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“Honey,” said Julia, standing beside her husband and putting a caring hand on his arm.  “Honey, I’m so sorry.  We didn’t mean for this to happen.”

“I get it,” said Evan.  “You wanted David to help us conceive.”

David looked sideways at Julia.

“Y—yes,” Julia said.  “It—it was a favor, really, wasn’t it, David?”

“Yes,” David agreed quickly.  “I wanted to help any way I could.”

“I think the cock-ring helps,” Julia said.  “It makes your cumshots bigger too, doesn’t it?”

Evan sat on the bed and looked at David’s stiff cock.  “Better than mine,” he laughed.

“Okay, we should ... David, do you mind excusing your—”

“I want you to finish,” said Evan.  “Finish what you started.  Please.”

“We don’t need to do that,” said Julia.  “Come on, David, let Evan and I—”

“David, fuck my wife,” said Evan, standing up.  “I need to see this.”

Evan grabbed a chair from the dresser and turned it to face the bed.  He sat in it and folded his arms.

David was still on the bed, and his cock was reliably stiff.  Julia stood between her husband and her lover.  She looked back at David, noticing that his erection hadn’t waned.

“You ... you want me to ...” she said to Evan, pointing back at David.

Evan nodded.  “Let me watch.”

Julia moved back to the bed slowly.

“Take off your bra,” said Evan.

David looked up from the mattress, seeing the shame in Julia’s face as she removed her bra.  Her tits hung beautifully on her chest, looking full and inviting.  They swayed as Julia settled over David, straddling his thick cock that sat back against his stomach, covering his navel.

Evan watched from the chair.  His wife’s naked body was still intoxicating to him.  He watcher her butt bounce as she cocked her leg, reaching down and gripping David’s cock.

“Fuck her, David,” Evan said.  “Show me what you were doing.”

Evan sat in the chair, trancelike.  He looked at his wife as she rubbed David’s cock back and forth along her groove.  Finally, she set it to her O and dropped down, feeling her pussy widen over the tip and sheath the stern length.

“Good,” said Evan.  “That’s it.”

Julia couldn’t help but whimper.  David’s cock was much bigger than Evan’s, and it filled her in ways that her husband never did.  She could see her stomach bulging when she dropped down on it and felt David’s full balls at her ass.

She kept Evan deep, feeling the hum of the toy against her pussy.  She stirred him inside her, circling her cervix with his raw tip and imagining the precum that leaked against it.

Julia started to feel empowered as Evan sat silently on the far side of the room.  She was getting everything she ever wanted with her husband’s blessing.

“Good boy, David,” she said, cupping her tits and squeezing them.
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I told my friend Jessica it would probably be the last vacation I spent with her and her parents, and it was absolutely the most memorable of all my life.

At nineteen, I was getting increasingly bored by the vacations they took every year and wanted to go it alone.  They were traditional in their tastes and growing up we’d always visited a quiet coastal town in Wales to get our fix.

We’d go every single year without fail, sometimes for several weeks at a time.  Jessica’s dad, Paul Harper, owned one of the rentals there, and he and his wife Maria were smitten by the place.  They wanted their ashes scattered there and everything, but it just wasn’t my scene anymore.

Don’t get me wrong, the views from their static caravan were incredible, but there wasn’t much to do there for women my and Jess’s age.  The most exciting it got was when we went out to a local pub for dinner, and we’d get chance to ogle the waiters.

Besides that, I’d take myself down to the coast to while away a few hours, but good weather was never something you could guarantee in the UK.

Thankfully the park we stayed at also had an indoor pool, but it had seen better days.  Fewer people seemed to visit every year, and the pool was almost always empty.

It was a quiet Tuesday when Mr. Harper had the idea to go down there.  He and Maria had been up for hours.  I’d only recently surfaced, but after breakfast, and with the weather looking terrible, the idea of going for a swim in a heated pool wasn’t the worst thing I could think of.

“I’ll meet you two down there,” Maria said, and she kissed Paul and took off with her bag in tow.

