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SOPHIE, HOLLIE &
WENDY

A First-Time Lesbian
Romance


Sophie was the last to arrive at the lake
house she'd rented with her roommates for the summer, exhausted
from the drive. Three hours. Her legs hurt, and her back ached. The
last to leave from the college dorm because of two late scheduled
finals, Sophie was angry at starting her vacation late but grateful
it was finally here.

No one was home when she went inside, though
Hollie's car was parked out front.

In a way, Sophie was grateful for that, too.
She welcomed the chance to relax and check out things on her own.
Decompress from her stressful final exams and the drive north. She
loved her roommates, Hollie and Wendy, but they could be a little
intense at times.

She heard a television playing from the back
porch as she put her things away in her room and changed into a
loose-fitting pair of sweatpants and a college sweatshirt. The
loose clothes allowed her to escape the restraint of her
tight-fitting bra. She pushed her sleeves to her elbows and tied
her long, dishwater-blond hair into a ponytail.

In the kitchen, she found a note.

Wendy and Hollie had gone out on the boat. An
eighteen-foot speedboat included in the summer rental. The weather
was warm but turning chilly as the sun began its slow descent
toward the horizon. She shut off the TV and stood on the back deck,
looking out over the lake. Sophie walked down the steps to the
dock. The water was aqua-blue and sparkled like diamonds from the
retreating sunlight.

"No telling when they'll be back," she thought
with a shrug. "Guess it's time for a drink."

Sophie grabbed a cold IPA from the mini-fridge
on the porch and settled down in an Adirondack chair to drink and
wait. The semester was over. She could finally look forward to her
summer. No stress. No obligations. Just quiet
relaxation.

The surrounding woods were a familiar and
comforting sight for her. She'd vacationed on this lake often when
she was a kid. Birds sang. The sun set low over the water. The
soft, low buzz of insects surrounded her. Sophie had another beer,
lay back in the chair, smiled, and closed her eyes.

She woke suddenly, surprised to see it was
dark. Full-on night.

 Sophie looked out over the dark water. The speedboat wasn't
tied to the dock. Wendy and Hollie weren't back yet. Should she be
worried?

 


That morning, Hollie had come into the
kitchen, yawning and stretching. She and Wendy had arrived the
night before. Late. All they did was unpack, have a single drink
out on the back deck, and go to bed. Hollie wore a pair of pale
blue pajamas.

She scratched her head and came up behind
Wendy, standing at the counter, looking out over the lake from the
kitchen window. Usually decked out in leather pants and a retro-70s
rock band t-shirt of one kind or another, Wendy was the punk rocker
of the group. Told everyone she'd been born at the wrong time. She
should've been a part of the summer of love generation.

This morning, she was dressed rather
conservatively... for her. Her top was a gray cotton sweater but
with only one sleeve. The sweater had a plunging neckline exposing
one shoulder and the cleavage between her large, full, firm
breasts. She wore tight jeans that showed off her ass. Wendy had a
great ass. Her jeans were a light-wash blue denim that made her
olive-tone skin glow. Her blond hair was streaked with blue and
orange strains. Her eyes were rimmed dark with black
eyeliner.

A beautiful woman, a few years older than
Hollie and Sophie. A freaking knockout, really, Hollie thought. In
spirit as well as looks. Wild and free. Hollie had fascinated the
girls ever since they met her. Hollie found herself almost…
obsessed with her, actually.

Outspoken, unapologetic, and blunt about
anything and everything, Wendy loved to tell them all about her
erotic, wild, sexual escapades. How she lost her virginity at
seventeen to a biker in a dive bar, a complete stranger. About
giving her first blowjob to a marching band player with acne and
black-rimmed glasses behind the high school on the football field.
How and where she fell into the arms of her first girlfriend. A
teacher of hers named Tessa. From whom she learned the art of
lesbian love.

Hollie remembered the stories Wendy told her
of Tessa. Tall and skinny with a mop of red curls, freckles, and
the biggest tits. They'd had sex in the bathroom in the teachers'
lounge. In a classroom. The closet. The locker room at a Friday
night dance. The teacher was fired. Wendy quit school her senior
year. Only later did she earn her GED and decide to go to
college.

"Morning, Wendy," she said, putting her hands
on her roommate's hips. She swept the woman's blond hair aside. It
was as soft as cornsilk. And kissed her cheek. "When's Sophie
supposed to get here?"

"She said early tonight. I thought we'd
barbeque."

"Sounds nice." Hollie looked through the
window at the speedboat. "We should take the boat out. You know how
to drive it, don't you?"

"I do." Wendy sipped her coffee. She'd grown
up in the Lake Regions of New Hampshire. She smiled. "That's an
excellent idea. Get changed. I'll meet you down there."

Twenty minutes later, Hollie tossed a bag and
a couple of blankets into the boat. Wendy had the outboard engines
humming. She'd changed into a black bikini and wore a loose,
extra-long white tank top shirt. She wore oversized sunglasses and
smiled broadly at the overhead sun. She saw what Hollie had changed
into and smiled.

The girl was so beautiful. Sophisticated,
confident, and very sexy. Her brown hair fell loosely over her
shoulders. She wore a white bikini under a halter top. Her stomach
was flat, and her breasts were large and firm. A beautiful body
with sexy, feminine curves. A bit how her first lesbian lover,
Tessa, had looked. She found herself staring as Hollie leaned over
and untied the ropes from the dock cleats. How her ass looked. So
tight and round. It made Wendy lick her lips. The way the girl's
thong disappeared between her ass cheeks. Fucking
gorgeous.

