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Tilt

Should the sun beat

summer too fiercely

through your afternoon

window, you can

slant

the blinds to temper

heat and scatter light,

sifting shadows this way

and that with a

lean

of slats. And if candor

strikes too forcefully,

step back, draw careful

breath and consider the

angle

your words must take

before you open

your mouth, let them leak

out. Because once you

tilt the truth,

it becomes a lie.




Mikayla

My World Tilted

Completely off its axis the night

I hooked up with Dylan Douglas.

It was New Year’s Eve—five

months ago—so maybe part of that

earth-sway had something to do with

the downers, weed and cheap beer,

a dizzying combo on an empty stomach.

What I know for sure is, when he came

slinking up like a cougar—all tawny

and temperamental—something inside

me shifted. Something elemental.

I, probably the oldest prude in my whole

junior class, transformed into vamp.

When he smiled at me—me!—I knew

I had to make him mine. I would

have done anything. Turned out, all

I had to do was smile back. Just like

that, we belonged to each other.


Love at First Smile

That’s what it was. He says so,

and I agree. What kind of girlfriend

would I be if I argued about something

like that? Not only that, but we

fell in love as a new year began.

Symbolism there. And I didn’t need

a resolution when a result had

just occurred. All the hurt of

losing my last boyfriend—who was

at the same party, slobbering

all over my ex–good friend,

Tricia—dissolved, shaved ice in

a cup of hot tea. Dylan is a hundred

times the guy Josiah is. Thank

God I didn’t give my virginity

to him. I didn’t give it to Dylan

right away, either. Unlike Josiah,

he never pressured me to. But after

a couple of months, love spoke

louder than fear. One night

we were mostly naked and

all knotted up in each other’s

arms. And the time just seemed

right to say, “I want to. Please.”

Dylan was just so cute. Are you

sure? He said it right before

I stripped off my panties. And

he confirmed, You’re positive?

just as I pushed him inside me.

I think I wanted it more than he did.

And all that hype about awful

pain? Well, that may be true

for some people. But, except for

a couple of seconds of intense

pressure, it didn’t hurt at all.

But it made our connection steel.


Loving Someone

That much—so much he means

more to you than anything—changes

things. You lose friends, because

you’d rather be with him than with them.

I’ve always been popular. Cheerleader.

Junior class president. Homecoming

princess. All the girls wanted to hang

with me. One was even a stalker.

Now, they still smile and say hello,

but the only ones who I’m really close

to are Audrey and Emily. Both of them

have sleepover boyfriends, at least when

their parents aren’t home. That’s another

thing love changes—your relationship

with your parental units. It becomes

them versus you, as if they’re afraid

of losing you. Jealous of the person

who can make that happen. News flash,

Mom and Dad. I’ll be eighteen in a few

months. You’ve already lost me.


Now It’s Summer Vacation

Definition: sleeping in. Lazy days

at Tahoe. Parties. And that leads me to

deception. Because here’s the thing

about parents. Mostly, they don’t want

their kids to have fun, at least not

if it involves underage drinking,

illegal substances and the possibility

of sex. This is the first party of

the summer. I plan on an all-nighter.

Which means I can’t say I’m going

out with Dylan. So I invented a sleep-

over at Emily’s. “Hey, Mom,” I call

toward her bedroom. “I’m leaving

now.” I grab my backpack and keys,

start toward the door. I’m almost there

when my brother comes out of the kitchen,

yacking down a sandwich. Emily’s,

huh? Trace checks out my shorts,

the scoop of my tank. God, man,

you look like a Fourth Street hooker.

“When were you on Fourth Street?

Anyway, know what they call a guy

who looks at his sister’s attributes

like that? Pervert.” His face turns

the color of ripe watermelon flesh.

Ka-ching! Got him. Trace is fifteen

and never been kissed. At least, I’m pretty

sure he hasn’t been. It’s not like I follow him

around, and it’s not like he’d go

bragging about it if he had. Trace is

the so-quiet-you-have-to-wonder-what-

he’s-hiding type. Except, that is, when

it comes to ragging on me. “Tell

Mom I said bye, okay?” I escape into

the gentle warmth of late afternoon

June. The party won’t start until after

dark. But I don’t have to wait that long

to see Dylan. He’s picking me up at

Em’s. I see it as a French vanilla lie.

Not totally white. But close enough.


Emily’s Parents Aren’t Home

So I don’t bother with the doorbell. “Hello?”

No response but a meow from Monster Cat.

Ah, now I hear giggling behind her bedroom

door. She’s either on the phone or not alone.

I probably shouldn’t barge in. Tyler’s probably

in there, too. Instead, I text Dylan. HEY, BABY.

COME GET ME. Just as he says he’s on his way,

Emily comes out of her room, adjusting clothes,

hair mussed and makeup smeared. Good call.

“I take it Ty’s here?” They’ve been going

out for almost a year. Serious love.

Uh, no, actually. It’s not Tyler. It’s Clay.

The look she gives me is half challenge,

half plea. Last time I looked, Clay happened

to be going out with our mutual friend,

Audrey. “Hey, I won’t tell.” But I can’t

believe she’d cheat on Tyler. “Did you and

Ty have a fight or something?”