He was finishing up some gardening to the little plot that sat at the back of the static home, and after I packed my bag, I went to get him.  I couldn’t wake Jess up for all the trying.  She just grunted, looked at the rain on the window and closed her eyes again.

“It’s miserable out there, Caitlin,” Mr. Harper said, wiping the spots of rain from his glasses.

He was forty-eight and in great shape.  He kept himself active, even when he was on vacation, and he’d already gone for a run that morning.

Maria was more of a swimmer, and when the weather was good, she’d take herself down to the beach in the early morning to enjoy a gentle paddle.

“Are we going to The Dog and Bucket later?” I asked him as I waited for him to get his things.

“You’re both sweet on the waiter there, huh?”

“I am not!” I lied.  “I just want to plan what I’m wearing.”

“Don’t you lie to me, Caitlin.  We can go there later,” he said, putting his bag over his shoulder.  “You can wear something revealing.”

He bounced his eyebrows, and I pulled a face and slapped his arm.

“It’s not like that!” I tried, but it just made him laugh.

“No Jess?” he asked.

I shook my head.  “Still sleeping.”

Mr. Harper rolled his eyes, and we set off.  He laughed and teased me most of the way over to the pool house.  We jogged over because of the rain and were out of breath when we got there.

They had these unisex changing rooms, which never used to bother me, but now I found them kind of gross.

“The world’s changed, huh?” he said, patting the sign outside the door.

“For the better,” I added.

Inside we could see Maria’s things on one of the benches.  She’d folded them up all neat.  Mr. Harper took the locker next to hers, but he never bothered paying the cost to lock it.  Hardly anyone else used them anyway.

“Turn around for this part,” Mr. Harper said as he unpacked his bag.

He didn’t wait for me to adhere.  Before I could turn around, he’d thrown his shorts down and was busy removing his t-shirt.

I hadn’t planned on seeing Mr. Harper’s naked body that day, and I definitely hadn’t planned on enjoying him so much.

I watched him turn towards the lockers, seeing his naked butt flex as he tossed his t-shirt into the locker in front of him.  As I stared, I could even see his cock peering out from around the side of his thick, muscly thighs.

“I won’t look,” he said, glancing over and noticing that I hadn’t started changing yet.

I turned to face my locker, looking sideways at Mr. Harper as he hopped into what he called his ‘Budgie Smugglers.’  They were these tiny swimming briefs that left little to the imagination, not that I needed any imagination.  I’d already seen what he was packing, and it had sent my heartrate soaring.

“I’ll be in there with Maria,” he said.  “Leave you in peace.”

I smiled as he walked from the room.  I didn’t miss the opportunity to watch his butt flex on the way out of there.  Fuck, he looked good.

“Mariaaaa!” he cried down the halls, and it made me giggle.

I swallowed down my excitement and started to undress.  I put my bikini top on and then took off my jean shorts.  I couldn’t believe how soaked I was when I took my panties off.

I think that’s the first time I realized it, you know?  That funny feeling inside me was a horniness that I hadn’t yet experienced, to that extent at least.  I don’t know why but seeing Mr. Harper like that had awakened something inside of me, especially on our own there together.  It felt naughty and secretive, but he didn’t even know that I was thinking of any of that.

As I walked out to the pool I tried to forget everything I’d seen, but when I saw Mr. Harper’s arms wrapped around his wife, it all came flooding back.

“Here she is!” he said, and the duo broke from the embrace and smiled over towards me.

“Doesn’t she look so grown up,” Maria said, smiling as I descended the steps into the warm pool.

Suddenly I felt their gaze on my body.  I looked down at my toned, milky skin and hoped that it passed whatever criteria that each looked for.

“They’re not our little girls anymore,” Mr. Harper smiled.

I shook my head.  “I’m a woman.”

“Of course you are,” Maria smiled, and she opened her arms as I waded towards her.

