
        
            
                
            
        





[image: Splash Zone, Vol. 1: A Wet ’n’ Wild Lesbian Bundle]


[image: Lana J. Swift]


[image: LAFT Publishing]



Splash Zone Vol. 1

A Wet ’n’ Wild Lesbian Bundle

Copyright © 2026 by Lana J. Swift

Third Edition

Email: lanajswift@gmail.com

Follow on Twitter/X: @LanaJSwift

 

This story is intended for adult audiences only.
It contains graphic detail of sexual situations and language
which may be considered offensive by some readers.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or used fictitiously.

All sexually active characters portrayed in
this work are 18 years of age or older.

 

Market Edition License Notes:

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This
ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for
your use only, then please return to the bookseller of your
choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.

 

This story is 100% AI-free. All mistakes are my own!


Volume One Contents



1. Wet Sand: A Lesbian Awakening

2. Milk with a Little Honey: Trained by a Lesbian Freak

3. Truth or Dare: The Girls of St. Agnes

4. Supersizing: The Whole Discovery

 
About the Author





[image: Wet Sand: A Lesbian Awakening]




[image: Wet Sand: A Lesbian Awakening]


[image: Lana J. Swift]


[image: LAFT Publishing]



Wet Sand

A Lesbian Awakening

Copyright © 2026 by Lana J. Swift

Email: lanajswift@gmail.com

Follow on Twitter/X: @LanaJSwift

 

This story is intended for adult audiences only.
It contains graphic detail of sexual situations and language
which may be considered offensive by some readers.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or used fictitiously.

All sexually active characters portrayed in
this work are 18 years of age or older.

 

Market Edition License Notes:

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This
ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each person. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for
your use only, then please return to the bookseller of your
choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.

 

This story is 100% AI-free. All mistakes are my own!


Contents



Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

 
 




Chapter One

Today is not the official first day of spring break. In
fact, the entire spring break season ended some three weeks ago, a situation
I’ve been grumbling about to my friends ever since.

You see, I’m the sort of girl who’s best known for getting
good grades in school – which means I’m way off anyone’s social radar. I’m not
the prettiest, nor the most outgoing, and certainly far from the most popular. I
always figured this was simply my lot in life, until back in junior high when I
first learned about spring break destinations... and the kinds of crazy things
that otherwise normal girls were – ahem – “allowed” to do.

For the very first time, I felt hope!

Ever since, I’ve wanted to spend spring break in Miami, or Panama
City, or Cancun, or basically anywhere where I could pretend to be someone
other than myself. I mean, why should I always have to be the serious
one, the reliable one, the intellectual? I dearly wanted to throw off the
shackles of my tightly wound personality for an entire week, and be as wild and
carefree as all those slutty girls I saw partying on the news!

And yet to my constant annoyance as a teen, my parents would
never let me go. No matter how much I begged or pleaded, it was met by staunch
refusal – and I certainly didn’t have it in me to defy them. But now that I’m in
college, living free and independent in a dorm, I can finally do all those
adult things without seeking their permission!

So, as the end of March approached on my freshman year, I made
big plans to spend a wild and hopefully life-changing week down in Florida with
my friends.

I really, really shouldn’t have expected those plans
to work out.

All my friends were too busy. No one wanted to drive, and didn’t
have the cash to fly. I’ve got to study; I have to visit my aunt; I’ve got food
poisoning. Excuse after lame excuse, until the week was gone and I’d completely
missed out on my best chance to experience life as someone who truly didn’t
give a shit about their reputation.

I hated it. I hated them. I became something of a
perpetual grump, moping about and ready to cry my woes to anyone who made the
mistake of trying to hold a conversation with me. To be fair, I might also be known
as a bit of a drama queen!

As it turns out, this is precisely why God invented best
friends: because they’ll notice when you’re behaving like a bitch, immediately stick
their nose in your business, and then make a bold, overreaching attempt to fix
whatever’s wrong.

Normally, I hated it when Joy pulled shit like that. But
this time around... God bless her!

Even though I don’t have any siblings, I’ve always
considered Joy just like an adoptive sister – and I can’t imagine any “real” sibling
being any more caring or loving, or going so far out of her way to make little
ol’ me happy.

Quite literally out of her way, because now Joy, our two
closest college girlfriends and myself, are skipping Friday classes for an
impromptu “whoops spring break!” long weekend – starting with a thirteen hour drive
from Virginia to Miami, Florida, packed cheek-to-jowl in Joy’s teeny tiny Mini.