She smiles. Nothing like that. I just

wanted to try something different is all.
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“Don't stop. | want to.”
But I didn’t think we would
so | didn’t bring a condom.

That makes me laugh.

“And that matters, why?”
Good point. But | don’t
want to hurt you, either.

“You won't. Pregnant

women have sex all the

time. In fact, I've heard—"
Stop talking. You're messing
up my concentration. He kisses
me, softly at first, then harder.

| kiss him back even harder.

Slip out of my shorts, help

him out of his, too. And now

we are totally naked under
a blush of summer stars. He
kisses down the front of me,
lifting goose bumps, even
though the air is low oven hot.

He lifts up over me, holding

his weight with the strength

of his arms. Rocks into me with

a tenderness | didn't know he possessed.

Time blurs in a mist of making love.
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The food in the sink, and
sticking out of the trash can.

What the hell?
says Mom.
She was going crazy,
explains Bri.

No shit, Sherlock,
adds Trace.

I'm about to defend myself,
when the phone rings.

Jace? barely
whispers Mom.

But it's not Dad. The voice
on the answering machine

is unfamiliar. I'm trying to
reach Holly Carlisle. Thisis . . .

Sarah Hill. Mom looks stunned,
especially when we hear, Her mother.
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He sounded like shit.

And he wants to know

if everything is okay

with me. [ miss him,

too. Last time I saw

him we argued about
sports, of all stupid
things. I thought he
was mad at me, and
I've been nursing
personal anger. But
it’s probably a good

thing we haven’t been

together. I don’t need

to get the flu or what-

ever he’s got. Nothing

to do now but wait for

him to call me back.
Meanwhile, I go into
the kitchen, scrounge
for something to serve
as breakfast, lunch and
dinner. Frozen Chinese.
I'll even get my vegetables.
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She found out somehow.
And suddenly, I'm certain.
“You're the one who told.”

Before she can say anything,
there's a gasp at the door. Fuck.
It's Trace. You're pregnant?

And now, Mom’s here. No
one knows yet, Trace. Not even
Dad. We want to keep it quiet.

Quiet? Really? Indignant. That’s
going to be kind of hard to
do, don't you think? Standing

there all pissed, he reminds me
of Dad lately. Bri, conversely,
looks totally slapped down.

And now it hits Trace. The other
option. Unless . . . Quite obviously,
it sinks in. He drops his head. Oh.
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He went back to Vegas.
Where he lives. Where
he works as a producer
for a major casino show,
Rumble from Down Under.
Just what it sounds like—
Aussie guys with six-pack
abs and giant deltoids taking
off most of their clothing,
one piece at a time. At least
Robin isn’t a stripper, and
Mom says his job pays really
well. And sometimes casinos
in Reno or Tahoe bring them
in for special performances.
Mom says Vegas isn't so far.
It isn’t exactly close, either,
and she really misses him.
She pretends like she doesn’t.
Like everything’s just fine.
But her eyes have gone hollow.
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I find God on Twitter. God TV.
Five Steps to Hearing God.
Fifty Reasons There Is No God.

Scientific evidence proving God.
Stephen Hawking disclaiming
them. God Hates Shrimp—

a rather funny gay parody
dissing some people’s Bible
beliefs. Westhoro Baptist

Church’s God Hates Fags.
God’s Yellow Pages. God Tube.
God in Islam. God in America.

There is so much God—or
lack thereof—that it’s damn
hard to wade through it all.

But the more I wade, the more
I realize that no one really
has a clue if God is orisn’t.
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To pretend everything’s fine
when clearly | have changed.
Not outwardly. Not yet. | don't
look any different than | did
before summer started. | still

fit into my size-five clothes
have the same haircut
wear the same makeup
accentuate myself with
Dylan. We still walk hand

in hand or arm around waist as if
love isn't enough to connect us.
We are who people at school
picture when they think “couple.”
But | don't smile as much. Don't

laugh nearly as easily. Don't
stick my tongue down Dylan'’s
throat in total defiance of the
no-making-out-on-campus rule.
Not like I did last year. | don't.
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Sit in front of my computer,

try not to look at morbid pictures.

But some force more powerful

than curiosity draws a mouse click.

I spend the next two hours examining

death in its many forms.
Peaceful.
Accidental.
Purposeful.
Brutal.

I look at faces.
Contorted.
Aborted.
Bloated.
Beheaded.

I Stll(ly mourners.
Distraught.
Resigned.
Curious.
Furious.

And nowhere do [ see a sign of God.
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Has become impossible.

It’s hard to put into words,
but I feel fractured, and

though the two halves of me
still function together,

sooner or later I know one
side or the other will peel

away. Pretty sure half a person
can’t survive, but even if

it could, it shouldn’t. The split

grows wider, wedged apart

by things 1 have no control
over. Things like the coming

holidays. They haven’t been
important for years, but now

Gram and Gramps want to
celebrate in traditional style.
I don’t feel like celebrating.
Christmas should have been
all about Shelby, who never
really had one. Why should
we celebrate without her now?
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and scattered notions
of lies excuses
periods invented pending
sexting pics nipples

touching that place until . . .