I gave her a hug as Mr. Harper started doing his lengths.  He rolled over onto his back and did a crawl, staring up at the ceiling.  He’d been coming here for so many years that he knew exactly which knot of wood marked the moment to turn in the water and go back the other way.

Mrs. Harper and I leaned against the side of the pool and watched for a moment.  It was kind of glaring how much his briefs bunched his cock and balls up into a single bulge that was tough to ignore.

“This is how he impressed me when we met,” she smiled.  “Doing his backstroke like that.”

“I think I can see what you like about him.”

Mrs. Harper’s smile faded as she realized what I was talking about.  She flashed a look at me and splashed some water against me playfully.

“What?” I gasped.  “He looks good.”

“He does, doesn’t he?  He’s huge you know.  Gosh, he still makes me melt.  I could never tell Jess.  What about you?”

“He ... I guess he makes me melt sometimes, yeah,” I tried.

“No, I mean, you.  Any boys on the horizon?”

“Oh!  No, not really.”

“You’ll be batting them away with a stick when the time comes,” Maria said.

She always made me feel better about myself.

We took it in turns to swim a few lengths and even killed some of the time playing tag in the water.  There was something that still spiked my adrenaline when Mr. Harper started wading towards me quickly with that smirk in his eye, trying to catch me.  Sometimes I think I wanted his hands on me.

In all our time there, Jess never came.  I started to think she’d snuck out and gone to meet that waiter.  That’d be just her style.

“That’s me,” Mr. Harper said eventually, and he walked up the steps and out of the water.

He looked even better wet.  I think his wife saw me staring at him.

“We’ll stay a while longer,” she said.

Paul took off and Mrs. Harper came beside me in the pool, close enough to feel the heat of her body against mine.  She whispered close to my ear.

“I see you looking at him,” she said.

I drew my face away and studied her.  “What?”

“Go now,” she said.  “He’ll be showering soon.”

“What?”

“Go!” she insisted.  “Go see what I’m talking about.”

“About what?”

She bounced her eyebrows.  “You know.  Go!”

I found myself rushing, purely because Maria had insisted.  I got from the water and skipped quickly around the edge of the pool towards the locker room.  When I was out of view I slowed down.

I kept asking myself what the hell I was doing, but it felt like one big joke or a game or something.  Maria had made it exciting, and the prospect of seeing Mr. Harper again was intoxicating, especially now I felt like I had permission.

The sound of the shower running came down the tiled hallway, and I started to hear Paul singing.  As I walked into the locker room, I could see the steam billowing out of the shower, with his booming voice coming from within.  He had no idea how close I was.  Cautiously I approached the entrance and peered around inside.

I watched the water rushing over his powerful body.  His eyes were closed, and he was brushing the water back over his face.  Fuck, the way it flowed off his cock still makes me excited to this day.

As I drew away, I startled and fell back against the wall.  Maria had come into the locker room too, and she was nodding excitedly.

“Do you see him?” she asked in a whisper.

“Uh-huh.”

“Go in,” she smiled, holding my wrist.  “Pretend to be me.”

“Mrs. Harper!” I hissed.

“It’ll be funny,” she said.

Fuck, I don’t know why I let her convince me.  I went to walk inside, and she pulled me back by the strap of my bikini.

“Take this off,” she said.  “Do it properly.”

She stood and watched as I got naked in front of her, paying particular attention to my breasts when the bikini top dropped off them.

“My special girl,” she hushed, patting my butt as I turned back for the shower.  “He’s gonna love it, I promise.”

I walked into the shower slowly, treading cautiously across the wet tiles.  Mr. Harper had no idea that either of us had left the pool.  His singing drowned out any noises that his wife and I could make, and with his back to the entrance he had no hope of spotting either of us.

When I looked back, Mrs. Harper was peering around the corner and nodding.  Her smile was kind of infectious, and when I looked back at her husband, it felt like I was part of their game.  I rushed up on him and wrapped my arms around him quickly.

“Woah!” he cried.  “You scared the hell out of me, Maria.”

