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​Liv steps dripping
wet from the swimming pool in a two-piece bikini and her friend
Tyler can’t help but stare. She’s filled out quite a bit in one
semester away at college; her breasts are gargantuan, creamy
pillows that spill out over her bikini top. As she pulls her auburn
hair back behind her shoulders her tits come into better view, firm
nipples pressing against the black fabric. The rest of her body is
limber and skinny, well-toned thighs and a firm ass.

Tyler shakes his head in a furious attempt to
snap out of it, knowing full well he shouldn’t be so obvious around
his number 1 crush.

“What’s your problem?” Liv giggles, padding
wet feet over to where Tyler sits in a lounge chair. She takes the
seat beside him and lies down, the sunlight illuminating her
gorgeous 19-year-old body.

“No problem at all, Liv,” he sighs, averting
his eyes. “I’m just wondering if having a massive party the moment
my mom and dad are go out of town is a good idea.”

“You aren’t a little kid anymore,” she
reminds him. “So what if they catch you? What are they gonna do -
ground you?”

“I guess you’re right,” Tyler relents. “But
still…the neighbors are going to see. You’re talking about thirty
or forty people, maybe more. If the cops get called it’s all
over.”

“If the cops get called, you just head back
to campus a little early,” she giggles.

“Aren’t you just the risk taker now? I
remember in high school you were so cautious all the time…”

“What is college for if not growing up a
little?” Liv adjusts in the lounge chair, tiny beads of water
clinging to her cleavage and evaporating in the sun. The way her
bikini holds her massive breasts Tyler can see pale flesh where her
tan line stops. He glances up at Liv’s face; plump lips and a calm
demeanor. Her eyes are closed behind dark sunglasses and Tyler
decides to stare at that tan line just a while longer.

“Any girlfriends waiting for you back at
school, Tyler?” Liv asks absently.

“Hmmm. Not that I can think of at the moment,
ha-ha…”

“Come on already, man. It’s college for God’s
sake. Time to live a little? Find a girl, any girl, and have
some fun. You can thank me later…”

“How about you?” Tyler’s eyebrows furrow.
“Are you still seeing that one guy…Jake was his name…”

“Ew, no. Jake was a dweeb. A clumsy
dweeb at that. No, I’m free and single and loving it.”

The longtime friends lounge together around
the massive pool in an open, sprawling backyard. Tyler’s parent’s
house is a three-story luxury home in a rich neighborhood. Tyler
grew up here, and Liv just down the street. Privilege is all they
have ever known, and this particular spring break is no
different.

Liv turns around and lays down with her back
to the sky, tanning both sides of her supple equally. She reaches
back, tiny fingers fiddling around for the knot tied at the middle
of her back.

“Can you help me out, Tyler?” she asks. “I
can’t reach it.”

Tyler stares at the black knot on her back,
knowing full well the weight of what it holds. If only he could
just speak up and tell her how feels - tell her that he’s not
interested in just being friends anymore.

“Please?”

“S-s-sure,” he mumbles. Tyler reaches out and
grabs the knot. It falls away in an urgent slip and Liv’s bathing
suit top comes away underneath her. The fleshy, milky weight of her
side-tit is revealed almost to the nipple. Tyler can’t help but
stare at the way they press into the chair, spilling over at the
edges.

“I’m inviting people from high school and
from Uni,” Liv says, her face turned to the side as she basks in
the sun. “Anybody else that I should add to the list?”

“I think that pretty much covers it,” Tyler
says, still staring at his crush’s side-tit. He wishes he had a
girl to invite, or even some friends, but none of them lived nearby
anymore. Most hadn’t even come home for spring break. “Just be
careful with the invites, though. You know how people love to crash
parties in nice neighborhoods…and there’s been some crazy reports
on the news lately about some gang roaming around not too far from
here.”

“You’re paranoid, Tyler. Been smoking too
much weed?” she giggles again, and her tits shake ever-so
softly.

“Lots of weed, not much paranoia,” he smiles.
“But seriously. Tell them it’s invite only. If a bunch of
gangsters’ role up here I don’t want to have to kick their
ass…”

“Maybe some black guys will crash the
party,” Liv jokes dangerously. “I am single after all…and you know
what they say about black…”

“Stop it, Liv…”

“Once you go black…”

A little disgusted, Tyler stands up and heads
for the house.

“Oh my God Tyler I was joking. Where
are you going?”

“Just need to check my email…”

“Whatever…”

Once inside his room on the third floor,
Tyler peers out the window and down to the backyard below. He can
see his longtime friend and brand-new crush clear as day. As he
watches, Liv perks her head up and looks around the yard…upon
realizing she has the place to herself she flips over onto her
back; bikini top a crumpled mess beneath her.

“Fuck, Liv…” Tyler mumbles, reaching
into his swimming trunks.
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​Liv’s friends
arrive for the pool party around 1 pm and the expansive backyard is
soon filled with college students between the ages of eighteen and
twenty-three. Girls in tiny bikinis lounge by the pool, their wet,
supple bodies on full display for the multitude of white boys
hoping to score on a Saturday afternoon. It is a sea of young
Caucasian adults, and the darkest skin tone belongs to the people
who have spent the most time in the sun.

A pop song fades out on the outdoor sound
system and is replaced by a bass-heavy hip-hop track by Kendrick
Lamar.

“Oh this song is dope!” Brian, a
blonde-haired white boy exclaims to a group of friends.

“We’ve got tickets to see him this summer,”
brags Jessica. “Front row. My dad bought them for me!”