Sure, there probably won’t be the huge partying crowds, or
all the hot guys and half-naked girls like there would’ve been a few weeks ago...
but I’m sure it’ll still be fun. It’s Florida, after all. And if nothing
else, my pasty white winter skin sure could use the loving kiss of that glorious
Florida sunshine!




Chapter Two

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

As Joy’s Mini pulls to a stop in front of the hotel entrance
at precisely five minutes past seven in the evening, I can’t help but agree
with Piper’s low opinion of our planned accommodations.

Even the forgiving warm glow of the evening sun can’t
disguise the fact that the Orange Blossom Motel & Suites does not in
any way reflect its wholly pleasant name. If anything, it looks more like a
dilapidated crack den whose residents thought they’d make a little extra cash
renting out rooms. The parking lot pavement is potholed and gradually
decomposing into loose gravel, the flaking building stucco was at best painted
in the previous century, the battered neon “vacancy” sign is so broken it only reads
“can”, and to top it off, I can actually see the remnants of yellow crime scene
tape tied to a rusted chain link fence surrounding the swampy-looking pool.

As someone who generally has a more positive outlook on bad
situations than I, Joy shrugs and switches off the car. “Um, well... maybe the
rooms’ll be better?”

“They can hardly be worse,” I mutter sarcastically.

Lounging in the back seat, Piper snorts and runs her fingers
through her long, curly red hair. “Oh yeah, Trish? Wanna bet on it?”

The four of us sit there in silence, staring through the dusty
car windows as we contemplate our next move.

Eventually, our friend Brie speaks up. “Hey, um, ain’t one’a
you guys gonna go check us in? I really need to pee.”

“Then... then why don’t you go do it?” counters Joy. Maybe
that positivity of hers has its limits.

“You said the reservation’s in your name.”

“I’ll give you my ID.”

Brie punches the back of the driver’s seat. “I’m black,
you idiot!”

“Oh? I hadn’t noticed. Just tie your shirt under yer boobs,
and they’ll never think to look at the photo.”

“Don’t be such a frickin’ little baby! You chose this dump,
not me. And why, again, did I even agree to come along on this obvious disaster?”

“Because it’s better than suffering another month of
irritable Trish syndrome. Remember?”

I blush and look down, nervously twiddling my fingers. I
really don’t mean to be such a bitch...

“Ah. Right. But since she’s your best friend, grow a lady
pair and go check us into this hellhole.”

Joy sighs deeply. “Fine.”

Unbuckling her belt, she opens the car door and hops out, inviting
a solid wall of warm, humid air to invade the formerly air conditioned
interior.

Mmm... now that’s the stuff I’ve long been dreaming of!

Joy sticks her brunette head back inside and stares at me pointedly.
“If I don’t return in five minutes, please tell my mom and dad I loved them.
And that whatever happened is all your fault.”

I swing my clutch at her head and shoot back, “Yeah? Well, if
you don’t return in five minutes, we’re all going to the Hilton to mourn your
loss in proper comfort!”

Flashing me a tight-lipped smile, Joy reaches in, snatches
the keys from the ignition, and promptly dashes off.




Chapter Three

By the time we’ve dropped our bags inside the unplanned life
lesson that college dorms are not the worst possible accommodations
after all – otherwise known as room 133 – Piper’s complaining that she’s desperately
hungry for dinner. No surprise, since the girl really doesn’t have much in the
way of physical reserves, if you catch my drift. So, we decide to head out and
pick the first busy crab shack we can find for some fresh, if potentially greasy,
seafood.

It turns out that even post-spring break, Miami is not
bereft of hot guys looking for a good time... and before I know it, we’re
getting hit on right at our table. Now that’s service!

Well, to be more accurate, Joy, Piper and Brie are getting
hit on by some totally ripped hunks with transparent motives, while I’m making
a pretty good impression of a wallflower. Watching some guy’s hand casually slide
down Brie’s side and come dangerously close to her ass, I sigh and take a sip of
watery pop.

What’s so wrong with me?

Correction: what the hell is wrong with me?

This is supposed to be my big weekend to come out my shell!
To be wild and reckless, to get drunk and party late into the night even though
I know I shouldn’t, to get groped by random guys and relish every lurid minute
of it... and maybe, just maybe, finally lose that pesky virginity.

So then, why is everyone ignoring me, and why does that make
me feel like retreating even further away from my goal?

I glance down at my attire. Hmm. Loose fitting purple silk blouse,
buttoned to the top. No cleavage, and no bare midriff. Polyester white Capri
pants. Again, loose and comfortable, mainly to hide the lines from my favorite granny
panties. Flats on my feet. Great for the car, not so great for advertising that
I’m not some stuffy intellectual nerd, and actually do want to have a good
time.