Mrs. Harper’s little plan had worked.  I pressed my naked body to his and squeezed him tight, hoping that he didn’t turn around.  It already felt like a stupid idea.

“Is she still in the pool?” he asked.

“Mm-hmm,” I nodded.

“We could have some fun,” he suggested.

He took my hand off his stomach and moved it down.  My eyes bulged when I felt him.  The wet hair above it made me shiver with excitement, and when I wrapped my fingers around it, I could feel how powerful it was.

It was so thick and heavy.  At first, I just held it, not knowing what to do, but as it grew in my grasp, it seemed obvious what to do next.

I looked back and Mrs. Harper was still nodding.  She bit her bottom lip and looked even more excited than I felt.

“Good,” hushed Paul as my hand started to move slowly.

I tugged and felt him stiffen.  I pressed against his body so tight, not wanting to reveal myself.  Mr. Harper just stood beneath the rushing water and let me touch him.

I felt the skin of his cock move back and forth over the stiff slab of meat, and my pussy started to turn as sticky as before.

“That’s good, Maria,” hushed Mr. Harper.  “Do it before Caitlin gets here.”

I felt so fucking naughty.  Like illegally naughty.  Suddenly I felt a touch on my back and startled.

Mrs. Harper was with us now, and she was as naked as me and her husband.  Mr. Harper faced the wall, and she put her finger to her lips to shh me.

I bulged my eyes at her in panic and shook my head, not yet letting go of Paul’s beautiful thickness.  It felt so good to be in control of him like that and know that he loved it.

She put her hand on my ass, and I could feel her fingers teasing inside at me.  They didn’t move, but they sat dangerously close.

“Let’s get it out of you,” Maria said now, and she dropped to her knees.

Mr. Harper turned, not yet realizing that it wasn’t his wife’s hand on his cock.  He looked down at her and then noticed me standing beside him.

“Caitlin!” he cried, and he followed my arm all the way to his cock.  “Maria!”

Mrs. Harper was on her knees in front of him and about to take his cock from me.

“Let her see,” she said.  “She’d old enough now.”

“But Maria!” Mr. Harper said.

It’s crazy how a woman’s lips around a man’s cock can change his mind completely.  The second she put him in her mouth, he no longer had any reservations.

He closed his eyes and hummed a moan.  My nostrils flared next to him as I took their arousal second-hand.  I could feel how excited he was.

I put my hand against his wet body and touched it, exploring him while Maria did the business on her knees.

When I looked down, her eyes were closed.  She was rocking her head over him while the water ran over her face.  She took him from her lips and squinted up at me, jerking his cock in front of her mouth.

“We haven’t done this in a while,” she said.

“We haven’t done this ever,” Mr. Harper clarified.

He looked down at me and for the first time, he seemed to drink me in.  I watched his eyes wander over my naked body.  He looked at my tits and then raised his hand to them, squeezing as if to check their ripeness.

I felt so nervous.  I just stood there like an idiot, with Maria smirking up at me.

“What?” I asked eventually, looking down at her.

“Come down here,” she said.  “It’s safer down here.”

I got to my knees in front of Mr. Harper, and he leaned back against the wall, trapping the button from the shower in the ‘on’ position.

“Here,” Maria said, pointing her husband’s cock at me.

“Wh—what do I do with it?”

“Anything,” she said.  “You can’t suck a cock wrong.  Paul will tell you that much.”

“Whatever you’re gonna do, do it quick,” he said, looking at the door.

“No-one ever comes in here,” Maria said.  “Take your time.”

I stared down the barrel of his thick cock.  I’d never seen one from this angle before, much less sucked one.  I brought my lips towards it and closed my eyes as the water rushed over my face.

I remember kissing him first, just on the tip.  I sucked my lips to his crown, mouthing at it before opening and sliding it inside.

God, it felt good.  Just to have him inside me like that, you know?  It was like I was in complete control, even though Maria was still steering him from the hilt.  She jerked him gently as I wound my tongue around him and tried to send him deeper.

