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With exams over and my first semester in college done, the last thing I wanted to do for the upcoming three-day weekend was go back home to cold, miserable Minnesota. Mom was divorced from my dad, and he’s been out of the picture since like forever. I hated my lecherous, leering stepdad, so that didn’t sound like loads of laughs. We didn’t have money—I only got into college because I’m freaking awesome at lacrosse and I got a really good sports scholarship so there’s really nothing to go home to.

I’d actually planned to stay and hang out on campus like the far out-of-staters and the foreign exchange students do, but then my roommate Debbie came to my rescue. She was going home to her mom’s for the weekend and asked if I wanted to come along.

Let me just say, even if home for Debbie and her mom wasn’t West Palm Beach I’d have jumped at the chance to go with her. But, that it was West Palm, visions of hot sun, warm sand, cool boys, booze, and bonfires on the beach danced in my head. 

Heck yeah, I was in.

When we got there, I whistled. “Damn, I knew you were from money, Debbie, but girl, this place is the bomb. It’s like a baby mansion.”

“Stop,” she protested, like she always did whenever the subject of money came up. The girl was absolutely clueless to how much different her life was from...well, everyone else.

She insisted, “It’s no big deal, Sammy.”

That’s me by the way. I’m Sammy, or Sam, all short for Samantha. Guess I should have said that straight away. My bad.

Anyway, we stood at the edge of her backyard pool. I gawked, my mouth hanging open.

It had a slate deck and really cool, comfortable looking patio furniture. There was a rock out-cropping—with a frigging waterfall feature—and an outdoor grill that looked like it’d been built a hundred years in the future and beamed back to the here and now.

“The frigging pool’s bigger than the lake I go swimming in back home in Minnesota. I’m not even exaggerating.”

“Stop,” Debbie said again. “Let’s go swimming.”

“Great idea, but I didn’t bring a bathing suit.”

Debbie gave me a look. “You come to Florida for the weekend and you don’t bring a bathing suit?”

My cheeks got hot. “I didn’t have one at school. I thought I’d pick one up down here. Find a decent thrift shop or something.”

Debbie took me by the hand and led me into the house—mansion—and up to her bedroom where she gave me my pick of like two-hundred bikinis from a drawer in her dresser. A dresser that she kept inside her walk-in closet. A closet, I might add, the size of my entire bedroom at home.

I picked one that was full of summer colors: yellows and reds and blues.

Debbie grabbed a pale blue one. She stripped in front of me and put it on. And she looked gorgeous in it. We were both freshmen, nineteen. Debbie had dark auburn hair, full and bouncy. It flowed down to the middle of her back. She had sun-kissed, wheat-colored skin and a pretty smile that made her dark eyes sparkle.

My skin was milky-white and my hair—shorter—was jet black. I had it gathered under a barrette so my bangs hung over my forehead and the loose strands snaked down over the nape of my neck and caressed my bare shoulders. The bikini Debbie gave me fit like it was tailored made.

Down at the pool, Debbie sat on the flagstone edge, dangling her feet in the pool. She scooped up water and splashed it over her thighs. She closed her eyes and tilted her face up toward the sun.

I used the wide steps at the low end of the pool to walk in. 

I checked the thermometer dangling off the handrail. The water was eighty-five degrees. Like bathwater. I moved toward the center of the pool until the warm water came up to my chest. It felt so good to be on break, from school, and in such a wonderful place. I turned my face up to the sun, too, letting its warmth bake into my skin and take all the tension away from my body.

After a time, I asked, “Aren’t you getting in?”

“It takes me awhile.” Debbie kicked her feet and splashed more water on her legs and across her flat belly. The droplets of water glistened on her wheat-colored skin.

“Suit yourself.” I walked around in little circles, splashing water over my chest, getting the top of my bikini wet. The material clung to my boobs and my hard nipples poked through.

When Debbie finally slipped off the edge, she looked like a mermaid slinking into the water.