I sigh even deeper. I’m starting to think I might be my own
worst enemy. I guess I’ve totally botched up being wild for tonight, but
there’s still tomorrow and a good chunk of Sunday that can be salvaged.

I promise I’ll work on being a proper slut tomorrow!

“Um, guys?” I begin wearily. “We were up at five, and I
drove like half the way here myself... and if I’m gonna make the most of
tomorrow, I think I need to get my zee’s.”

Joy, Piper and Brie glance at each other. Knowing them, I
sense an argument coming.

“You know,” begins Joy, “Trish is totally right! Dawn tomorrow
is at six forty-six AM, and we’ve all gotta get up early so we can watch the
sun rise over the Atlantic Ocean while we eat breakfast.”

Pleasantly surprised on all counts, I grin and ask, “Oh,
special breakfast, huh? What else you got planned for us tomorrow?” So far, Joy’s
kept our entire trip itinerary secret – I just hope the next surprise is more
pleasant than the hotel!

The girls glance at each other and grin excitedly. I can
tell they already know what’s coming... and that they’re not going to tell me!

“Oh, only exactly what you wanted, babe! Some sun, lots of fun...
and a sweet tan on that pasty white bum!”

Aha – the beach! I laugh and shake my head as the
disappointed guys try to convince their almost-conquests to extend their stay.

It may not be a party boat or an exclusive waterfront
mansion, but a day at the beach will do my simple tastes just fine. Although,
Joy clearly didn’t notice which swimsuit I packed last night. It might be my
skimpiest one, but it’s still got pretty much full coverage going on back there;
just the way I like it.

Still, it’s not as if anyone will be looking at my
ass... not with Brie’s beautifully proportioned chocolate derriere on display!




Chapter Four

I hadn’t fully appreciated how small and dingy the hotel
room really was, until we got back from dinner – and considering how
disappointed I was before dinner, that’s saying something. The ancient “eco”
fluorescent bulbs cast barely any light at all, the television’s a bulky tube model
straight out of the 90’s, and the scratchy quilted bedspreads have so many
questionable stains on them, we gingerly slide them straight onto the floor.
Let them be somebody else’s problem!

In terms of places to sleep, there are only two double beds,
both with mattresses that slump dramatically in the middle. I haven’t slept in
the same bed as someone else in... well, a really long time, so I hope
Joy doesn’t toss and turn. It doesn’t take much to wake me up in strange
environments.

We draw lots on who gets to use the bathroom first, and typical
lucky me, I end up last. With the lengthy nightly primping routines of three
girls ahead of me, it’s approaching midnight before I finally get the chance to
take a shower. Stepping out of the rust-stained tub and wrapping my dripping
wet body in an undersized and oddly fragrant towel, I’m in the process of
drying my dirty blonde hair when I hear the sound of laughter coming through a
rusted metal vent set high on the interior wall.

“Oh geez, really? She’s never even once?” It’s Piper’s voice,
all tinny and raspy.

My friend speaks next. “Eh, she’s a little bit prudish like
that. Okay, a whole lot prudish, but you already know that!”

“Well that clearly can’t last! You really haven’t
told her yet?”

Are they talking about me? Told me what?

“If I had, she wouldn’t’ve wanted to come!”

“Really? It’s that bad?”

That’s Brie. And what’s that bad? Why can’t they speak
in specifics!

“Eh, don’t you guys worry. I know her. She’ll be totally fine
once we’re there. And mark my words, she’ll fucking love every second.”

Then, someone switches on the television below the vent, and
the blaring laugh track of a dated sitcom drowns out their continuing chatter.

Thinking about what I’ve accidentally overheard, my mind spins
in circles.

I’m not one to take anyone talking behind my back the wrong
way. I mean, this is Joy after all, and I know she loves me dearly – so she’d
never say anything bad. They couldn’t be talking about tomorrow, could
they? I’m already certain we’re going to the beach, and there’s nothing about
that idea that particularly bothers me. True, I’m normally modest to an extreme
and stick with one-piece swimsuits, so the two-piece I’ve packed will
definitely be a change of pace. But Joy knows the purpose of this trip, and how
much I want to throw caution to the wind for once in my predictably dull life.

Oh! Maybe that’s it. Maybe she senses I’m going to chicken out
tomorrow, like I kinda did tonight, and admittedly like I usually do... and she
just wants to make sure I’ll follow through on my plans.

