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	Good Intentions: The Next Night

	 

	“She’s probably halfway between you and me. Maybe closer to me than you.” Michelle stuck her fork in her food, but didn’t lift or cut. She was still too preoccupied by the conversation. Her eyes narrowed, looking across their dining table. “Is she closer to me?”

	“Mom,” said Alex.

	 “She’s not the same age I am, is she? Please tell me we’re not the same age.”

	“Mom,” Alex repeated.

	“I mean it wouldn’t be my first guess, but it’s possible. We only met once. It was late and I had been drinking. And you had been shot.”

	“I feel like I’m getting pretty good at piccata,” said Alex. “Had it ready with both side dishes right when you came home from work.”

	It was true enough. Michelle hadn’t changed clothes from the office or let down her blonde hair before they sat down. It was also an obvious attempt to change the subject. Her eyes narrowed further. Her voice fell in a characteristic show of suspicion. “Why are you so concerned with timing dinner?”

	Alex sat back in his chair. His breath carried silent, exasperated laughter. “Because I hope I can impress a girl someday, Mom. You think I’ve got a shot if I ever meet someone?”

	“Tell me you’re not dating someone as old as your mother.”

	“She’s not as old as you. And you’re not even old.”

	Her gaze held until she tried the chicken. “It’s good.”

	“Thank you.”

	“Telling me I’m not old is a good line, too. You even said it like you mean it.”

	“Yeah, well, I’ve gotten new perspective on age,” Alex muttered to his plate.

	“Oh, so she is closer to my age than yours.”

	Alex rubbed his eyes. “Oh my god.”

	The sounds of silverware on her plate replaced her questions. At least she was eating. “I’m not saying I disapprove,” she said.

	“You’re not?” He dared to reach for his fork.

	“No. Disapproving is what old people do. I don’t want to be like that.”

	“All the other kids always knew I had the cool mom.”

	“Uh-huh.” She sipped her wine, looked at it, and set it down again. “I didn’t seem drunk that night, did I?”

	“No,” he scoffed.

	“You’re sure? I didn’t think I was drunk but it sneaks up on you.”

	“Mom, you weren’t drunk.” Then he rolled his eyes. “I didn’t think so. Although I had the whole getting shot thing to distract me.”

	“I’m sure that impressed your girlfriend as much as meeting your drunk mother freaked out in a hospital.”

	“I tried to handle the hospital stuff without calling you.”

	“Do you have the new insurance card in your wallet now?” asked Michelle.

	“Yeah, Mom,” Alex sighed. She was good about treating him like an adult. He felt like any mistake she caught could undermine that by default.

	“Did she say anything about it?”

	“That night was kind of crazy. We both had a lot to say.”

	“No, I mean about meeting me, silly,” said Michelle.

	“She said you obviously love me a lot. You were being a protective mom, like you should. Said she can tell we’re close and that’s good.” Alex shrugged. “She said you’re really pretty.” It came out of his mouth in a half-frown. He didn’t mind the truth of it so much as the awkward details behind the topic.

	“Huh. Well.” She didn’t quite blush, but the glance down at her plate seemed somewhere close to it on the reaction spectrum. “If this is going to go on, I’d like to meet her again in better circumstances. Maybe lunch or dinner.”

	“Sure. That’ll be fine. I didn’t want to hide her from you.” He bit his lip, looking away. He didn’t want to hide his other girlfriend, either, except for how he kind of did. That was a whole different topic.

	“So you think it’s serious.” Apparently his response confirmed something for her.

	“It’s serious,” he answered.

	“You’ve known each other for, what? A week now? I know how it goes, but I’m just saying.”

	Alex opened his mouth, closed it again, and thought of a meaningful response rather than an empty one. “I’m not going to treat someone I’m dating like I don’t take her seriously.”

	“That’s a good answer,” Michelle conceded.

	“Thank you.”

	“I’m only saying you don’t have to rush into anything. If she’s serious, she knows that. She’s old enough to know it.”

	“Wow, Mom.”

	“That’s not a slam. I wish I’d been old enough to know better with your father,” she muttered. He’d inherited that mutter from her.

	“He’s one more reason I’m not going to treat her like I don’t take her seriously,” said Alex. “I’ve got a lot of examples to not go on with him.”

	“Good,” said his mother.

	“How’s Eddie?” asked Alex.

	Her eyebrows rose. “He’s fine. That’s not what you’re asking though, is it?”

	“Think you two are serious?” Alex only half-teased.

	“He’s got potential, but as I said, I don’t need to rush. And I’ve got enough experience to make a good decision either way, I think.” Her eyes narrowed again. “You were very interested in coordinating dinner tonight. And you’ve kept the house clean.”

	Alex frowned, looking around the bottom floor of their small townhome. “Since when has that been weird? I started picking up slack since before Dad left. I’m not a little boy anymore.”

	“No, but you’re putting effort into it.”

	He rolled his eyes again. “I may have had someone over a couple times.”

	“You’re practicing, aren’t you?” Her voice fell and slowed. “It’s serious, you say, and you’re asking about Eddie. Alex, do you have plans?”

	He hesitated. She waited. Now he knew he was busted. “It’s not like Lorelei lives with her family or roommates,” he admitted. “I’ve stayed with her. It worked out well. We get along.”

