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Chapter 1: The Familiar Escape



Watching several twenty-one-year-old guys take turns with my stunning thirty-seven-year-old wife, Lauren, over three days and nights might be enough to drive most men to the edge of sanity. Up until last year, I’d have counted myself among them. But I’ve learned you never really know how you’ll feel—or what you’ll do—until you’re in the thick of it, especially when the stars align in some cosmic, twisted way.

For seventeen years, Lauren and I have taken the same vacation. Same motel, same dates, same suite more often than not. To some, that might sound like a recipe for boredom, but under normal circumstances, it was our little slice of perfection. Our spring window was tight, our budget stricter, and this place? It was a steal. Cheap but not stingy—great beach, killer food, quiet vibes, all right outside our door. We even got chummy with the motel owners over the years. Nothing to complain about.

That is, until the Spring breakers started sniffing it out. Back in the late eighties, early nineties, Ft. Walton Beach was a hidden gem—hardly a college kid in sight. You could snag a room without a fight, and a week’s stay ran you about forty-five bucks a night. The crowd was our age, easy to relate to. But then the locusts descended. Panama City Beach got overrun first, and it was only a matter of time before they swarmed our little panhandle paradise. We watched it slip away, year by year, into the hands of the mighty hordes.

Even so, we kept coming back. It was our place—too many memories to let go. We figured if we wanted to keep it, we’d just have to deal with the invasion. And honestly, the breakers weren’t that bad. Rowdy, sure, but not enough to scare us off.

Last year, though, everything changed. It started like always—late March, the usual swarm of college kids—but this time, we weren’t just bystanders. We became the damn magnet. It didn’t take long for them to clock us as educators from a community college back in Columbus, Ohio. That little fact seemed to flip a switch in their heads. They were obsessed—acted like we were some rare species of “cool” adults who could actually hang. I’m guessing they thought we spent our days dreaming up ways to flunk them, not cracking beers on a porch.

At first, they kept their distance, eyeing us like we were cops or something. But after a couple days, they warmed up, realized we were human. By day two, our back porch was their unofficial HQ. I figured it was the free booze drawing them in—Lauren and I always overstocked on beer and liquor, hating the trek to the store. Naive, right? Turns out, they caught on quick—mixing their stash with ours stretched their supply further. Smart kids. I saw it happen too many times to count.

They were a likable bunch, mostly, so we rolled with it. We’re not big drinkers ourselves—maybe a few times a year—but you’d think we were raging alcoholics with the haul we brought. We had one rule, though: no underage drinking. We were Nazis about it, and to my surprise, they respected it.

Now, being over thirty made us oddities in that crowd. You’d think they’d steer clear, but a few of the guys from the University of Georgia couldn’t get enough of Lauren. No shock there. Back at the college, her nickname’s “Ultra MILF” among the guys—past and present. Over the years, we noticed her male students always outscored the girls. I say it’s because they’re desperate for her approval; she swears it’s her “revolutionary teaching skills.” I’d counter with, “Having killer legs and a perfect ass isn’t a skill.” She’d just laugh.

Lauren’s the kind of professor you’d see in a cheesy B-movie—except she’s the real deal: brilliant, naturally gorgeous, professional, with these perfect C-cup breasts that God himself signed off on. Word of her being a sexy thirty-seven-year-old educator spread like wildfire at the motel, earning her what the guys started calling “Hot Points.” I wish I could tune out the stares, but I’m not blind—or dumb. It’s not the bikini they’re gawking at; it’s what’s underneath.

She’s a knockout—5’3”, 108 pounds, flawless curves, an ass to die for, and this cute, innocent face that doesn’t match the fire inside her. If she were flipping burgers instead of teaching, those testosterone-jacked kids would still be drooling. And me? I’ve seen her naked a million times, but knowing they were watching her strut around? That stirred something in me I didn’t expect.

Day two, we drove to her sister’s place ten minutes outside Panama City Beach—our usual spring ritual. We hung out all day, catching up, then rolled back to the motel that night. As we pulled up, we spotted a handful of the Georgia guys on our porch. No surprise by now—they’d gotten comfy with us. They had a little table out, playing some drinking game where the loser chugged a shot. From the looks of it, they were all losing hard.

Lauren smirked as we walked up. “Boys,” she said, all playful, “that’s a game where even the winner’s a loser come morning.” They cracked up, then started heckling us to join. I’m not one to rise to that bait—never have been—but Lauren? She’s wired for it. She doesn’t even know she is. She fired back, “First off, you lightweights are already half-gone. Second, I’m not one of your little coed groupies who fakes a buzz after one shot. ‘Oh, Matt, oh, Nick, that one drink made me dizzy!’”

