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Chapter 1: A Beach Bunny Slut




Ilay there on the sun-warmed towel, with the sound of waves crashing in the distance and the salty breeze teasing my skin. My husband had opted to stay back at the hotel, nursing a hangover from last night’s cocktails, leaving me to enjoy the beach solo. My husband had been a workaholic for years. We would go on vacation, and he’d be on the phone working the whole time. 

This was supposed to be our first vacation after his retirement, and, as usual, I was spending it by myself.

It was peaceful, almost meditative, until I noticed him. A younger guy, probably in his early twenties, weaving through the scattered umbrellas toward me.

He looked nervous, his steps hesitant, like he was second-guessing every move. I propped myself up on my elbows, adjusting my sunglasses to get a better look. He was cute, with that fresh-faced charm and a lean build that screamed college athlete.

"Hi," I said, flashing him a friendly smile to ease whatever was making him fidget. He stopped a few feet away, rubbing the back of his neck.

"Uh, hey. This is going to sound weird, but... my friends over there dared me to come talk to you. Kind of a bet, I guess." He gestured vaguely toward a group of guys lounging farther down the shore, who were pretending not to watch but failing miserably.

I couldn’t help but laugh softly, feeling a spark of mischief ignite. It had been ages since I’d felt that kind of playful attention.

"A bet? You guess? huh? Well, you’ve got my attention. How much is on the line?" He shifted his weight, glancing back at his buddies.

"I don’t know, just... talk, I guess."

“I mean, what do you get if you win the bet?”

“Oh, um… They each put in 20.” I smiled wider, there were probably ten guys, so I decided to up the ante.

“50/50 split? And you have to do as I say.”

“Yeah, sure.”

"Want to put lotion on my back? I’m starting to burn a little," I said, taking off my top and sitting up fully.

His eyes widened, but he nodded quickly, as if he couldn’t believe his luck.

"Yeah, sure." I handed him the bottle from my bag and rolled onto my stomach, feeling the sun’s heat intensify on my skin. As he knelt behind me, rubbing in the lotion.

"Mmm, don’t forget to get my tits, especially my nipples. How do you win this bet, anyway?" I asked, my voice teasing. He squeezed some lotion into his hands, his voice a little shaky.

"I... I go as far as I can." A thrill ran through me at that. Bold words from someone so apprehensive. I glanced over my shoulder at him.

"Well, in that case..." He froze for a second, and without thinking, I reached out, brushing my hand against his cock. He gasped, but didn’t pull away.

That was all the encouragement I needed. I took charge, sitting up fully now, I discarded my bottoms too. The beach wasn’t crowded here, tucked away in a quieter cove, and it was clothing optional, so I felt daring.

I tugged at the waistband of his trunks, pulling them down just enough to free his dick and feel him. He was hard, throbbing, and angling myself, so his buddies could only see my head bob, I leaned in, and took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the salty taste mixed with the ocean air.

His hands found my hair, gripping lightly as he let out a low moan. I pulled back after a minute, my desire building like the tide. Enough of this, I lay back and parted my legs invitingly.

"Come here," I whispered, guiding him over to me. He positioned himself, sliding into me with a groan that echoed my sigh of pleasure. The angle this time was right for his buddies to see his cock in me. I could only imagine the cocks growing at the sight.

We moved together; the sand shifting beneath us; the sun beating down as waves provided a rhythmic soundtrack. It was quick, intense, his youth making him eager and relentless. I wrapped my legs around him, urging him deeper, until I felt him tense. I had an urge to let him cum inside me, it felt that good. But I released him at the last moment.

He pulled out just in time, spilling onto my belly in hot spurts. I reached down, rubbing his cum into my belly and clit until I went over the edge myself. It didn’t take but one lap around my button and I came. Then I put my fingers in my mouth; his cum tasted sweet.

"Thanks for the extra lotion," I said with a wicked grin, still catching my breath. He collapsed beside me, panting, with a dazed smile on his face as he pulled up his trunks. “I’m in Room 231, you can drop off my half.” Not that I actually expected him to show.

I hoped he’d won that bet. Hell, after that, he deserved it. As he stumbled back toward his friends, I lay there, satisfied and glowing. I waited a while before I washed his cum off me.

My husband has talked about threesomes and fucking other men for years. I wonder whether my husband would believe the story if I told him. Maybe he’d pay more attention to me.
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