Well, if Joy thinks she’s going to have to work at convincing
me to go to the beach and get some much-needed sun, then I’m going to have an
even bigger surprise for her.

Tomorrow, no matter what the question, my vocabulary will
not include the word “no”. If the girls ask me to do something, the answer will
be “yes” every time.

Order French toast and bacon for breakfast, and then pay seven
dollars for a glass of fresh-squeezed orange juice? “Yes.” Park by a fire
hydrant in front of a daycare because it’s twenty feet closer to where we’re
going? “Yes.” Try to sneak our way into a nightclub, so hot guys can buy us
drinks in the distant hope of getting lucky? “Yes.” To both!

I swear it will always be “yes” – swear it on my dear mother’s
life!

Emerging from the bathroom in an extra-long T-shirt and
panties, I immediately march up to my best friend’s bed, bend down, and give her
a huge hug.

“I love you, Joy. You’re the bestest best friend anybody
could’ve ever wanted!”

“Awww!” whines Piper from beside Joy. “That’s so sweet!”

I only now notice the redhead lying there. “Oh. You’re gonna
sleep with Joy? I thought I was assigned with that chore.”

Over on the other bed, Brie pouts at me. “What... you don’t
wanna sleep with a black girl or somethin’?”

I smirk, knowing this is our group’s friendly little thing:
each of us has a particular button we like to poke. “Oh, I dunno, Brie... will
there even be room for me in there? What with your giant boobs and that huge butt
taking up so much mattress space...”

Brie sticks out her tongue and bursts into laughter.

Chuckling, my gaze returns to Joy. “Well, okay Joy, suit
yourself. I just hope Pips can deal those horrible night vapors of
yours.”

Joy turns to Piper. “Don’t worry, Pips. Those are totally
under control now. Only ever flare up when I eat seafood. Like crab. Well,
goodnight!”




Chapter Five

The air I’m breathing is smothering, oppressive,
unbearably hot. My body feels overheated, compressed, immobile.

I struggle to free myself from whatever mystical force is
pinning me down, but it’s somehow everywhere all at once; heavy and soft, radiant
and shifting, and... oddly comforting. Part of me wants to succumb to the
seductive warmth and burrow deeper into its fatal embrace, but the rest of me has
a desperate need to breathe – and that part eventually wins out.

I awake with a start. The room is pitch black, and I can’t
see a thing. I’m lying on my side, buried under something heavy and
constricting. It’s moving gently. I can’t breathe. My heart is racing. I need
to pee.

Why can’t I move?

I struggle beneath the weight and manage to turn my head a
little – and all of a sudden, blessed cool air rushes into my nostrils, while a
dim slice of distant light tantalizes my retinas.

I can see a ceiling. Popcorn. Water-stained. Gradually,
I become aware that I’m in a bed. Lumpy. Disheveled. That bed is in a Florida
hotel room. Craphole. And that soft mass pressed into my face, is Brie’s
ample cleavage.

What the fuck?

Kicking out with my knee, I try to push the softly snoring girl
away from me, but Brie’s arm is wrapped tightly around my back.

“Brie?” I call softly.

No response.

“Brie,” I repeat a little louder.

She groans, and pulls me in even closer.

I finally yell, “Brie!” and she lurches awake. Sort of.

“Mmm,” she murmurs, smacking her lips. “Just five more
minutes, ’kay baby?”

She clearly has no idea where she is. “Yo, Brie. Bitch, wake
up. And get the fuck off me!”

Brie groans and finally rolls over. “Geez, girl! You sure
know how to spoil an amazing fuckin’ dream.”

“Of what, suffocating me in my sleep? And why the hell were
you hugging me in the first place?”

“Mmm, I dunno. Why was your face stuck between my
boobs?”

I honestly have no idea on that one! “Because they’re softer
than the hotel pillows, of course.”

I hear Brie snort. “Ah, makes sense. Ugh. You got my chest
all drooly, girl! What time is it?”

“Dunno. Clock’s on your side.”

Brie sighs and turns over. “Ah, shit. Five thirty-eight
already. Alarm shoulda gone off eight minutes ago. We gotta hustle, girlfriend!”

I groan and bury my head under the thin pillow. I already had
to get up early yesterday morning, and I’ve never been a morning girl. “Alreeeeady?”
I whine. “Even the early bird’s thinking of hitting the snooze button.”

“Yep, right now. Joy will blow a fuse if we’re late for
breakfast!”

