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Looking for Alaska : a

novel
, Some concerns: sex between
Call Number: FIC GRE & ° .
children, children watching a
RATRRW () pornographic video, children
| discovering how to give oral sex
D Alaska read the sticker on the

_ top of the video. “The Bitches of

Madison County. Well. Ain’t that
just delightful.”

We ran with it to the TV room,
closed the blinds, locked the door,
and watched the movie. It opened
good friends and great pranks, but is defined with a woman standing on a bridge
by the search for answers about life and with her legs spread while a guy
death after a fatal car crash. knelt in front of her, giving her
oral sex. No time for dialogue, 1

OVERVIEW

Sixteen-year-old Miles' first year at Culver
Creek Preparatory School in Alabama includé

suppose. By the time they started
doing it, Alaska commenced with
her righteous indignation. “They
just don’t make sex look fun for
women. The girl is just an object. -
o iere o=, ) Just as the Bradys were getting
I was already looking, needless

to say. A woman crouched on |  l0Cked injail, Lara randomly asked

her hands and knees while a guy

o u
knelt behind her. She kept say- | g, “Have you ever gotten a blow
ing “Give it to me” and moaning,
and though her eyes, brown and 'Ob)"
blank, betrayed her lack of inter- ] 5

est, 1 couldn’t help but take men-
tal notes. Hands on her shoulders,
I noted. Fast, but not too fast or
it’s going to be over, fast. Keep your
Krunting to a minimuwum.

As if reading my mind, she said,
“God, Pudge. Never do it that hard.
That would hAwurt. That looks like




Looking For Alaska con't

“Um. wveah. 1
mean, yvou don't have to.”

“T think I want to.” she said. and
we kissed a little, and then. And
then with me sitting watching The
Brady Bunch, watching Marcia Mar-
cia Marcia up to her Brady antics,
Lara unbuttoned my pants and
pulled myv boxers down a little and
pulled out My penis.

"Wow,"” she said.

“What?"

She looked up at me, but didn't
move, her face nmnanometers away
from my penis. “It's weird.”

“What do vou mean weird

“Just beeg, I guess.”

I could live with that kind of
welrd. And then she wrapped her
hand around it and put it into her
mouth,

And waited.

We were both very still. She did
not mowve a muscle in her body, and
I did not move a muscle in mine. I
knew that at this point something
else was supposed to happen, but I
wasn't gquite sure what.

She stayed still. I could feel her
nervous breath. For minutes, for as
long as it took the Bradys to steal
the key and unlock themselves
from the ghost-town jail, she lay
there, stock-still with my penis in
her mouth, and I sat there, waiting.

And then she took it out of her
mouth and looked up at me quizzi-

cally.
“Should I do sometheeng?”
“Um. I don't know,” I said.

Everything I'd learned from watch-
ing porn with Alaska suddenly

“Um, that's out of the blue,” I
said.

“The blue?"

“Lilke, wou know,
field.”

“Left field?”

“Like, in baseball. Like, out of
nowhere. I mean, what made vou
think of that?"”

“T've just never geeven one,” she
answered, her little voice dripping
with seductiveness. [t was so bra-
zen. I thought 1 would explode. I
never thought. I mean, from Al-
aska, hearing that stuff was one
thing. But to hear her sweet little

out of left

Romanian wvoice go so sexy all of
the sudden...
“Mo,” I said. “I never hawve.”
“Think it would be fun="

exited my brain. I thought maybe
she should move her head up and
down, but wouldn't that choke
her? So I just stayed quiet.

“Should I, like, bite?"”

"Don't bite! T mean, I don't
think. I think—I mean, that felt
good. That was nice. I don't know if
there's something else.”

“I mean, you deedn’'t—"

“Um. Maybe we should ask Al-
aska”

So we went to her room and
asked Alaska. She laughed and
laughed. Sitting on her bed, she
laughed until she cried. She walked
into the bathroom, returned with a
tube of toothpaste, and showed us.
In detail. Never have I so wanted to
be Crest Complete.




