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Sometimes you have to be a little bad to get what
you want.

 


Growing up, I was always the good girl. Or at least
I was good enough to never get caught. I got straight As in school,
was always home before my curfew, and was adored by all my
teachers. On paper, I was a perfect angel.

 


On paper.

 


The truth was, I was living a double life from the
very beginning, and I was very very good at it. My weekends weren’t
spent at the library, studying for yet another exam. I spent them
in frat parties, downing cheap beer and hooking up with college
boys.

 


Halfway through high school, my parents moved us
into a big house in a swanky neighborhood. We were the only black
family in the entire subdivision, so my double life grew even
deeper.

 


I was always conscious that I was getting judged by
everyone just because my skin was a few shades darker than all the
Beckys on the block. So if I wanted to have a couple beers or catch
a dick, I had to hide it or else I’d be seen as just another black
girl with a big ass causing trouble in a good, clean
neighborhood.

 


I was so sick of it.

 


When I was in college, the only thing that changed
was I didn’t have to work so hard to hide from my parents.

 


And especially my best friend.

 


Hiding my weekend hobbies from my
mother and father was always easy. They worked more than they were
at home, so they were both always a bit oblivious to everything
that went on in the house. But my best friend Cullen? He was
another story.

 


Cullen noticed everything about
me. He was always the first one to praise a good grade or admonish
me for being ten minutes late for my curfew. He was only two years
older than me, but in his eyes that made him an authority on
everything.

 


From anyone else, especially from
another privileged white boy, it would have been infuriating, but
Cullen really did mean well. He spent tons of his free time
tutoring and volunteering anywhere that needed a hand, and his
helpful nature bled into every part of his life. If I called him
out on it, he’d sputter and apologize, but he was right back to his
usual self the next day.

 


And he was just so sweet, I could never stay mad at
him.

 


Of course, since he went through a serious growth
spurt when high school was almost over, I suddenly wasn’t exactly
looking for friendly guidance.

 


What I was really looking for was his cock.

 


Oh yes. Cullen was the hottest
thing I’d ever seen. With golden hair and dark eyes, he put the
boys in my year to shame. And his muscles! We had a pool in the
backyard at our house, and every time Cullen took a dip, the pool
certainly wasn’t the only thing that was wet.

 


I’d never really noticed white
boys before. They all just blended together into a mass of goofy
blond guys named Chad that filled up my school, but Cullen was
something else.

 


It was just my luck that the one man who never
seemed to notice me was the one I wanted the most.

 


But I’ve never been someone to give up on what I
want easily.

 


Summer break after my first year of college, I had
just turned 19, and I was lounging on a chair by the pool. The sun
was beating down, and even the skimpy yellow bikini I wore felt
like too much. And it’s not like the bikini really covered much
anyway. Finding one that didn’t turn into a thong over my ass was
tough.

 


I glanced around. We had a high fence around our
backyard and no one else was home. And I did love the sun. I untied
the straps of my bikini, letting the top fall to the ground and
freeing my perky breasts. I ran my fingers over them, my nipples
pebbling at that slight touch.

 


I paused, my hands on the ties of my bikini bottoms.
Topless was one thing, but totally naked just felt even more
daring. After a moment’s more hesitation, I untied the tiny yellow
bikini bottoms and dropped them at the edge of the pool.

 


Completely bare, I jumped into the pool, slowly
swimming laps around the perimeter, just enjoying the sensation of
the cool water lapping over my naked skin.

 


“Deja!”

 


Cullen’s shocked voice cut across
the yard. I popped my head out of the water and could see Cullen
standing next to my abandoned bikini, and the look on his face told
me that he knew exactly what I wasn’t wearing.

 


I climbed out of the pool, my wet
hair hanging down in dark coils, dripping chlorinated water over my
breasts. The temperature change outside of the water tightened my
nipples, making them stand at attention. I could feel the heat of
Cullen's gaze along my body, following those droplets of water down
to my sex.
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