A couple minutes later we’re all awake, me less so than the
others. Before I’ve even wiped the sleep from my eyes, it’s nearly time for my eight-minute
slot in the bathroom. At least according to Joy, I have precisely eight minutes
to get ready – and I’m not sure I want to try pushing that, because she’s being
really bossy today!

Unzipping my little travel bag on the bed, I pull out my one
and only two-piece bathing suit, and then a shirt, a pair of shorts, my bra and
panties, and my makeup kit.

Joy comes up behind me, glances at my proposed outfit, and
frowns. “What’s that?” she asks, pointing at my ensemble.

“Duh. Clothes.”

“No underwear, Trish. Use your swimsuit.”

I pause, and then shrug. “Sure. Guess that’ll save time
changing.”

I scoop up the little heap from the bed.

“Wait a sec... not that swimsuit, either. It’s legitimately horrible.”

I sigh and roll my eyes. “I know you hate it, Joy, but it’s
my only two-piece, and also the only one I packed.”

With a sly smile on her face, Joy spins around and rummages
in her own, much larger bag. “Dear, dear Trish... I can’t in good conscious let
you wear that thrift-store rag in public. Certainly not in a city like Miami!
So, here... I bought this one special just for you. It’s my little gift!”

Turning back, Joy beams proudly as she hands me a small,
gift-wrapped box.

I’m not expecting this, and accept the flat box with no
shortage of trepidation. Why would she buy me a bathing suit I haven’t yet
tried on? “Oh. Okay. Thanks, I guess. It’s, uh, a two piece?”

“Very much so. I think you’ll love it.”

I begin to tear the paper, but Joy stops me. “Open it in the
bathroom, ’kay? Put it on, then come out and surprise us all.”

I frown at Joy, suddenly suspicious of exactly what’s inside
this little box. “Mmm, well, I hope you saved the receipt... because if it’s
anything like that one you were wearing last summer, it’s going right back to
the store!”

“It’s nothing like that!” exclaims Joy with an
excited giggle – only re-enforcing my dread of what I’ll find!

A dread that it turns out to be well founded.

It’s a bikini. Precisely, a yellow low-rise thong with red
trim. Even Joy’s never worn an actual thong in public before! Standing buck naked
in front of the bathroom mirror, I position the triangular front of the bottoms
against my groin, and grimace at how little of me it covers. It’s just so
freaking tiny! Though it sure is a good thing I shaved completely before
the trip, because otherwise my pubic hair would be spilling out everywhere.

“Uh, Joy,” I call through the closed bathroom door, “you’re
not actually expecting me to wear this teeny tiny scrap of cloth in public,
are you?”

“Of cooourse,” she replies in a singsong tone.

“Then I think you’ve got another think coming!”

“Nooo, babe... don’t wreck everything! We’re all gonna be
wearing the same thing today. You in yellow, me in red, Pips in green, and Brie
in white!”

Holding up the string top, which is comprised of more string
than top, I whine unhappily. “C’mon, Joy... this thing barely qualifies as a
wet-nap, never mind clothing! There’s just no way I’m gonna—”

Remembering something, I abruptly catch myself.

Shit. There’s that forbidden word: “no.” The word I promised
last night would not exist in my vocabulary for today.

But I can’t hold myself to that stupid promise – I never
knew she’d pull something crazy like this!

Oh, but didn’t I?

Do I not know my own meddling best friend better than that? And
either way, it doesn’t even matter. I swore on mom’s life that all my answers
today would be “yes,” so yes they must be. In my heart, I truly do want to be
wild, to push my limits, to be anyone but my stuffy, intellectual self for a
day or two – not only to see what it feels like, but to see if I even can!

Those spring break sluts on the news would have no problem
wearing this skimpy little thing, so I shouldn’t either. After all, this is
Miami. This is probably considered completely normal.

I hold the bikini top to my breasts.

Shit. My poor, flabby, flawed body! Please forgive me for
doing this to you!

Outside the bathroom, Joy’s still trying to convince me to agree.
“—But Trish, if you’ll just at least try it on, I think you’ll—”

“Fine!” I call out brashly.

Joy stops mid-sentence. “Um... what?”

“I said I’ll wear it. In public.” My voice is cracking.

“Really?” she asks in an incredulous tone. Clearly, she was
expecting much more of a fight!

“Uh huh. But you’ll have to pay the price. Did you think to
bring wraps for these things?”

“Yeah...”

“Then that’s all we’re wearing today. These bikinis, and a
wrap. We’re in Florida, it’s going to be hot and sunny, no one here knows us,
and damn it all... but I want to go home with a nice tan. So let’s do this shit
right! Spring break half naked, fuck yeah!”

