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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
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