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Smile Club started when we were seven, only we didn’t call it Smile Club back then, it was just the four 
of us getting together whenever our moms had Book Club, which seemed more like Wine-Drinking Club 
because none of us ever saw our moms reading. Sometimes they called it Protest-March Club or Get-
Out-the-Vote Club, but whatever their reason for gathering, they brought us along. There was Nova, 
Mia, Addison and me.  Five moms and four daughters. (Math tip=lesbians.) We went to school together 
too, but it was really all about those nights when we would scatter to the host girl’s bedroom and share 
secrets. 
 
At first we played board games, had fashion shows or did experiments with soap and baking soda, but 
one day Mia brought a magazine and we sat around looking at pictures of men in their underwear. 
Nova’s mom called them tighty-whities, but they didn’t seem that tight. Mia wondered how they got 
their pee pee out and Addison corrected her, saying the proper word was penis. They all thought a penis 
looked like a big finger. I, being the only one who had seen a real one at the time, explained how my 
brother’s had hair around it. 
 
One week Mia brought her sister’s book, “Changing Bodies, Changing Lives” which had a lot of drawings 
of genitals and detailed explanations of sex. We took turns reading and said we couldn’t wait to see a 
naked boy. Another time, Addison brought a catalog she found in her mom’s dresser with pictures of sex 
toys, mostly fake penises but some vibrating stuff, too. (She didn’t have the guts to take one of the 



actual toys from the drawer). I brought a condom from my brother’s closet. We opened the package and 
passed the slimy plastic around, wondering if the smell of latex was sexy. 
 
It wasn’t like we would have gotten in trouble; our parents were pretty open with us about periods and 
intercourse and sexual identity. Well, maybe Addison would have gotten in trouble for snooping in her 
mom’s drawer and touching the Realistic Neon Dildo with Nubs, but it was more fun to have a secret 
club and not tell anyone.  
 
Nova was the first to have an orgasm. She was 12 and had “touched herself till she shook” one night in 
bed. As soon as she told us about it we went home and tried it and by the time we met again for Gluten-
Free Cooking Club, we had all figured it out. We took turns explaining our different techniques: fingers, 
armchairs, baby oil. Our clothes stayed on for the Show and Tell part (it wasn’t crude like a circle jerk), 
but we definitely took turns guarding the door in case a mom walked in on us humping a pillow. Despite 
one time Nova actually having an orgasm when she was demonstrating how she crossed her legs and 
rocked, we weren’t lesbians. No big deal if we were, just thought you should know we didn’t have a club 
to get off, just to talk about getting off. Between meetings we tried each other’s techniques and what 
we learned over the course of a year was, no brainer, we were all different.   
 
As you could imagine, by the time we hit high school we were quite the sluts. Now before you go judging 
us, you should know we were a different kind of slut. We weren’t sleeping with guys because we wanted 
attention or had daddy-issues (Addison did have daddy issues; she didn’t have one and always had 
questions, but she was definitely not sleeping around because of it). We were sluts on birth control, not 
embarrassed to buy a box of condoms or carry them in our purse, and were all about pleasure.  
 
Mia was 16 and the first to have partner sex with a tall junior sporting long hair, in the back of his mom’s 
RAV4. She spilled the details to us before homeroom, telling us that it was nice but not at all like “Hung 
Robby Makes Her Scream” (her favorite porn clip in which Amber had a mind-blowing orgasm). Nor was 
it anything like the stupid sex scenes from our moms’ romance novels (none of us really expected that). 
Being expert masturbators, we didn’t ask what it was like to touch a penis; we wanted to know if she 
came. “No”, she told us, feeling it inside her was cool, but she didn’t come. “He didn’t make me smile,” 
she joked. 
 
And that became the question, “Did he make you smile?” We talked about it at our table in the caf, 
giggled about it in History Class instead of working on our project and group-texted smile emojis until 
late at night. By the time Book Club came around, Mia had broken up with him, no smiling to report. She 
had tried teaching him, tried showing him how to touch her, but he had just been insulted that she was 
talking down to him and disengaged.  
 
Nova was next to mess around with a guy. She smiled all the time. She explained in detail how he would 
touch her and then ask if she liked it and when she did, he kept at it. She didn’t even want to have 
intercourse, she was having so many orgasms. But he wanted to go all the way and once they did, he 
stopped caring so much about touching her so she dropped him.  
 
Addison dated a few guys but none of them made her smile. They liked to stick their fingers in, or use 
their tongues, which she said felt amazing, but they didn’t do it long enough. The intercourse part of it 
did nothing for her. She even said it was boring! We thought she might be a lesbian, because we all 
wanted a penis inside us, but she insisted she liked the look of boys, the muscles and hair and shape of 
their jaws. To me, she seemed to be more interested in kissing. 



 
I was anxious to have sex and fool around with boys, but they weren’t as anxious to fool around with 
me. I tried coming on to Logan at Fall Festival and we made out, but he was too polite to even feel me 
up. Then I rubbed my body up against a husky boy from Social Studies at a school dance in the parking 
lot, but he didn’t get the hint either. It wasn’t until I sucked Jackson off at Nova’s Winter Solstice Party 
that I finally got my labia touched. A little back and forth rubbing and fiddling around certainly didn’t 
make me smile, but at least I had something to talk about at Smile Club. 
 