Joy laughs. “That’s just great! But babe, you’re a truly
bad negotiator... because that was my plan all along!”

Turning away from the mirror and steadying my nerves, I
quickly slip on the stretchy thong bottoms, and tie the strings for the top.
And then, spend the next minute trying to stop the thong from digging quite so painfully
into my ass crack – how can anyone stand these things chafing away back there
like a piece of butt floss – and finally, work to better position the top’s
little triangular cups, so they don’t leave crescent moons of my dark pink
areolas showing. Never mind that my nipples are telegraphing through the material
plain as day!

Pretending to be wild is either going to rock, or suck
majorly...

Finally closing my eyes and turning back to the mirror, I
take a deep breath before daring to open them.

Ahhh... mmm.

Is that... me?

I run my hands down the gentle curves of my bare sides. With
so little fabric to cut in, nothing of me actually looks like it’s spilling
out. It’s all just... smooth. Sensual. Feminine.

Unexpected!

There are many things about my body that I hate, such that
I’ve practically stopped looking at my naked self below the neck, and just
cover up as soon as possible. But seeing my figure in swimwear designed specifically
to be sexy and provocative... honestly, it’s not all bad!

My tummy might lack six-pack abs and be a little on the soft
side, but it still has a kind of sculpted look to it that’s appealing to the
eye. Of course my legs look amazing, but that’s the one part of my body I’ve always
liked. However, coming to my crotch, I grimace. I can see a clear outline of my
bulging inner lips through the thin yellow fabric. Damn mom’s crappy genetics
giving me those awkward things! I’m forever fearful of what people would think
if they knew how I looked down there.

This is so not the ideal body of a Playboy model. Good
thing there’s a wrap to shield a few of my insecurities.

Moving higher to my breasts, I adjust the two triangles yet
again. Surely Joy knows I’m a full C-cup? Because if I’m going to keep my areolas
covered, I’ll have to show way more side boob and bottom boob that any
respectable girl should be doing. But then, I keep forgetting: I’m not looking
to be respectable this weekend.

Whatever my normal inclinations are, perhaps I should just do
the exact opposite and call it a day.

I turn to the side, and study my practically bare ass in the
mirror. It’s round and full enough that I look completely naked from this angle,
save for the little yellow and red strip popping out the top of the crack, like
the conclusion to a naughty magic trick. I have to admit, it’s a rather hot
look, even if it feels like I’m being given a permanent wedgie. But boy oh boy,
are my buttocks snow-blind white! I might even give redhead Piper a run for her
money in the pale skin department. Dumb long east coast winters!

Joy’s muffled voice comes through the door. “Hey, Trish, you
done in there yet? The rest of us need our turns too!”

Gathering my sleepwear and makeup, I place my hand on the
doorknob, give it a turn... and step into the bedroom for critical judgment.

I hear three simultaneous gasps.

“Holy fuck, girl!” exclaims Brie with a shocked look on her
face. “Your figure is like on fuckin’ fleek! Why you been hidin’ all that
fineness under those ugly-ass sheets you call clothes?”

I grin sheepishly at her simultaneous praise and style criticism,
and feel my face turning bright red. I’m not used to hearing positive opinions
of my appearance – not from boys, not from girls, and certainly not from
myself!

“Speaking of ass,” adds Joy, “let’s see that jiggly bubble
butt I know you have!”

Still a little giddy, I spin around to three squeals of
delight.

“Oh my god; it’s so delish I could just eat it right up!” gasps
Brie.

“Like two perfect powder donuts...” adds Joy wistfully.

Piper giggles and slaps her thighs. “Good thing I brought the
big bottle of my special ginger sunscreen... ’cuz without it, you’re
gonna end up southern fried blonde!”




Chapter Six

Walking from the Mini to Joy’s chosen breakfast place
overlooking the Atlantic Ocean, I’m already beginning to wonder just what the
hell I was thinking.

In this microscopic bikini, I feel as good as naked.
Exposed. Wholly uncomfortable in my own skin. Even the modesty wrap is barely
helping, since it’s semi-transparent and keeps blowing up in the breeze.

At first, I figure that because there’s four of us, it can’t
possibly be as bad as if I were alone... only I hadn’t realized that a matched
set of four half-naked teens might actually draw greater attention than just one.
Because, even at six-thirty in the morning on the outdoor patio of an uncrowded
diner, we are most certainly turning heads!