Wendy forced herself to look away as Hollie
dropped down into a seat in the bow. Wendy spun the boat's wheel
and pushed the throttle forward fast. The throaty twin engines
rumbled and bubbled up the still lake water behind them. They shot
out to the middle of the lake, going fast. Their hair billowing.
Wendy was an excellent pilot.

Hollie turned toward Wendy. "Want a beer?" she
asked, handing a cold one to her.

Only about ten in the morning, Wendy took it
from her hand and popped the top off the bottle, tossing the cap in
the trash. They drove around the lake for an hour before they
stopped at a sandbar a mile out. They beached the boat. Took the
small cooler, Wendy's bag, and blanket to a sandy berm covered with
driftwood and sawgrass.

With the blanket spread out, they sat
side-by-side, drinking and talking. Wendy watched her friend's
throat move as she swallowed. She felt a bit melancholy. Holly was
considering dropping out of college for a big new job offer out of
state. Wendy was surprised at her reaction to the news, a hallowing
of her stomach. She liked her roommates but didn't realize until
right then she might have… feelings for them.

Hollie reached into the cooler and handed her
another beer. "Brought a surprise." She smiled and pulled a joint
and a lighter from her bag. She lit the joint and took a deep drag.
Then offered it to Wendy.

She accepted the joint and took a puff. Held
it in her lungs for a moment before blowing a line of smoke up
toward the sky. She took another deep pull and passed it back to
Hollie. "Are you really going to take that job?"

"I don't know yet," Hollie said, smoking. "I
haven't decided."

Wendy hoped she wouldn't. But her reasons were
selfish, she knew. It was a great opportunity for Hollie. Lots of
money. The end of any student debt. But Wendy didn't want her to
go. It was ridiculous. College would end in two years. They would
all go their separate ways. But it was what Wendy wanted. She
wanted Hollie to stay.

The two smoked another joint and drank more
beer in silence. Mellow and happy in the warm summer sun, Hollie
stripped off her swimsuit top and laid on her back on the blanket.
She closed her eyes.

Lying on her stomach, Wendy stared at her
friend. At her breasts. Firm and full. And her nipples hard and
dark and full because of the lake breeze.

They'd always been open about nudity in the
dorm. Two teenagers and one twenty-something woman in a single room
with three beds, how could they not be? It being not a big deal.
And besides, none of them had anything to be ashamed of. They all
had great bodies and good looks. She'd seen Hollie nude lots of
times… But this time, something stirred deep inside her. Wendy's
heart rate increased, and her breath became shallow. The urge to
reach out and touch Hollie's warm-looking, smooth-looking skin was
almost overwhelming.

Wendy leaned over her to pull a beer out of
the cooler. Ice-cold water dripped across Hollie's flat
belly.

"Wowza!" Hollie squealed, sitting bolt
upright. "That's cold."

"Sorry." Wendy laughed, not sorry at all. She
stared at her friend's nipples. She screwed the bottle down in the
sand so it would stay upright and threw a sudden hug around her
friend. "I'm going to miss you," she whispered in her
ear.

Hollie hugged her back.

Her skin was hot. Wendy felt her friend's firm
nipples press into her breasts. Her nipples were hard. They poked
through the material of her bikini top. She was suddenly acutely
aware of her own. Her heart raced. She was getting turned on. Wendy
closed her eyes and tried to pull away. But Hollie stopped
her.

"Wendy," Hollie said.

Wendy froze.

Hollie kissed her. On the mouth. Just a taste,
but it was…

"What are you doing?" Wendy asked
breathlessly.

Hollie kissed her again. This time, the tip of
her tongue traced across her lips.

Wendy felt like her world was spinning out of
control. "We... "

"Shh."

Wendy closed her eyes and opened her mouth to
Hollie's. Her tongue probed the interior of her mouth, tracing her
teeth and ran along her tongue. Hollie tasted of beer and weed. The
smell was intoxicating. Hollie pushed her down onto the sandy
blanket. She pushed her tank top to her throat, leaving her bikini
top untouched. Took her time to examine Wendy's body, though she'd
seen it a thousand times. Her breasts were bigger than Hollie's.
Firm and full, with dark brown areolas and nipples. She looked with
intensity into Wendy's face. Into her eyes.

Wendy watched her with an expression Hollie
couldn't read. Her mouth hung open.

Hollie traced a finger over the tattoo on the
side of her older friend's breast. A heart with a motorcycle in the
center. She'd had it done when she was seventeen. When she'd hooked
up with the biker.

Hollie straddled her thighs. She ran her
fingertips over the large tattoo across her taut stomach. This one
was intricate and detailed. It was a tribal pattern. Sophie kissed
it. Wendy never spoken of this one, though Hollie had looked it up.
It referenced sexual freedom for Native Americans. Their version of
tolerance and acceptance of all sexual lifestyles.

"Tell me about this?"

"I... it was from… I got it… I was very
young."

"No. What's it mean? Why did you get
it?"

"The club forced me to get it. When I was
caught with
































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
‘ CAMMIE CUMMINS





