Alissa's tricep gently. It turned into a tender gesture and Alissa smiled. They were looking at each other again, Alissa smiling and Dana's grey eyes affectionate. Alissa turned to the tv again.  


After a minute or two, she felt Dana's toes wiggle under the sleave to her blouse, playfully. Alissa refused to turn from the tv. "What are you doing?"


"Just playing." 


Alissa tried to concentrate on the movie and for a minute or so, it worked, able to forget Dana and that foot of hers. Until something felt very close, hovering. And before she knew it, Dana's foot brushed her cheek. 


Alissa moved an inch or two away. "What are you doing?" Her throat tightened.


"Just feel, silly."


Alissa let Dana's foot move closer. When the shells of her toenails brushed Alissa's cheek, she noticed. But when Dana's foot turned and the tender bottoms of her toes and the ball of her foot landed on Alissa's cheek, it was electric to both of them. Alissa froze. Dana knew she was taking a liberty, perhaps even teasing Alissa, but she wanted to see how the girl would react. She brushed the side of her foot gently across Alissa's cheek.


Now Alissa turned, gluing her eyes on Dana to find out exactly what was going on here. Dana's teasing grin had vanished, replaced with intention and inquisition. 


A small part of her, the cold objectivist, came to attention realizing that a girl's foot was now resting on her face. You should react, the objectivist screamed, don't let her do this to you! Alissa pictured herself leaping off the couch, indignant, even hysterical, screaming, "Get off me! Stop seducing me! I'm not like that! Who are you?"


But that wasn't right, felt like an overacting lie. Dana's foot now flowed gently down her neck.

The girl was caressing her sweetly like a lover. Is this going any further? Alissa wondered sitting as still as she could. Maybe she'll just stop, or I'll get bored. Maybe I've had enough, game over. 

As if Dana were reading her mind, Alissa watched Dana's expression shift from intimidation to tenderness while her foot continued gliding across Alissa's, up her neck, acroos her cheek, up to her temple, and then into Alissa's thick black hair. She realized then that she and Dana had been staring at each other the whole time, as if waiting for the other to blink or flinch. But neither girl did. Their silence now felt very intimate and gently pushing the intimacy. Her body relaxed and her hand started to run itself against Dana's other foot. Their eyes were locked on each other.


"Your hair feels good between my toes." Alissa felt herself smile, relieved a little. This wasn't just Dana playing with her.


"You're so pretty," Alissa admitted.


"Thank you. I know." She moved her foot down from Alissa's hair, and for the first time bent her ankle out so that her toes could run confidently across Alissa's face. Such a subtle shift, but it made Alissa close her eyes and exhale. She realized she was shaking. And then a part of her mind turned off. She couldn't hold off. She turned her head slightly so that Dana's toes glided towards her lips and once her lips brushed the taught supple skin of her toes, she began nuzzling.  


"Oh, that's nice. You really do like them, don't you?" Alissa nudged the tip of her nose across each toe. Her lips, not yet pursed, brushed across the sturdy ball of Dana's foot. "Kiss it. I want you to."

Alissa complied. She kissed Dana Mulroney's foot, on the sole, and found her nose buried in Dana's toepads. She breathed in deeply and kissed again, moving her hands now up to hold, embrace, Dana's foot. 


Alissa kissed again and then several times as a soft humid warmth filled the space between her face and Dana's sole. With an inhale, her light sweaty odor ran up in Alissa's nose and felt it grip a primative, reptilian part of her brain. This smell was good. She moved her lips from Dana's tight warm sole to her arch, which felt curvy and sinewy. Alissa could feel Dana's muscles tighten and release with each movement, arousing her even more. 


"This feels wonderful." Dana said.


Alissa was lost in a strange reverie, as if everything else vanished except meeting Dana's foot with her lips. She pressed harder into her sole and breathed in again and then rubbed her face against the taut arch. She moaned a little and Dana giggled nicely.


For the first time in a while, Alissa repositioned herself, so that she could sit facing Dana. Dana's other foot, which had been resting on Alissa's thigh, now moved inside and higher up. She stroked Alissa's hip with her bare foot until it settled finally on Alissa's crotch.


Alissa "mmmmmed" the moment Dana's other foot rested on her mound, and it sounded slightly panicky. The moan opened her lips so that now she was sucking on Dana's arch. 


Dana responded with a low short open-eyed moan of her own. "Ohh." She couldn't tear herself away from watching this beautiful American girl, a cheerleader, the top of the heap of all the girls at the school, who'd probably never so much as touched another girl before, who probably had a boyfriend or several, give into this seduction so hard. She'd never seen anything like it before. The real passion Alissa was putting into every kiss at first made Dana think twice about pushing this further, but she physically couldn't stop it and emotionally she was slipping too into new terrain that was calling to her.