“You don’t have to put him in your throat,” she said.  “You’ve been watching too much porn.”

I felt like lying and telling her that I hadn’t, but it didn’t make much sense to be shy about that now.  There were much naughtier things going on.

“Good girl, Caitlin,” Mr. Harper said, and he moved the wet hair out off my face.

I narrowed my eyes and looked up at him, seeing that familiar face of his with a look of pure adoration.

“She’s a darling, isn’t she?” Mrs. Harper said.

They made me feel so special.  I know it’s all kinds of fucked up, trust me, I know, but they gave me this confidence that I felt I was lacking with guys.  I know now that I wasn’t an ugly kid or anything, I just didn’t have the confidence.  With Mrs. Harper’s guidance and Mr. Harper’s moans, I felt myself grow.  I felt competent and capable, and I felt desired too.

“Let’s get her on her feet,” Maria said.

Mr. Harper took my hand and helped me get up.  I lingered close to him, hoping that he’d kiss me, then his wife turned me at the hips and pushed me back against the wall.

“We need you to get yours too,” she said.

Mr. Harper watched as Maria stooped her head under my pussy and started to feast.  I gasped in shock when I felt her wet lips touch mine, but when her tongue flexed out, I didn’t want her to be anywhere else.

Paul jerked his cock close to her face and looked down at her as she feasted on my pussy.  Out of sight her tongue worked busily, sliding along my groove that just had to be soaked.

Maria didn’t bat an eye.  She just kept licking at me until my clit stiffened and my pussy swelled.  I’d never been so aroused in all my life.

“Good girl,” Paul said, looking over me.  “She does it good, doesn’t she?”

“Paul’s good at it too,” Maria said, tugging on his cock.

She stood up and put her hand on her husband’s shoulder.  Soon he was dropping to the floor too.

“There he goes,” said Maria with a smile.

She fingered at my lips and studied my face.  “You’re so pretty,” she said.

The moment was tender and sensual, but I broke it with a yelp when I felt Mr. Harper lift me.

I slid up the tiled wall so that he could get under me better, and soon I was suspended on his hands while his face munched me from below.

“That’s it, Mark,” Maria hushed excitedly.  “Make her come.”

He pinned me against the wall and lapped fiercely at me pussy.  When I looked down, Maria was lying on her back, and she’d slid under Mr. Harper’s squatting frame.

I could see her working his cock from the floor, with her face pressed against him.  At first, I thought she was sucking his balls, but I realized from the angle that she was lower.  She was licking his ass.

I could feel Mr. Harper’s moans against me.  His wife’s tongue must have been busy, because he kept crying out in pleasure against my sex, and whenever he did, it drove me crazy.  I whimpered above him, suspended against the walls of the shower as the hot water bathed us all.

My eyes closed tight, and I found the climax inside myself, bubbling at the surface.  Just a few more licks from his mouth and I was gone.  He started to bite my pussy with his lips pulled over his teeth, mouthing at me as my muscles squeezed.

“I’m coming!” I strained.

“Good girl,” Mrs. Harper said from the floor.  “Come on his face while I tongue his ass.”

That confirmed everything, least of all that Mrs. Harper was naughtier than I ever imagined.  She stayed on her back, working his cock roughly while her mouth pleasured him.

I felt that same pleasure transferred to me, with Mr. Harper’s licks and kisses more passionate than ever.  My pussy leaked over him, and when he finally let me drop back to the floor, I could hardly stand.

My knees felt weak, and I had to hold his shoulder for fear of slumping to the hard, wet tiles.

Maria got out from under him and got to her feet.  She came to me and held my jaw, then she kissed my face.

“You’re almost a woman,” she said.

Paul stood beside us, standing more than a foot taller.  Maria was pulling at his cock and Mr. Harper let her lead him straight to me.

“Turn around,” she said to me.

I knew what was about to happen, and I didn’t hesitate.  I wanted to lose my virginity, and I wanted to lose it to him.