“I don’t know how you guys listen to this
crap,” Aiden adds, blue eyes sparkling in the sun. “You know this
is what those BLM rioters listen to right before they vandalize and
loot downtown?”

“Racist much?” Jessica shoots back.

“Not everything is racist, Jessica,” Aiden
shakes his head.

Nearby, Liv wades waist deep in the shallow
end of the pool, her mountainous chest on full display in her tiny
bikini top. “Don’t worry, Jess,” Liv says. “That’s just Aiden’s
privilege talking…”

“Ooohhh,” a chorus of her friends sing
in unison.

“Oh whatever,” Aiden laughs. “Like you
aren’t the most white-privileged girl we know! You and your
bestie Tyler!”

“Leave me out of it,” Tyler says, joining the
conversation with a drink in hand.

“Aren’t you a little young to be drinking
tequila?” Aiden asks.

“Last I checked it’s his house, Aiden,” Liv
says, stepping from the pool and wringing her blonde hair out in a
ponytail.

“Yeah but where’s your room?” Aiden
eyes her body salaciously.

“Oh no he didn’t,” Jessica giggles.

“In your dreams, little Aiden,” Liv rolls her
eyes.

“Definitely,” Aiden agrees. “The one last
night, the one this morning…I’m just gonna take a little mental
picture here for my dream later.” Aiden raises his hands and makes
a box, closing one eye as if he were filming Liv’s dripping
body.

Tyler shifts uncomfortably as the group
laughs.

“You drunk already, pal?” Liv puts an arm
around Tyler, and in doing so squishes her fat tit against his
side. “We might have to cut you off!”

Tyler tries to think of something funny to
say but the touch of Liv’s tit against his ribcage is paralyzing.
Their group of friends laugh and disperse, but Aiden hangs
back.

“What do you say, Liv?” Aiden asks, taking
her by the hand and pulling her away from Tyler. “Let me take you
to dinner? Take you out? I mean, you’re single…I’m single…”

“You’re gonna stay single with a haircut like
that, buddy,” Liv giggles, pulling her hand back and drifting off
across the party. After a moment, Aiden follows after her like a
lost puppy dog.

Tyler surveys his backyard. He’s a little
anxious with the amount of people walking around, with the music
volume, with the alcohol flowing so freely. He can tell he’s a
little tipsy, but his buzz is nothing compared to some of the older
kids stumbling around the property. Two boys he remembers from high
school, Robert and Paul, are on floaties in the pool drunkenly
jousting and splashing. Tyler watches their arms flex; watches the
way their abdominal muscles are so defined in the summer sun.
Suddenly Tyler feels self-conscious, what with his toothpick arms
and bird chest. He feels like fleeing the party, like running
upstairs and maybe relieving himself from the third-floor window
again…

“Tyler come do a shot with us!” Ali, an old
friend, calls from across the backyard. She is with six others, and
they are pouring tequila into solo cups. She’s dressed in a red
bikini that is see through on the sides, and though her tits are
only about half the size of Liv’s, Tyler finds himself excited at
the prospect of hanging out with her.

“On my way,” his grin is goofy, but Ali
doesn’t seem to mind as she hands him a solo cup and they do a shot
arm in arm. “You look great, Ali,” Tyler finds his confidence
inside the alcohol.

“Thanks, friend,” Ali lets go of his waist.
“It’s nice to see you.”

“It’s great to see you too,” Tyler’s voice
begins to sound sloshy to his own ears. He does his best impression
of flirting but soon finds himself standing alone again, Ali’s
attention captured by another boy at the party.

Tyler walks to the pool and jumps in. He
wades up to his neck so as to hide his inferior body type from the
droves of girls walking around the backyard.

“I heard they broke into a house just up the
street,” a voice from nearby says, but Tyler can’t make out who it
is. A group of party-goers chat idly in their bathing suits, white
girls and white boys drinking too much. “Seriously, like a mile
from here. Just knocked on the door, barged in, and had their way
with the dude’s wife!”

“Bullshit!”

“I heard the same thing,” a different voice.
“Only they didn’t break in. The husband let them in…and he
watched the whole thing.”

“How many were there?” a girl’s voice, but
with just a tinge of curiosity to it.

“Why Marie? Want them to run a train on you
next?”

“EW!” The group breaks up into loud, drunken
laughter. “You’re so fucking gross, Elliot!”

“Careful Marie, I hear they’re going house to
house…you might be next!”

Tyler knows exactly what they’re talking
about. For a moment he thinks about interjecting and telling them
the real story, the one he heard from his father on the phone last
week, but the group moves on too soon for him to get it out. If
they only knew the truth, that Mr. Sanderson had not only given his
wife over to this so-called Black New World Order, but the
deed to his house as well…they might not have found it so
funny. Mr. Sanderson could just as easily have been one of their
own fathers, and in fact was the father of Jim Sanderson who hadn’t
been seen on campus since October.

For a moment, the pool feels cold to Tyler.
Too cold. He gets out and towels off. He pours himself another
drink and begins to feel the days’ heat colliding with the alcohol
in his bloodstream. He checks the clock; 4 pm. The party has been
raging for three hours already with no signs of slowing. A yawn
escapes him and soon his eyes feel heavy as he lies there on the
lounge chair. He looks around the yard for Liv. She’s at the center
of about four boys who are crowding her, each shooting their shot
at the girl with the biggest and best tits. That familiar sour
feeling builds in Tyler’s stomach, and he wishes there was
something he could do, some way that he could get them away from
her.

It's my house after all, he thinks.
If I want them gone, I’ll just kick their assses out. Who the
fuck is going to stop me? No one
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