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“Lynn, come this way,” said Kylie. We are leaving the off-campus party tipsy from White Claw like basic bitches. Giggling like two-year-olds playing with toys, we took a few wrong turns and were in a residential neighborhood. I struggled to pull out my phone before I dropped it. Kylie laughed at me as she took out her phone to get directions back to the main campus. The darkness made me nervous. I finally picked up my phone and moved closer to my girlfriend. Shadows danced around the neighborhood as the random light from a car illuminated the road before most of it turned to darkness. In this situation, it was dark enough that I would choose the bear over a man. 

The glow of Kylie’s phone snapped me out of replaying every episode of murder shows I watched over the last five years. Kylie was unphased by the darkness, and it reassured me. She was always in command, so I like her more than anyone I have been with. The glow of the phone illuminated her sexy face. An aura of safety engulfed me, and I felt safe. I also felt a tinge of something else. Her soft features glowed like the phone in a way that was so sexy. 

For the gazillionth time, my eyes raked over her body. Daisy Duke's shorts exposed the long tan legs. A tight shirt highlighted her fantastic body. The White Claw was doing what White Claw does, making me horny and wild. Inside her aura of protection, I felt safe enough for my mind to wonder about things I would do to her when we got home. They also drifted to the things that she would do to me. Naughty thoughts sparked more of the horny feeling. I was going to do things to her that I only dreamed of. She was the best, and I was so lucky to have her. I always believed that I would have to settle. I would find my person, but they would be shorter than I wanted, not kind, funny, ambitious enough, or lacking in some way. Not Kylie; she checked every box and added new ones I didn’t even know I needed. 

I struggled to feel enough for her. Even tonight, one girl decided she would hit on Kylie. She was stunning. I felt horrible. Kylie quickly swooped into action. She denied the advances, of course, but then she did one better, and we left. It was her best friend's party, but we left early because I felt uncomfortable. She would sacrifice for me. I felt loved and cared for. She would get something for that love. Something she asked for, but I wasn’t ready to give her. I wanted to give it to her earlier, but I couldn’t muster the confidence. 

I walked behind her and hugged her. The maneuver almost sent us toppling over, but the basketball player was more substantial than me and righted the ship. I moved her long brown hair to the side and kissed her lower neck. A giggle, and then my hand went south toward her lady bits as a tease for the upcoming evening. Kylie grabbed it. “Not here, Lynn, you are so bad,” she said. Her body said something else. Grinding her ass into my hips and moaning softly, she spoke again, “ I have an idea,” Kylie said, grabbing my hand and leading me across the street. 

“I know this place,” said Kylie. All the lights were off in the house, and no one seemed home. Kylie led the way to the fence and peered over it. 

“What are you doing?” I said. Panic invaded every thought. My eyes scanned the area as her action created a nervous tension. 

“It’s hot. I want to go swimming,” said Kylie. She put her finger to her puckered lips in the universal sign of shut up. But I would not shut up. I needed more information. 

“Are you crazy? This isn't our house. Who lives here? What are you doing? What if,” I said before Kylie put a hand over my mouth like I was a child. Maybe I talked too much after a few drinks, but I needed to know what was happening. The basketball god turned me around but kept her hand over my mouth. Warm breath on my ear produced goosebumps. Soft lips threatened to kiss my neck while her teeth threatened to nibble my ear. Two of her favoirte manuevers. The other hand rested on my stomach. It inched its way higher and threatened to slip under the crop top I wore—the actions or perceived actions froze my body. 

“This house has a fantastic backyard. Could you not ask how I know? I will tell you later. So this is what we are going to do. We are going to sneak into the backyard. Jump in the pool and cool off. Then we are going to go home. Got it,” said Kylie. I didn’t have ‘It,’ but I did have a torrent of juice threatening to explode from my lady bits. The hand moved to release me, and I was ready to ask more questions. The hand slammed down on my mouth to once again silence me. “You will not talk until we get into the backyard. Don’t worry. I will make it worth it. Nod, if you understand that, you will be a lookout and remain silent.” 

I nod in agreement. The kung fu grip lessened, and then she was gone. I maneuvered into the shadows and assumed lookout duty. I searched the windows and driveways of the other homes on the street to see if anyone was watching. We were not the quietest women walking down the street, white girl wasted. Well, maybe not wasted, but we definitely had a good time. Kylie had a good time with her friend, and I was drunker than I liked because of hot girl, flirty, anxious drinking. Even with that, I could do my job as the lookout. 

The darkness, once my fear, was now our ally. Kylie’s tall frame reached over the fence and popped the lock. The loud noise caused us to pause. My eyes searched the street for a moment. No one seemed to hear the noise, and Kylie walked into the backyard. I moved closer to the door and was pulled in by Kylie moments later. My heart was pounding as we walked in. 

What if they have a dog? What if some creepy guy comes out? What if a big black bear is in the backyard? What if...I thought as I followed the love of my life. In my fear, I moved closer until she pushed me away. I was holding her tightly, and she found it hard to move with that much dead weight. 

Kylie leaned around the corner. I waited with bated breath. A car moved down the street, and I cringed. The headlights approached, and I hoped it would stop at the house. It didn’t. The vehicle continued down the street, and I turned back to Kylie. She waved me into the backyard and rounded the corner out of sight. Sweat dripped from my forehead. It was hot and humid, and I was scared out of my mind. Nervous energy threatened to stall my foreword movement, but I wanted to return to Kylie's safe aura. 

When I turned the corner, I saw a fantastic backyard. A modern design of concrete and wood created a wonderful outdoor space. It was cold, either. Grass, plants, and other foliage created an inviting outdoor space. My heart pounded as I walked closer to the pool in the yard. Between the trees and the fence, the backyard blocked the visibility from the nearby houses unless someone was looking from the second floor. 

“Do you want this,” said Kylie. A devilish grin formed on her face, and I wouldn’t say I liked how she looked at me. Well, she looked sexy and devious. A look like that in the bedroom would mean something amazing would happen, but in an unknown backyard, it scared me. She walked over to the edge of the pool. 

“Do you want this?” Kylie repeated. She kicked off her sandals. Both thumbs pushed down daisy dukes and thong. My eyes darted to her lady bits. My heart raced as what she was doing registered. I wanted to look around to make sure that I saw her fantastic body, but I couldn’t. Kylie was still undressing, and my eyes were glued to her movements. Lastly, she took off her top and bra and laid them on the pile of her clothing. Rippling muscles glowed in the ambient light from the town and the moon. Yummy.
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One finger invited me closer. Before I could take a step, Kylie dove into the inground pool. Excited from swimming in someone else’s pool and seeing the new love of life naked, I wanted to follow her into the water. My thumbs gripped the edge of my shorts but froze. Anxiety gripped my arms like an invisible force. I wanted to jump into the water and play, but my lack of confidence stopped me. 

One bad thing about dating an athlete is that they constantly test your boundaries. Not in the wrong way, but they will force you to face and overcome your fears. Athletes are like that because they have to do it daily. They have to play in front of thousands of people, and they can fail. They don’t get only to play when they are having a good day. They have to show up every day regardless of what they feel. I closed my eyes and heard Kylie’s voice. The voice inspired me like she had many times already. I calmed my breathing, took a deep breath, and gathered my inner strength. 

I broke the Guinness book record for stripping and jumping into the pool behind her. With one motion, my crop top was on the ground next to my sandals and skirt. I dove into the warm water to reduce the time my body was visible. The water provided reduced visibility. Kylie swam away from me, daring me to chase and to catch
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