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Chapter One

It was a gorgeous Californian afternoon as Ken sped along the
scenic coastal highway in his sporty red convertible. The salt-scented wind
rushing past overhead whipped the perpetual bachelor’s trendy haircut into
undulating brown waves, which seemed to sparkle like the ocean as the sun
caught his natural golden highlights. With a classic Beach Boys tune blasting
on the radio, Ken adjusted the rear view mirror until his own handsome reflection
gazed back. Peering over his designer sunglass, he flashed a toothy grin and
gave himself a knowing wink.

“Ken, you’ve got this one in the bag!” he reassured himself.
“Third date’s always when the clothes come off.”

Nearly at the notoriously sharp bend on Kneecap Hill, Ken
felt his jeans pocket vibrate. Slipping out his brand new smart phone, he
checked the caller ID, smiled, and pressed the green button to answer.

“Hey-a babe!” yelled Ken into the microphone over the
throaty roar of the V8 engine and the whoosh of passing air. “I’ll be there in
about fifteen. You ready for a totally amazing dinner at Le Chateau D’Fancy?”

“Yeah, of course, Ken!” replied a bubbly, high-pitched voice
over the low fidelity speaker. “But I was just checking to see if you really
wanted to go out for dinner... since I’ve been thinkin’ about you all day long.”

“Uh, how’s that, babe?” questioned Ken absently.

“Well, Ken... right now I’m waiting on my porch swing, in
that sexy new dress I was telling you about, and...” She paused, lowering her
voice. “I’m not wearing any panties.”

Ken drifted away from reality for a few seconds, imagining
what the view would be when he pulled up to her house. Long, slender legs
spread wide... would the carpet match the golden drapes? Nah. She’d be waxed totally
smooth!

“Sweet,” he replied nonchalantly. “Sounds amazing, babe...
but I’m not following the whole dinner thing. Those reservations were a bitch
to get...”

“Well, stud. I’m thinkin’ instead of eating out, we could
stay in... and you could eat me out.”

Despite a broadcast aura of worldliness, Ken froze in utter
shock – his fingers stiffening and the phone accidentally slipping from his
grasp. It bounced off his leg, hit the leather seat between his legs, and
finally tumbled to the floor.

Not wanting to appear flustered to his date, Ken grabbed the
steering wheel with one hand and tried to reach between his feet with the other
– but just when he felt the smooth plastic housing, it again skidded away.
Reluctantly diverting his full attention downwards, Ken spotted the phone lying
near the brake pedal and used his foot to maneuver it closer. Finally securing
the slippery device between thumb and forefinger, Ken glanced up and was
mortified to discover, not the pleasant meandering coastal road, but rather a
head-on view of the rusty metal guardrail marking the sharp turn at Kneecap
Hill.

Before Ken could even think of slamming on the brakes or
cranking the wheel, the red convertible plowed at full speed through the metal
rail with a horrible screeching sound, and launched into the air several inches
above the scuffed hardwood floor.




Chapter Two

Lounging on the floor of her tiny but comfortable bedroom,
spunky redhead Bella was in the middle of brainstorming a “don’t drive
distracted” public service announcement for her college marketing class with
her bestest friend in the whole wide world, Anne. Both eighteen-year-old girls
were sitting Indian-style across from each other, dressed in almost-matching
khaki short shorts and tiny printed T’s to counteract the boiling hot summer
weather. The sparsely decorated bedroom’s lone window was wide open, allowing
the ever-present whine of cicada bugs and the rhythmic thwacking of a nearby
lawn sprinkler to permeate the bedroom – along with what little cooling breeze
actually existed.

Driving the red plastic sports car off the side of Anne’s
bare kneecap in exaggerated slow motion, Bella suddenly flipped it over and
abruptly dropped it to the floor with a clatter. The hunky Ken doll fell out,
and Bella picked it up.

“Crackerjack, babe!” she exclaimed, waving the doll’s arms
wildly. “I was so distracted by my phone I’ve gone and crashed my brand new car
at Kneecap Hill! Could you come help me flip it over? Then we can go to back to
your place and make out!”

Athletic brunette Anne, controlling the bikini-clad Barbie
doll waiting impatiently on her deeply tanned thigh, made a tsking sound and
turned the doll’s head away. “Ken, you plastic-haired idiot! How many times
have I told you to get a handsfree system for your car? It’s the law! Besides –
now how are you supposed to drive me to trendy places, and show all my judgmental
girlfriends how well I’m doing?”

“But babe...” whined Bella pitifully.

“No buts, Ken! And now... no pussy for dinner either!”

Taken completely by surprise at her best friend’s unexpected
use of the word “pussy”, Bella snorted and doubled over with riotous laughter,
with Anne quickly joining in.

“Oh my god, Anne!” she gasped. “You’re being so naughty
today!”