Taking a seat facing the glistening water as the first rays
of dawn emerge, tinting the fluffy white clouds with pastel shades of dusty
rose and orange, I shiver in the brisk morning air and wish I could pull a warm
jacket over my shoulders. And over the rest of me. Only I have no jacket, and I
barely have a top. It feels like each of my breasts is suspended in a
precarious sling, and without the firm stabilization of a good bra, they’re
both moving and jiggling independently. I keep thinking they’re going to spill
out onto the table at any second!

Thankfully, it’s only a feeling. And if my friends can do the
same without complaint, then I can certainly keep my mouth shut.

“Beautiful view, Joy,” comments Piper, gazing out at the
fiery ball of the sun as it slowly rises above the shimmering horizon. “How’d
you even hear of this place?”

“Google. And it’s not far from, uh... you know.”

I snort. “C’mon, Joy, you can say it. I’ve already figured
out we’re going to Miami Beach. Like, we’re not exactly dressed for the opera
here, and I’ve seen all that beach shit you tried to hide under blankets in the
car.”

“Okay. If you say so.”

I roll my eyes. Who does she think she’s fooling? I’ve got
Google and GPS too, and we’re like ten minutes away from Miami Beach.

“Since she knows, you did remember to pack everything?” asks
Brie.

“Yep! Umbrellas, towels, Bluetooth speaker, put fresh ice in
the cooler, got the sandwiches I made yesterday—”

“Oh, joy. Um, I mean the old sandwiches, not you.”

Joy flashes Brie a look. “I’ll have you know I put a lot of
effort into those, and I’m sure they’ll be fine. Anyhow, there’s tons of sunscreen,
a Frisbee, two snorkels, some beach balls—”

“Okay, okay! I get the picture. Eat your breakfast.”

Joy flashes Brie a crooked grin. “Nervous, are we?” she asks.

“No. Of course not. Not like I need a tan, but whatevs.” She
looks at Piper. “How ’bout you, Wonder Bread Woman? Can we look forward to spontaneous
combustion sometime before noon?”

Piper kicks Brie under the table without missing a mouthful
of scrambled egg whites. “Ha ha, I’m really really white; very funny. I’ll be fine.
But one of you girls is gonna need to make sure I get lotion on everything I
can’t see. Last thing I want tonight is for my skin color to match my hair!”

“Trish will do that,” replies Joy, as if that’s already
decided.

Confused, I blink. “I will?”

“Well... why not?”

Indeed, why not? And no more saying no, remember? “Fine. But
then she has to do me, because my poor lily-white butt has never seen a lick of
UV before.”

Brie snorts and blows bubbles in her coffee. “Shit! I could so
do something nasty with that!”

“You wanna handle re-application, smart ass?”

With a sideways look at Joy, Brie breaks out into riotous
laughter.

Brie can be so damn immature sometimes... but that’s why we
love her!




Chapter Seven

Riding around Miami in Joy’s Mini with the tunes pumping and
absolutely no clue where we are, the first evidence I spot of our destination
is a small sign at a traffic light: South Beach, to the right.

An immediate thrill courses through my veins. How exciting!
I can hardly believe that the four of us drove all the way to Florida without
our parents knowing, are staying in a veritable dump of a hotel, just ate
breakfast overlooking the gorgeous ocean... and now, I’m about to walk onto a
crowded beach in my first-ever thong bikini!

Yay for being totally anonymous and not giving a shit about
what people think!

Which are all good reasons why I feel a huge sense of disappointment
when Joy instead turns left. I don’t know much about the area, but it’s
obvious to anyone that South Beach is the place to be. I mean, it’s even got a
diet named after it!

Maybe she’s just looking for parking? But as the Mini whizzes
past signs for Mid Beach and then North Beach, nothing makes any sense to me.
Where in the world is she going?

A few minutes later, we reach a causeway that arches high over
the water, and begin driving clear off the Miami Beach island altogether.

I can’t stay silent any longer. “Hey um, Joy... if you
haven’t noticed, Miami Beach is, like, behind us.”

“That’s good. Because we’re not going there.”

“Then... where?”

Joy remains silent as the car crests the peak of the bridge,
and then points to a roadside sign on the other side.

Haulover Park

The name rings absolutely no bells. “What the hell is this
place? A theme park? Or a water park?”

“No. A beach,” she answers, pulling off into a huge, paved parking
lot.

“I’ve, uh, never heard of it. What’s wrong with Miami
Beach?”

Joy shrugs. “Nothing, I suppose. But this one’s better.”

I cross my arms unhappily. Just like Joy to get me all
worked up for something exciting, then pull the rug out from under my feet!