“Look at that,” Maria hushed, slapping my wet butt.  “You see that, Mark?”

“She looks good, doesn’t she?” he said, and I felt his hand on my ass too.

He was rougher, pinching harder and sliding his finger along my wetness.

“She’s ready,” he said.

Mrs. Harper held him between us, and she rubbed his cock up and down, hoping to target my sodden core.  She got to her knees to see it better, looking under my ass and cooing as she saw the melee.

“Inside,” she said.  “Fuck her.  That’s it.  Yes!  Ooh!”

I closed my eyes tight and tried not to yelp when I felt Mr. Harper press against me.  He was big.  He’d felt big in my mouth, and he felt big now.  I stretched over him, and my mouth spread as wide as my pussy as I held back my cries.

“Beautiful,” Mrs. Harper said.  “That’s so hot.”

She stroked at her own pussy, delighting in the scene before her.  It didn’t really dawn on me that she was watching her husband cheat on her.  I was so caught up in things that I hadn’t considered the sanctity of their relationship.  I felt so bad for Jess too.

I gripped one of the metal bars that fed the water to the shower, but it was too hot to hold.  My hand slapped against the tile, and I tossed my wet hair about my head.

“It’s so big, Mrs. Harper!” I whined.

“You’re doing great,” she said, rubbing at my leg.

She watched form the floor, working her pussy as she studied her husband’s cock piercing me.

Soon he was all the way deep, and I felt like I was impaled on him.  I couldn’t move even if I wanted to.  But I didn’t want to.  I wanted to take all of him.  I wanted to feel the flood of his hot cum surging into my body and listen to his moans.  I wanted to make him come.

“That’s it, Paul,” hushed Maria.  “Fuck her like you mean it.”

He took on the challenge.  He started bouncing into me and our wet flesh clapped together.

Mrs. Harper admired the ripples and rubbed my ass whenever she could, but mostly she focused on rubbing her own pussy.

At one point she stood up and I looked back to see her staring down and looking at the little charged pearl that she’d uncovered.

Paul watched it too, and soon a jet of liquid that wasn’t from the showerhead shot out from her and struck my leg.

“Oh, Maria,” hushed Mr. Harper.  “On me too.”

She targeted him and covered him too.  It was fucking dirty, but I loved it.  It seemed to fit, you know?  Like we were already doing something crazy, why not go crazier.  It made me think that the angelic vision I had of Mrs. Harper was way off too.  She was a freak.

After she’d finished, she rubbed her pussy briskly, then brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them.  I watched her bury them in her mouth and then go behind her husband.

He croaked and I felt his cock bounce inside me.  For a moment he paused his thrusts, with Maria at his back, talking into his ear.

“You take these fingers,” she said.  “I want to milk you inside of her.”

I didn’t even know what she meant then.  I was just too naïve.  All I knew was that Mr. Harper felt good, and against the odds, he was starting to feel stiffer and bigger.

He worked differently now, rocking himself through me at a new pace.  He no longer bounced hard against my cervix.  He eased through my tightness over and over, keeping his cock on the precipice.  I felt his girth repeatedly as he moved through my muscle, leaving me almost completely before docking the tip of himself home again.

I got used to it, and I started to tremble.  When he pushed the full length of his cock back into me, it felt brand new again.

“Mr. Harper!” I yelped.

“Give it to her,” Maria kept saying, and she seemed animated behind him.

Mr. Harper started to groan, and his moans built.  He didn’t even seem to move much, but I could tell from his tone and urgency that something was about to happen.

“Maria!” he cried, and then, “Caitlin!”

I braced for it and felt him throb.  I didn’t know what it’d feel like to have someone come inside me, but everything got warmer.  I felt the texture change to something more slippery and sticky too, but the one thing that stood out more than anything was his moans.

They were so full of passion and so intense.  I’d never heard him moan like that before, and it was all because of me.

“Every drop,” Mrs. Harper said behind him.