That lit a fire under them. For twenty minutes, they bantered back and forth, until she finally caved. “Fine… fine,” she said. “Even if I lose, I’ll still be standing when you’re all fetal on the floor.” I tried not to laugh—she’s a total lightweight when it comes to drinking, and here she was, bluffing guys who’d majored in it. We went inside to change, and I beat her back to the porch, pouring myself a hefty vodka tonic while we waited.

The guys kept bragging—how they’d school her, how many times they’d played, how much they could handle. Every so often, they’d back off, all, “Oh, we’ll go easy. Anyone can quit anytime.” I started wondering if they’d even be conscious by the time she got out there. They were pounding beers and shots nonstop. Just as I was about to check on her, Lauren slid the glass door open and stepped out.

She had on a bikini with a tank top over it—normal for the beach, but not what I expected with six buzzed college kids around. One of them, already slurring, piped up, “Mr. and Mrs. Carter, forgive me, but Lauren, you’re hands-down the sexiest professor alive.”

She giggled, swatting his shoulder. “Don’t try buttering me up, buddy. You’ll be passed out soon, and I’ll be laughing at you tomorrow—if you can even crawl out of bed with the hangover I’m about to give you.”

They razzed each other mercilessly, and the drinking game kicked off. After a few rounds, one of them grinned at me. “Mr. Carter, with all due respect, sir, I think your wife’s cheating. We might need to up the stakes.”

I laughed, already guessing where this was headed. “Yeah, she’s wiping the floor with you. What’s on your mind?”

“Strip shots,” he said, no hesitation.

Lauren cut in before I could finish, “Oh, aren’t we clever? I’m winning, and now you want clothes off? Nice try!”

Here’s the thing: she’d been flirting with these guys for days—on purpose. It was a game we’d played the last few vacations. I loved it, told her how much it turned me on. It took a while, but she admitted it got her going too. She always drew the line at flirting, though—said the tease was enough, and it paid off in our bedroom. She’d made it crystal clear: it’d never go further. That one time I spilled my wildest fantasy—watching her with another guy—she shut it down hard. Said it was just an excuse for me to mess around too. I got it, but that wasn’t my angle. So, flirting became our spicy middle ground.

But that night, as they kept pushing “strip shots” to sort the “chicken-shits” from the “real players,” I could feel the air shift. Lauren was too caught up in winning to see the trap. Me? I saw it coming a mile away—and part of me was already buzzing at the thought.




Chapter 2: The Game Heats Up


The night was rolling fast, and those young guys kept needling Lauren about “strip shots,” swearing it was the ultimate test of grit. God love her, she was so hell-bent on winning she didn’t even clock the setup. I did, though—they were letting her take the lead, timing it just right so she’d end up bare-assed in front of them. And damn if I wasn’t getting a little worked up thinking about it. I’ve seen Lauren naked more times than I can count, but in front of a pack of horny college kids? That’s a whole different ballgame.

I stayed quiet for a bit, letting it play out, when I couldn’t help myself. “Awe hell, baby,” I blurted, “you’re cleaning their clocks. They’ll be the ones sitting there looking dumb.”

She smirked, pulling her knees up to her chest and wrapping her arms tight around her legs like she could shield herself from the inevitable. “For crying out loud,” she giggled, “we’ve all got, what, three things on? What is this, a three-minute game now? You’re just mad I’m winning and want me to quit.”

Every guy there stole a glance at her bikini crotch as she sat there, arms locked around her knees. It was pure tease—especially when she’d lean back, that tight fabric stretching over her pussy, the outline subtle but screaming. She didn’t even realize how she was feeding their ploy. Me? I was nudging it along, loving every second. “What are you worried about?” I egged her on. “You’ve only lost three hands.”

I figured what the hell—I’d love to see her peel that bikini off in front of them. But honestly, I had no clue if she’d go for it. Seventeen years married, and she was in rare form that night, but drunk enough to cross that line? I wasn’t sure. After a few more minutes of back-and-forth, she sighed, “Good grief, let’s at least go inside if we’re gonna be this immature.”

I blinked. Thought for sure she’d shut it down with some excuse. They grabbed the cards, drinks, and their loud mouths, razzing her the whole way—“Oh, you won’t play, you know you won’t.” Lauren and I must’ve winked at each other twenty times, like we were both saying, “It’s all good fun, right?”

Inside, they started shots before the game even kicked off. Lauren wasn’t about to be outdone—she tossed back a few herself. I could tell she was dead-set on seeing it through, but also cluelessly sure she’d been winning fair and square. It was hilarious watching her slip on flip-flops, grinning at me like they counted as wardrobe.

First round, she and three others had to lose something. Lauren chucked her tank top onto the bed, still cocky—like it was nothing. We drank and bullshitted for ten minutes
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