	“Uh-huh. Staying over at your girlfriend’s place is natural. You’re thinking beyond that, aren’t you? No, that wouldn’t be weird. You’re talking about it? Already?”

	“She’s looking for a new place, anyway...”

	“Alex. It’s been a week.”

	“It’s not—” he began, and then stopped. They weren’t alone.

	“He won’t be far,” whispered the woman suddenly leaning in at Michelle’s ear. Lorelei appeared as if Alex had blinked, yet he knew he hadn’t. She wore a green and black dress, casual and glamourous at the same time, with her black hair cascading over her shoulders. The succubus threw Alex a soft wink. Michelle looked past him, clearly distracted, but seemed unaware Lorelei was even there.

	“He’ll be in touch. You know how to look out for him.”

	“You’ll be...in...Seattle, right?” Michelle asked slowly. “Or nearby?”

	“Yeah, definitely,” Alex managed despite his surprise. “Not like we’re moving away.”

	Lorelei straightened, pushed her hair back, and made a casual kissing motion before turning away. She plucked a book off the coffee table behind the dining nook and disappeared on the way to the stairs.

	Michelle shook it off like a yawn. Her eyes and her hands returned to her dinner. She hardly lost a beat otherwise. “Is this her idea or yours?”

	“Kind of...both?” Alex blinked.

	“No, I mean is she pushing this on you? Or are you pushing it on her?” She cut. She ate. She sounded perfectly normal. “I know you want to get out of the house, but moving in is a big step.”

	“Yeah, we’ve talked about that.” He couldn’t stop staring.

	“What is it? Why are you looking at me like that?” Michelle wiped her mouth with a napkin, but it was unnecessary.

	“Nothing.” Alex returned to his plate, though slower than she did.

	“It’s not weird, really,” Michelle sighed. “You planned on being gone already with the Army. I was fine with that, and it’s not like this would lock you into anything the way they would.”

	“That’s true,” said Alex.

	“It’s sudden, but...” She shook her head. “You’ve always been a good judge of people.”

	“I have?”

	“Yes. And I want you to be happy. If she makes you happy, then obviously I hope it works out,” she said with a frown. “We already talked about that part. I said I’m not disapproving.”

	“You did.” He smiled, relaxing a little. “Thanks, Mom.”

	“Oh, we’re not done discussing all this. We need to talk about money and bills and what has your name on it and what doesn’t. If you want to move in with someone, fine. That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t protect yourself.” She looked up with another thought. “You are using protection, aren’t you?”

	 

	* * *

	 

	His bed was barely big enough for one, as far as Lorelei was concerned. It fit two if one got on top of the other, which served their interests but not well. Three could make use of it if they tried certain configurations—and they did—but not for sleeping. Lorelei had worked with far less many times across centuries. As a matter of fortitude, she was indifferent, but she hardly saw austere living as a virtue. She had better goals ahead.

	Alex found her upright on the bed with her back against the headboard, reading her book and looking forward to a place and a larger bed of their own. She felt his desires rise as his gaze fell on one bare leg propped up over the other, her skirt pooled around her hips. So easy to please and so delicious. She’d never get enough of it. Her brow rose as she turned her eyes to him, finding a look less lustful and more perplexed.

	“What was that?” he asked quietly, closing the door behind him.

	“The same influence that allowed my presence to go unnoticed here all week,” she answered. “Illusion and stealth are easy enough, but to make sure every sign goes ignored takes a little suggestion. We’ve spoken about this before.”

	“I’m not mad...I don’t think.” He frowned. “I trust you.”

	“Yet you’re troubled?”

	“I feel like I should be? You just Professor X’d my mom.”

	Then it was Lorelei’s turn to frown. “We have many movies to watch together, don’t we?”

	“X-Men. The bald guy. He’s a telepath.”

	“Ah. Again, it’s not mind control. I don’t do that. I can only nudge people along directions they want to go in some way or another. Did Michelle say anything untrue or out of sorts?”

	“No, but she got there fast,” said Alex.

	“That was my hope. I thought to spare you a long and tense discussion since the outcome was inevitable. Even Rachel says it’s best if Michelle doesn’t know the truth about us. That leaves us unable to give certain answers to reasonable questions.”

	“Yeah, I guess that’s true,” he sighed.

	“You were down there a while. I wondered if I made any difference.”

	“Oh, you did,” Alex replied. “Were you listening in the whole time?”

	“No. I came down for my book and overheard only a little. Your boundaries are sacred to me, love.” Then she smiled. “But I’m going to play with you a lot.”

	Lorelei tucked her legs in to make room for Alex on the bed. She slid her laptop around between them. “I’ve been looking at a few prospects for homes, but obviously this is a task for the three of us.”

	He sat down to look at the screen. A smile crept over his face, turning to quiet laughter as he looked away. “What is it?” asked Lorelei.

	“That whole talk downstairs,” said Alex. “That was all about partnership and sharing and not taking advantage of each other.”

	“I can’t tell you how much I look forward to exactly that,” said Lorelei. Her fingers traced down his cheek to his neck.

	“She said it’s what really matters. It’s what holds everything together when the passion cools off. Said you can’t be horny for each other forever.”

	Lorelei’s hand fell. So did her smile. “That,” said the succubus with a sniff, “is offensive.”
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