Alissa now looked at Dana over the arch of her foot, lips still planted. This was the ledge. Both girls sensed it, but didn't have the words. Alissa moved one hand down to Dana's foot warming the swell of her mound, grasped it, and began moving it against her. Dana nodded and didn't need any more guidance. With gentle force she pressed and massaged Alissa's little volcano which was becoming so hot, she felt her foot loosen and sweat a little. She was going to get this girl off on kissing her feet, but to clinch it, she had to take this further. With Alissa still looking at her, smearing her face, cheeks and lips against her sole and arch, Dana took hold of her foot pulled slightly and held it up to in front of Alissa's face. 


"I want you to kiss the top of my foot, ok?" Alissa nodded and reached her lips first to the bone in front of her ankle, and then down into the sweet crevice formed by Dana's flexing toes. When she reached there, Alissa's heart began racing even more and she breathed in as if catching her breath and getting ready for something else. "This means you really think I'm beautiful, Alissa. Do you know that?" Alissa nodded. "And when you think I'm beautiful, that means you're in love me, right?" Alissa paused for moment, lips still buried among the tendons, Dana's toes cupping her chin. Her hand was now holding Dana's foot flat, palm to sole. This, and Dana's spell of words, created an aura of reverence, an emotion she'd never had before, but was steadily enjoying. 


She nodded. 


"You're in love with me?" Dana asked. Again, Alissa nodded. "Is it me or just my foot?"


Alissa was staring, unblinking, holding onto one thought that didn't have a name yet, until she found it. "It's both, Dana."


"That is so very sweet. I really like that. Will you keep kissing?" Alissa resumed kissing and Dana resumed moving her foot against Alissa's mound. She could feel the juices erupting inside her friend's sweat pants, so much so she wondered if her friend was peeing. The thought of Alissa's sloppy, soaked panties turned Dana on.


"I can feel how wet you're getting. That tells me a lot." Alissa wanted to ask her what that was, but couldn't form the words. Kissing Dana's sole, prodding the bottom of her toes seeking more of the Danasmell that held her in this reverential state was more important.  


"I like that you're in love with me because you're really pretty too. But now you're in love with me, I'm going to have to ask you to really show me. I want you to be in love with me and to be my lover."


Alissa nodded. 


"I want you to suck my toes now. Have you ever done that?"


Alissa shook her head. 


"Have you ever heard of people doing that?"


Alissa nodded. 


"You've seen it on some porn site, haven't you?" Alissa smiled guiltily and nodded. "We'll talk about that later." 


Alissa waited for Dana to finish, even though Dana herself wasn't really sure what she was saying. Both were lost in this thing they were creating.


"I want you to be my lover. You're so beautiful, listening to every word I say. I like telling you what to do. It turns me on. You're going to be my lover, but I'll tell you where and when and how. How does that sound?"


Alissa didn't answer, but Dana could tell she was listening. "You'll be my lover and I'll be something else to you. I'll be in charge."


Alissa nodded.


"So for now you'll show your love to me through my feet. You'll be my sweet beautiful lady foot worshipper." 


Though they hadn't moved an inch, their mutual, intimate focus had drawn them very close.


"I'd like that..." Alissa finally whispered. "I'm yours."


Dana smiled and started pushing her foot again against the slicked nylon mess of Alissa's core.


"You're so beautiful. So now I have one more request." She then slid her foot under Alissa, so that Alissa could ride the bone of her instep. Alissa quickly mounted it and started grinding.


"That's a good girl. And now
I want you to suck my toes. You'll be my lover then, Ok?" No one had ever asked Alissa to be their lover and she had never thought of actually sucking toes. Kissing them showing affection, yes. But bring the toes into her mouth, it seemed slutty. It was sexy and adult. Her mouth started to water. She took Dana's warm foot and held it with both hands.


"Go ahead," Dana whispered. "You were staring at it earlier. Put your lips around my toe. And I'll push."


As Dana held her pretty foot in the air, her shapely sexy toe not quite touching Alissa's sealed lips, Alissa looked to her friend again. Dana's head rested on a cushion, her eyes glittery with encouragement. It made Alissa feel safe that this wasn't just her thing, they were both involved. Alissa thought to herself, You know you want to. Dana's toe was so close that when Alissa pursed her lips, she cupped the tender nub. Dana then slid it over Alissa's dry lips and Alissa welcomed it into her mouth and started sucking. The mood between them was different now with Dana confidently leading Alissa into a place she'd never been before. She felt like she was shedding layers of herself, one kiss, one moan at a time.


I am sucking a girl's toes. It was disorienting, but when sahe thought of pushing away, something truer stepped in. I love girl's toes! Gratefully she cupped her tongue underneath it, extended her lips like a fish's over the soft bony knuckle and sucking her cheeks in, slowly glided her lips back across the skin, then the smooth nail, coming to rest at the tender tip. 


"Mmmm..." Dana rolled her eyes up with approval and then levelled them at Alissa who hadn't moved, her lips resting on the tip of Dana's toe. Dana sensed Alissa was waiting for another suggestion. "Do that for all of them."


Alissa grinned and closing her eyes moved to the next toe.