She moved away and Paul thrust deep, keeping himself bathing in what he’d left inside me.  Gradually he moved away from me, and his big cock was pinched free by my pussy, glad to finally be empty of him.

“Damn, Maria,” Mr. Harper said.  “That was a big one.”

As if to check, Mrs. Harper got on her knees behind me.  I could feel her fingers parting my pussy and when I looked down, I could see the long strings of cum leaving me.

“She’s filled,” she said.

If I didn’t think Mrs. Harper was filthy already, she certified my suspicions by pushing her face into my ass.  I felt her nose on my tight little knot, but the prevailing sensation was her tongue, slithering against my cum-filled sex.

I closed my eyes and she tongued me, scooping out the love that I held inside me as though she didn’t want me to have it.

Eventually she stood up and I turned to face them.  Any embarrassment I felt didn’t seem to be shared amongst the two of them.

“You’re a woman now,” Maria said, rubbing my hip.

Mr. Harper looked down my body nervously.  His big cock hung in front of him, soft but looking impressive.  I had to keep reminding myself that it had just been inside me.

“You’ll make someone very happy one day, Caitlin,” he said.

“She made you very happy today,” teased his wife.  “Now come on, before anyone comes.”

“I thought no-one came here,” Mr. Harper said, following her from the showers.

She shrugged.  “That was just a guess.”

They left me to bathe for a moment and process what had happened.  I remember trying so hard not to laugh, but then I’d think about Jess and feel awful.  I didn’t mind so much when I found out she had snuck off to see that waiter.

THE END
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I was a solo kind of woman back when I was nineteen.  I had different interests to people my age, and much preferred pursuits that some people thought belonged to an older generation.  Books and coffee were more my speed, as opposed to memes and night’s out partying.

I played life on safe-mode, as one of my friends put it.  The example she gave in support of that was that I was still a virgin, but I didn’t think that had anything to do with it.  As far as I was concerned, they could go out and make all the bad decisions they wanted.  I was happy being me.  But one Friday everything changed.

I lived by the coast in England, and our little town had recently started advertising a beachside sauna.  I couldn’t believe my luck.  It felt like much more my speed and made a change from a new restaurant or bar opening and then failing a few months later.

It looked like a horse box on wheels.  On one end there were steps leading up to a tightly sealed door, and at the other end was the hitch to attach it to a car or truck.  Above the hitch was a little oven where the sauna got its heat from.

I checked the website, and you had to book your slot amongst the eight spaces that the sauna held.  I kept a vigilant eye on the reservation page and noticed that Friday nights were always kind of quiet.

I guess that made sense.  Most people were either out at the pub or at home winding down into the weekend.  The eight pm spot was the ghost hour.  The sauna didn’t run past nine o’clock at night, and I guess nobody liked the idea of skipping out into the cold sea at dusk.

So, I went ahead and booked my slot solo, or so I’d hoped.  I’d even had friends ask me if I wanted to check out a band that was playing at the King’s Head, but the sauna sounded more inviting.

When I got there, I was dismayed to see a bag outside.  I stepped sheepishly into the sauna and was greeted by an older couple who had warm, infectious smiles that put me at ease immediately.

They introduced themselves as Will and Jackie.  They’d moved here from the city after reevaluating their life, describing their forties as more of an awakening than their twenties.  I still had both to look forward to.

We chatted in the stifling heat, with Will cracking jokes and Jackie resting her chin on a raised knee as she listened.  With only three of us in there we could spread out a little, but I could only handle the heat for so long.

“Sea dip?” Will asked after around fifteen minutes.

Jackie and I agreed almost instantly, and the three of us set out giggling into the evening’s fading light, downing the steps to the beach and making for the surf.  I remember thinking how lucky I was to live there, and how fortunate it was to find two people as nice as Will and Jackie to spend an evening with.

Some kids smoked under the pier but for the most part, the beach was empty.  I could feel their eyes on us as we stomped out into the water, but Jackie and Will didn’t care.  They just shrieked and laughed, as they stomped out into the waves, cooling down instantly.
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