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Chapter 1: The College Years and Beyond



Sarah and I met in college during my senior year. She’d just transferred in as a junior from another school and, hands down, was one of the most sought-after new girls on campus. Sarah had this killer little body—legs that went on forever, an ass that could stop traffic, and breasts that were just perfect. Top it off with a face that could’ve graced magazine covers and a smile that melted every guy in sight, and you’ve got the full picture. She was a walking fantasy.

Naturally, every straight guy on campus was after her, throwing lines and flexing whatever they had. But somehow, she started dating me. I’ll be real—I wasn’t hunting for a girlfriend back then. My plan was simpler: get the hottest chick on campus into bed and call it a win. But Sarah wasn’t that kind of girl. She was a virgin, for one, and not the type to jump into anything physical right away. What caught me off guard was how much fun she was to be around. Before I knew it, I wasn’t just chasing a hookup anymore—I was hooked on her. She was the kind of person I could see myself with for the long haul. So, instead of pushing for a quick score and moving on, Sarah and I became inseparable.

She graduated the year after me, and we tied the knot soon after. We moved to Florida, started a family, and settled into life. Sarah came from a prim-and-proper background, which showed in how she carried herself. Back then, she’d stick to conservative outfits in public—nothing too revealing—and in bed, she kept things pretty tame. Over time, though, she loosened up. By her late twenties, with a body still turning heads (maybe even better after childbirth widened her hips just right), she’d wear stuff that showed some skin. Nothing wild, just tasteful enough for a young mom. On vacations—just the two of us, no kids—she’d surprise me. Beaches or cruises with topless sunbathing? She’d join in, as long as other women were doing it too. Those perfect breasts of hers, out for everyone to see, drove me crazy. Watching other guys sneak glances, probably imagining what it’d be like to have her, was a thrill I couldn’t get enough of. Problem was, those kid-free trips didn’t happen often enough for my taste.

Then came the night that cracked her conservative shell a little more. We were house-sitting for my brother’s family while they were out of town. Looking for a movie to watch, we dug through his video stash and stumbled onto some porn flicks. Sarah had never seen anything like it—hell, it’d been a while for me too. We popped one in, and what could’ve been awkward turned into this matter-of-fact chat. “How big do you think that is?” she’d ask, or “Are those real?” I’d throw in, “We should try that position sometime.” It broke the ice around talking about sex. Soon, we were swapping fantasies, role-playing, and experimenting with every position we could dream up.

Like most guys married to a knockout who’s constantly ogled, one of my biggest fantasies was watching her with another man. Over the next few years, we’d play it out in bed—her with one guy, sometimes more, hands all over her perfect body, cocks buried deep inside her. She’d get into it, moaning and moving like it was real, but she always drew a line: “I’ve only ever been with you, and that’s how it stays. These are just fantasies.” At first, I was cool with that. Honestly, I didn’t want anyone else touching her either. But over time, the idea started to feel less like a betrayal and more like a turn-on. I’d float suggestions—maybe a special massage where someone else could feel her up—but she’d shut it down every time. That is, until a trip just after our 15th anniversary flipped everything upside down.

We’d booked a mountain cabin near Gatlinburg, Tennessee, for a long weekend away from the kids. The place was perfect: pool table downstairs, kitchen, bedroom, and family room all on the main level. The resort had four cabins like ours and a big shared hot tub outside. Day one, we hit the local sights, hiked a bit, and booked a half-day couples spa session for the next day. After a romantic dinner in the cabin, we figured we’d hit the hot tub before what we both knew would be a marathon in bed. Sarah looked unreal walking out in her bikini—no cover-up, just that curve-hugging fabric. Normally, she’d hide a little more, but with no one around who knew us and the hot tub steps away, she strutted out like a goddess. My jaw hit the floor.

We sat on the edge, dipping our feet in to adjust to the heat, when a car pulled up to the cabin next door. Two guys in their twenties climbed out, grabbed their bags, and headed inside. It was getting dark, but you could tell they were good-looking—tall, fit, the kind of guys who’d turn heads. I caught Sarah watching them a little too closely as they moved from car to cabin. She snapped out of it, turned to me, and asked, “What’s the deal with two guys sharing a romantic cabin up here?” I smirked and said, “Probably a couple of pretty-boy gay guys looking for a weekend like ours.” She gave me that “really?” look, and I laughed. “We’ll know soon enough. They saw you in that bikini. If they’re not gay, they’ll be out here in five minutes flat once they find their trunks.”

She rolled her eyes, but sure enough, the guys came out in swim gear and joined us. They introduced themselves as Jake and Ethan, grad students up for a long weekend of fishing. Jake was the talker—six-foot-something, chiseled, and flexing every chance he got. Ethan was quieter, same height, but more reserved, just taking it all in. They’d brought a cooler, so we cracked some beers and settled in. The hot water meant we’d hop out now and then to cool off on the edge, and I didn’t miss how their eyes lingered on Sarah. Jake even flirted a little, all playful, but she’d giggle and nod at me like, “He’s right here, buddy.” Her bikini top showed off her cleavage, nipples pressing through the thin fabric, and the bottoms hugged her ass just right. No way they were gay.