“I don’t see how, Joy. I mean... if someone back home
asks me why I skipped class and I answer ‘Miami Beach,’ they’re gonna smile and
ask me how much fun it was. I answer ‘Haulover Park,’ and they’re gonna look at
me funny like I said ‘Jurassic Park’ an’ walk away.”

“But you really will like this place.”

“Geez, Joy. A beach is a beach is a beach! Sand and water
an’ overpriced snow cones. What makes this one so special?”

“You’ll see! Just chill, okay? This was all planned long before
we left home.”

“Yeah?” I shoot back emotionally. “’Cuz it’s kinda starting
to feel like you don’t know me at all.”

Joy finds a shady parking spot, and we spend the next few
minutes unloading our gear from the back of the Mini. With me and Brie hauling
the cooler and a loaded canvas bag each, and Joy and Piper dealing with
umbrellas and even more bags, we begin making our way towards the gentle sounds
of waves lapping on the shore, and circling seagulls calling out to one
another.

Reaching a narrow paved pathway that slices through a dense patch
of brush, I spot a glimpse of the beach at the end. It looks exactly like I’ve
always imagined Miami Beach looking: a wide strip of groomed white sand, with
turquoise waters stretching off into the horizon.

Seems okay, I suppose. Probably can’t tell any of the
beaches apart around here anyways. Maybe I can just tell people I went
to South Beach – even with photos, who would know any different?

Wait a second – what did that sign just say? My head
snaps around to the blank back of a notice sign along the path that I hadn’t
really been paying attention to, but Brie’s marching too quickly with the
cooler and doesn’t want to stop.

“Hey, uh, Joy,” I call out, “did you see that sign back
there?”

“What sign?” she asks without turning.

“The one beside the path. I think it said something about...
nude bathers? What’s it talking about?”

Joy shrugs her shoulders. “Dunno, babe. That’s weird. Must
be somebody’s practical joke.”

Unconvinced, I frown. “It sure looked like it’s been there a
while.”

“Oh, does it?”

There’s something... I know that insincere, condescending tone
all too well.

Oh shit. Joy knows all about this! “Holy shit, Joy!” I yell
in a high-pitched screech. “Is this, like, a topless beach or
something?”

“Or something.”

“Are you nuts? I’m not going topless! It’s not,
like, mandatory, is it?”

Joy stops and turns to me. “No, Trish, it’s not mandatory.
But don’t you want to do it anyways?”

“Of course not!”

“Whyever not? You’ve got seriously great tits, babe! Let ’em
roam free and get some sun without those annoying tan lines!”

My best friend grins and resumes marching towards the beach.
Brie and I quickly catch up. “So, you guys like knew all about this?” I mutter
unhappily.

“Of course,” answers Brie. “And you just gotta do it,
girl! We’re all gonna join in an’ go topless, too. It’s gonna be so cool!”

“No fucking... uh...”

My voice drifts off for two reasons.

First, because I caught myself saying the dreaded “no” word yet
again. Was I that negative of a person that my automatic response to everything
is no? That stupid promise last night might be coming back to bite me in
the ass, but it’s also giving me a huge wakeup call. People like positive
people. Be positive, Trish. Yes to everything!

But, there was also a second reason why I’d lost my voice: because
a young couple had just strolled across the end of the path.

The woman wasn’t merely topless.

They were both completely naked.

Like, birthday suit naked! Her bare breasts, ass, shaved
pussy, and even the sparkle of a gold piercing in her clit hood, all out on full
display... while her man’s impressive cock and balls dangled in limp phallic
glory for everyone to see.

An actual, honest-to-goodness nude beach in the middle of freaking
Miami? That’s impossible. This ain’t Europe!

Does Joy know?

Don’t be silly; of course Joy knows. Thinking about
it, the signs were all there. For some reason, she brought us here specifically
to try and force me to strip naked in front of everyone. She knows my body
hang-ups – so why would she put me through that kind of personal hell? And what
can I do to put a stop to it?

Say yes, comes a little voice in my head.

I can’t possibly.

Yes, you can.

The path deposits the four of us onto a gorgeous white sandy
beach, raked flat and ready to receive fresh footprints. I anxiously survey the
scene. It’s not even eight o’clock in the morning, so it isn’t that busy yet...
but if I had any hope that this wasn’t an actual full-fledged nude beach, that notion
is quickly extinguished. Because in literally every direction, there are people
in various states of undress: old, middle-aged, young, and even entire
families... in normal bathing suits, extra skimpy bathing suits, topless, or
completely
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