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“You're staring.”
Big blue eyes move to my face and get wider with shock. They flick back and forth between my tattoos and my face, her lips parted to make an excuse for gawking at me or maybe to ask permission.

“Wanna touch 'em, cutie?” My lips curl into a sarcastic smirk; the expression tailor-made for the caste of student I’m sadly used to insulting me. I have to tease her; I can't help it. Something about those giant eyes just begs to be fucked with. Besides, they’re all terrified of the big, Black, goth girl who adds to her unnatural height with spiked, platform boots.

But her creamy peach colored hand actually comes up and those little pink fingernails come towards me. Even inches from the coiling vine on my shoulder, I don't believe it's happening.

“Claire!”

And thanks to her bitchy cheerleader friends, I never will.

Claire scurries off with her friends; who look at me the way you'd expect a flock of cheerleaders to look at the big scary goth girl. Oh, the fear is real, since I tower over all of them even without my boots, and all my dark skin is covered in tattoos, fishnets, and black leather. But the disgust is rehearsed. And boring.

But as I watch Claire bounce off with them and replay her expression in my mind – her round eyes wide, lips parted and cheeks flushed with awe, steady fingers moving to stroke my inked flesh – I'm finally glad our college has cheerleaders.

I'll have to get to know her better.

“What's with the blonde, Bea?”

“Don't worry, Nick. I'm not replacing you.” Not that I mind but Nick is the only other goth on campus who isn’t a pretentious poser so I stick to him like my general sanity depends on it. Because it does. Every girl, goth or not, should have a goth fairy like Nick as her best friend. We met in middle school when his fame on the wrestling team somehow made the girls hate him for being popular with the jocks. Being the listless nerd that I am, I followed his cool wrestling scholarship to this college with my lame biochemistry major. He paints my toenails while I erase every trace of blonde from his head and replace it with pink and blue dye.

“She wasn't any problem. And her friends are too scared to start shit.”

“I didn't think you'd be into cheerleaders.” He smirks at me with his hip cocked to the side.

“Tight sweaters, short skirts...” My eyes turn to where the bouncing mouse scurried away. “What's not to like?”

“Perhaps the consistent wave of malice coming from the whole gaggle of them?”

I shrug. He has a point. But the way Claire looked at me with an innocent curiosity and reached out to touch me without a drop of fear? “There was something different about that one, though.”

Nick smacks me playfully with limp-wristed softness but I know how strong he is. The last guy to call him a fag got his arm broke in three places. “Go get her, honey. But don't hurt yourself.”

My smile must be evil incarnate because Nick giggles like a maniac. Ah, I love my little fairy. He encourages me to do bad things.

––––––––
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I SET FOOT IN THE GYM for the first time since my freshman tour two years ago. The trophy case is choked with horrid gold colored monstrosities to celebrate national competitions I didn’t even know existed. As the gleaming figures are frozen in pom-pom glory break up my dark reflection in the glass, my jaw drops and I only have one coherent thought: Shit, these chicks are serious! I look for any trace of a second place or third place trophy and not a single one. I know Nick’s team is a division one team – whatever that means and I never retain the information after poor Nick has explained it all tome for the millionth time – but I had no idea slinging pom-poms could be so competitive.

I hear high pitched, low IQ chatter and I grab my bag and sprint for the boy’s locker room. No way they’ll find me in there. I don’t get what they’re saying since I don’t speak vapid moron, but Claire’s voice, breathy and light like an honest to God lark, comes through loud and clear.

“I’ll see you later!” She chirps, waving as the others leave. When the door shuts, I peek out of my hiding place to see her stretching. Long pale legs at a perfect 180-degree angle reach to forever beneath the blue and yellow skirt and I throb around my thong. Impressive. Too impressive. I might lose it right here.

Then she breathes in deep and rolls to her feet right into this jumping spin thing that makes me dizzy. Not just because I can see those cute little shorts ride up a perfect, lily white ass. Claire has a fluid grace and talent I would never have expected a cheerleader to need.

As I venture closer, Claire rolls again and doesn't notice me. Her pom-poms fly into the air and she catches them after a leg comes spinning into the air without even looking. Her eyes are closed in contemplative bliss as she sighs into the perfect movement. I can’t even say the pervert in me isn’t impressed but the awe as I watch her body move effortlessly through her routine.

Holy shit, these chicks are serious! Part of me wants to hit that and part of me wants to sit back and watch her work.

“Wow,” I mutter, completely ruining her concentration and Claire lands flat on her ass.

“Owww...” Oh, she is too cute for words. Claire isn't the slightest bit annoyed I fucked up her practice. Those water-colored eyes blink up at me and go wide with recognition. “Oh, hi!”

“Sorry about that. I didn’t mean to distract you, I was just...” I'm not normally at a loss for words but when Claire bounces to her feet, her sweater barely containing those beautiful tits my brain goes stupid.

“It's ok! I was hoping I would see you again!” Oh man, she is coming closer, straight white teeth in a gleaming, sincere smile and it takes a second to register what she says to me.

“Me? Really?” That's the real me. Deadpan. Serious. Aloof. Horny as all get out.

“Yeah!” If she doesn't stop being so perky and bouncy, I'm gonna straight up eat her. “You looked so cool! We're not allowed to get tattoos and I like to look since I can't get one myself.” So enthusiastic. Her words run together and Claire bites on her finger while her other hand makes her pom-poms dance behind her back. She's all pure energy. It just shines out of her. No wonder she picked cheerleading. The woman cannot stay still. “You are so awesome!”

My eyebrow raises in surprise before I can stop it. “Well, thanks.” I look down at her, fidgeting happily, her gaze focused on my chest and the vined pentacle inked on it and I know my smile is devious and hungry. I drop my backpack and Claire's eyes shift to confusion when the low bass sound of my books hitting the ground echoes around us. “We were interrupted before. You wanted to touch them.”

Oh
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