Jake bragged about their fishing trips up here—how Ethan’s granddad used to live on a nearby lake, so they knew all the best spots. They invited us to join them tomorrow. Sarah thanked them but mentioned our spa plans. Jake caught my hesitation and pushed, “Why don’t you come with us? Let her enjoy the spa.” I wavered, but Sarah jumped in. “Go fishing. You never get to. I’ll see if I can stretch my spa day to a full one.” We sorted out the details—meeting at dawn—while she excused herself to the bathroom. As she climbed out and walked back to our cabin, Jake didn’t even hide how he stared at her. When he saw me notice, he grinned, “Sorry, man, she’s got an amazing body.” I laughed it off. “Flattered, honestly. Two guys 15 years younger thinking my wife’s hot? I’ll take it.” They chuckled, Ethan adding, “Wish we had talent like that on campus.”

We called it a night soon after Sarah got back. Jake shook my hand and gave her a quick hug. Ethan just stuck to handshakes, all polite. Back in our cabin, I figured she might be pissed about me ditching her for fishing, so I apologized. She waved it off. “I wanted the spa day with you, but a full day of pampering? I’ll survive.” In bed, I asked what she thought of Jake and Ethan. “Nice guys,” she said. “Jake’s a total ladies’ man, though.” I nodded, mentioning how he’d checked her out. She smirked. “Caught him a few times. Even brushed my arm during his stories.”

I leaned in, voice low. “Imagine we’re still out there, and one of them says your breasts look amazing. You thank them, and they beg to feel them. You look at me, I shrug—‘They’re your tits.’ You say yes, and they’re groping you right there in the hot tub.” Her breath hitched as I spun the fantasy—them begging to see her topless, sucking her breasts, tasting her. By the end, she was on top of me, riding hard, no slow buildup, just raw need. We came fast, her collapsing on me, both of us spent. Later, I teased, “Those guys really got to you, huh? Maybe we should set something up.” She laughed. “Dream on. It’s the booze, this cabin, your story, and that cock of yours. That’s all.”
























Chapter 2: Fishing and a Change of Plans


Sarah stirred just long enough to wish me luck fishing the next morning, then rolled over for more sleep. Jake, Ethan, and I were meeting at the crack of dawn, so I slipped out quietly, leaving her to her dreams. We hit the small marina, loaded the boat with gear, and set out. They weren’t kidding about knowing the hot spots—fish were biting non-stop. By late morning, we’d hit our limit, and we headed back to the cabins. The action kept us busy, barely leaving room for talk beyond quick shouts between reeling in catches. I wanted to steer the conversation toward Sarah, but the fish wouldn’t let up. It wasn’t until the drive back that I got my chance.

I pried into their college lives, figuring Jake would bite first. Sure enough, he launched into stories about his conquests—girls he’d charmed, beds he’d warmed. Ethan stayed quiet until I pressed him. “I’m more reserved,” he said, shrugging. “Studies keep me busy.” Jake laughed. “He’s a straight-A virgin. Probably smarter than me chasing pussy all the time, but I’m hooked.” Ethan jumped in, defensive. “Doesn’t mean I don’t like women. Last night, I could barely move in the hot tub—had a hard-on just looking at Sarah.” Jake nodded. “You’re one lucky bastard, landing someone that hot.”

Back at the cabins, I found a note from Sarah. She’d swapped our couples’ half-day spa session for a full day solo and wouldn’t be back until late afternoon. She suggested a romantic dinner—steaks and potatoes in the fridge, ready for the grill. I volunteered to help Jake and Ethan clean the fish in their cabin, and we spent a couple hours gutting, filleting, and sipping beers while college football played in the background. Jake offered to grab groceries for a fish fry, and I jumped in, forgetting Sarah’s steak plan entirely. By the time I remembered, he was gone, so I figured we’d push our romantic night to tomorrow.

Their cabin reeked of fish guts, so we decided to cook at ours instead. We agreed on a time, and I headed back to clean up. Sarah rolled in about ten minutes before Jake and Ethan were due, glowing from her spa day. “It was amazing,” she said, a little tipsy from mimosas. “Fresh fruit, finger sandwiches—the works.” She wasn’t thrilled when I broke the news about the fish fry, though. “I’m frisky as hell,” she pouted. “Wanted you in bed, not hosting.” We agreed to shoo the guys out quick after dinner.

While she changed, Jake and Ethan showed up, and we started prepping. I hinted to them, “Sarah’s wiped from the spa, so it’ll be an early night.” Just then, she walked out in a tube top and tight terry cloth shorts. That top hugged her breasts like a dream, showing off her shoulders, and those shorts
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