Unlike boys that judged girls on the size of their boobs, (which is kind of silly because boys don’t really 
spend a lot of time with boobs), we didn’t limit our experiences to hot guys. For a while Addison thought 
nerds would be better, because they were smart and liked learning, but when she finally convinced 
Henry to get naked with her, he lacked the confidence to turn her on. We slept with jocks and party 
guys, the student council and average joes. We were definitely equal opportunity. 
 
At first, we separated them into groups: the boys who didn’t know where or what a clitoris was, the 
boys who had no rub/lick stamina, and the boys who tried but couldn’t read a signal. Any three of the 
groups could be told what to do, but the signal-missers were most likely to take direction and succeed. 
The more experience we got, the more detailed our rating system got. We made charts, kept a journal 
and recorded every clinical detail. Eventually, we separated them into Tiers. Tier 1s were the best guys 
to be with - basically just Benedito the Exchange Student and Bobby Oh My (I’ll get back to him). Tier 2s 
took instruction and were worth the investment (the star running back of the football team was 
surprisingly coach-able). Tier 3s let you do what you needed to do and if you wanted to get on top they 
could last long enough. Tier 4s, ugh, not worth your time; they got offended, didn’t listen, and had no 
interest in learning. 
 
Back to Bobby. So Nova had sex with Bobby Omyowski, who had a six-pack and just the right curve to his 
pelvic bone so that Nova managed to have an orgasm while he was inside her. He also had endurance so 
all together it was the perfect recipe. Naturally, we all wanted to be with him, but Nova didn’t want to 
share. You couldn’t blame her; he had a car and drove her around, as well as making her come hard.  
 
However, we did share other guys; if someone recommended a guy, and then later one of us had the 
opportunity, there were no hard feelings. In fact, sharing was a good way to confirm Tier placement. 
Like when Mia had sex with Gabriel and didn’t get off but then Nova had sex with him and she did, he 
made it to Tier 2 despite the fact that Mia never smiled and he wore tighty-whities. 
 
So a guy could be rated well even if he couldn’t make us come. It was all about their approach rather 
than particular techniques. For instance, Addison once went on and on about Cameron from shop class 
that did this circle thing on her clit but when he tried it on me, it did nothing, which basically confirmed 
what we had figured out when we were 12; everyone is different. At first he didn’t understand that his 
“magic touch” wasn’t all that magical but eventually, after I asked him three times if he would just go 
back and forth, he finally made me smile (and got to Tier 2).  
 
We never shared our charts or talked publicly about our findings. However, it was inevitable that rumors 
of our sluttiness would spread. We didn’t deny it. Why would we? Guys didn’t care if we were sluts, and 
it seemed to make it easier to get dates. Only one time did word of our journals almost get out.  Aaron 
with the dimples and sinewy forearms told Parker who smelled amazing and shaved his pubic hair, that 
we compared the size of their penises in a notebook. We didn’t. We didn’t talk about size because that 
didn’t really matter. Except for Tyrese, because he was too big for Nova to even give a blow job to, 



which she said was interesting when he entered her, but then didn’t feel any different and since he 
wouldn’t go down on her and only liked to rub his whole palm between her legs, she didn’t see any 
reason to go a second round or recommend him. 
 
And then there was Benedito, the only boy who made three of us come. Besides being a senior and two-
months shy of adulthood, he was exotic with dark, smooth skin and the slickest hair in school. His nails 
were manicured and rumors were that he was a model back in Portugal.  You can come up with your 
own Latin Lover joke, but the reality was he got off Addison off with his tongue, Nova off with the circle 
technique and let me ride him for 20 minutes with his hips pressed up holding the end of the condom 
until I smiled - big time. Mia would have slept with him too but he starting dating Zoey (head 
cheerleader, almost a slut, didn’t deserve his abilities) and then he went back to Portugal.  
 
After he left, Nova got up the nerve to ask Zoey if Benedito was able to get her off. She called Nova a 
whore and said it was none of her business and that Benedito had never loved Nova the way he loved 
her.  She was right; it was none of our business. That’s why we never invited other girls into the club. 
Besides, the other school sluts, the ones that sent nudies to boys and had pregnancy scares and let boys 
do what they wanted, weren’t really our base. It would have been nice to have more data, but who 
knows if they were as orgasmically-advanced. 
 
And then a few months ago, we disbanded. Oh, we’re still friends, we just don’t talk about orgasms so 
much anymore. We had said all that needed to be said to each other about foreplay, building tension, 
fingers, tongues and contractions. We knew what we liked, knew what we needed, and frankly, there 
were only so many promiscuous boys in the school.  
 
Mia now dates Dominic, who’s on the swim team and shaves everywhere, and he’s keeping her happy. 
Addison decided to take a break from sleeping around to figure out her identity. The boys are scared of 
Nova, who is known just as much for putting out as she is for posting videos of her original songs on 
YouTube, often about boys that disappoint her. And me, I’m more interested in the unknown territory of 
relationships. What does it take to make that work? 
 
We still hang out. In fact, last week Addison and I formed a Conflict Resolution Club, in response to the 
growing amount of ROTC uniforms flooding the hallways. We’re going to study great negotiators like 
Nelson Mandela, Betty Williams and MLK, and teach members how to mediate and communicate to 
solve problems.  So far 12 girls have signed up! Nova says she’ll come when she has time but Mia will 
probably be too busy with Dom. A few boys have expressed interest in joining too, which is perhaps the 
most exciting part because maybe I’ll find a long-term boyfriend. If Smile Club taught me anything, it 
taught me that boys who take the time to listen are the best. 
 
 