“Today? My mom says I’m always naughty!”

The two girls writhed on the floor in fits of uncontrollable
giggles, with one feeding off the other in a virtual feedback loop of immature
giddiness. Bella eventually found herself flat on her back by her friend’s
feet, where she inadvertently noticed that one leg of Anne’s skimpy shorts had gotten
bunched up, and was pushing outwards from her body. Through that opening, the
redhead caught an unexpectedly clear view of the creamy white skin of her best
friend’s most private of places.

Taken completely by surprise, the girl’s brain registered
various intimate shapes and colors, before ingrained modesty forced her eyes to
look elsewhere.

Bella smiled to herself. She found it entirely hilarious to
learn that, not only was her best friend completely shaved down there, but that
she also wasn’t wearing any panties today – just like her slutty Barbie doll.

Since when didn’t Anne wear underwear? What a silly thing
for her to do! Must’ve forgotten to put them on this morning or something...

As the two girls calmed down, Bella came up with a funny
rhyme to taunt her friend’s embarrassing condition, but then blushed a deep
tomato red and instead set about jotting down a few notes in her workbook.
Although the dialogue of their public service announcement was as-yet lame,
from an artistic standpoint she was already envisioning how to direct the
video...

The last couple of years of high school leading into college
had seen many changes for Bella. Once a carefree and slightly goofy girl who
would dance around the house stark naked without a second thought, things were
much different now. Growing up in a devoutly religious family, she knew a lot
about how a mature young women was expected to behave – and especially how they
shouldn’t. And, being naked around pretty much anyone wasn’t ever proper. In
fact, she and Anne hadn’t seen each other naked in a long time, like maybe five
or more years – so, Bella didn’t want the embarrassment of having to admit that
she’d even accidentally glimpsed her friend’s privates.

She really didn’t want to come off to anyone as improper!

Only… there was something strange about what she’d seen that
continued to bother Bella. It was almost as if Anne hadn’t looked quite like
how she’d expected her to look.

Something, somehow, was wrong... but what could it
be?

Momentarily forgetting her modesty, Bella’s pale green eyes
darted back to that inviting opening in Anne’s shorts.

Peering up the skinny brunette’s smooth thigh directly at
her clearly visible crotch, where Bella expected to find a familiar vertical
fold marking her friend’s vulva, she instead found something very different.

A big, dark, open circle!

The redhead’s brain struggled to comprehend what it was
seeing.

The circle looked like a weird hole, with the
perimeter made up of a puckered ring of light pink flesh, and the center
looking very much like a bottomless black cavern in the shadows of Anne’s shorts.

Bella knew that hole had to be Anne’s vagina... but why the
heck did her friend’s vagina look so darn large? Just sitting there, it looked
bigger around than a golf ball!

Did she have a gymnastics or bike riding accident? Is that
what happened to girls after you had sex? Or was she simply seeing things?

Not surprisingly, Anne caught Bella staring fixedly at her
crotch with a decidedly odd expression plastered across her face.

“Hey, um, Bella... whatcha looking at?” she asked
innocently.

Without thinking, Bella blurted out, “Why you got that big hole,
Anne?”

“Huh? Got what?”

Only now realizing what she’d said, Bella blushed an even
deeper red and stared down at her socked feet in complete embarrassment. So
much for being proper!

“Um... I mean, I can see your hole, uh, like... down
there,” she half whispered, half exclaimed, wiggling her toes nervously and
pointing in the general direction of Anne’s shorts. “It’s kinda big.”

Anne followed the trembling finger, noticed the open leg on
her shorts, and snorted. “Oh! You mean I gotta big cunt hole! Is that
thing stuck open again? It just sometimes does that after I... um, like,
sometimes, you know?” she explained all-too-vaguely. “Ya wanna see it?” she
offered happily.

Bella’s eyes shot up and locked with Anne’s for an extended
moment. What an improper thing to offer! “Why, no! Of course not!”

Ignoring the shocked redhead’s answer, Anne grabbed the
narrow crotch of her shorts and yanked the fabric aside, offering Bella a
completely unencumbered view of her fully shaved vulva: a stark white,
extremely puffy, and utterly hairless place dominated most spectacularly by the
obscenely sized opening of her vagina.

Bella gasped and gawked openly at her friend’s shameless nudity.
“Holy crackerjack, Anne!”

In the bright afternoon sunlight streaming through the
bedroom window, her friend’s revealed sex looked like nothing Bella had seen
before. Nestled just above the twin swells of her plump buttocks, the
teardrop-shaped mouth of her vagina was framed on either side by the thick,
ruffled pink wings of her inner labia, which met at the top, looking for the
world like a fleshy little roof. Right above this, the light pink groove of her
gash changed to a double crease separated by a broad hump of white skin, about
the
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