She crossed the pool on her tiptoes. Her arms skimming the top of the water like it was too cold. Neither of us wore sunglasses so we had to squint against the glare of the sun reflecting off the shimmering surface. As she got closer to me, she scooped water up in her hands and rained it over her head, shaking it away and brushing the wet locks from her high cheeks.

“Glad you’re here rather than back home?” she asked.

“Oh, god yes. Is that even a question?” I reached out and held her hands. I bounced on the balls of my feet, splashing water. “This is fantastic. All of it. Thank you so much for inviting me.”

She smiled. “I’m just glad you’re here. I’d have been bored out of my mind if you didn’t come with.”

“This whole place is amazing. I can’t believe I’m here.”

Then I did something I couldn’t believe either.

I flipped Debbie’s wet hair off her shoulder and with my hand on the back of her head I pulled her in against me, and I kissed her. Debbie and I did not have a sexual thing going. We were roommates, and a friendship was forming for sure, but I had no idea how she felt about me, or about being with a girl.

Suddenly, I started to panic. My stomach knotted. What had I done? What if she wasn’t into girls? What if I freaked her out and she made me leave?

The truth was I wasn’t really into girls much either. I’d experimented here and there, played around and did some shit with some friends in high school. Except for, this one waitress once at a bar I used to sneak into. We did some stuff in the bathroom. Stuff I’ll never forget.

But Debbie, I had no idea which way her needle swung.

To my surprise, delight, and relief, Debbie pulled me into an embrace and kissed me back.

And there we were, in warm, waist deep water, in the hot Florida sun, making kissy sounds and exploring each other’s tonsils with our tongues. Her kisses were warm and soft and full of passion. With her eyes closed, she moaned softly and ran her hands up and down my wet back, sending a warm tingling feeling through me. I did the same, before dropping my hand under water and copping a feel of her full, tight ass.

When we broke for air, she smiled.

I smiled back.

“What was that about?” she asked.

I shrugged. “A thank you, for bringing me here.” I looked around the pool, at the palm trees, the back of the magnificent house. Worried, I added, “It’s okay, isn’t it?”

She smiled. “Yes. I’ve...dreamed about something like this.”

“You did? Like dreamed, dreamed...of me?”

She smiled mischievously. “Like a wet dream, yeah.”

My mouth fell open. “But you never said anything.”

“I didn’t know how to...tell you. I mean you date so many guys.”

It was true. I was a bit of a whore at school. Without a curfew or my mom blowing up my phone all the time, at college I was going a little crazy. I shrugged. “I like getting laid.” I pulled her tight against me and locked my arms around her waist. “Speaking of which, when’s your mom coming home?”

Like mine, Debbie’s dad wasn’t in the picture. According to what she told me, he never was. Her mom had made a killing selling some goofy gadget she invented. Sold it on the Internet or a home shopping channel or something. She was like a gazillionaire. Never needed a man to make it in this world, Debbie said her mom was proud of saying.

“She’s in Puerto Rico on business. Due back tomorrow, I think.”

“Oh, hard life,” I said, trying to be funny.

“I know. Right.” Debbie took me by the hand and led me to the wide steps leading into the pool. “But we’ve got the whole place to ourselves until then.”

I’d been looking forward to meeting her mom. And yet, now, a part of me wished she wasn’t coming home after all. If she hadn’t, Debbie and I could’ve spent the whole weekend here, alone. Oh well.

By the steps, we embraced and kissed some more. Debbie wasn’t shy about moving her hands over my body. Touching. Rubbing. Caressing. I kissed her hot, wet shoulders and did a little exploring of my own, with both my hands and my lips.

In between, we splashed each other and giggled.

She was the first to sweep her hands over my boobs. Her touch sent a shiver of pleasure through my body. I grinned like an idiot and quickly untied the strings at the nape of my neck. My bikini top fell open. My boobs are round and firm and capped with the most beautiful brown nipples I’d ever seen. They look fake, but they’re not. Like I could afford that.

Debbie scooped handfuls of warm water and poured it over my body, watching the water cascade down between my boobs before she cupped them, and went to work on my beautiful nipples with her mouth.

Oh my God. Could this day get any better?

She kissed and suckled and licked.

We
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