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    CHAPTER 1 
 
    “Where’s your wife,” Frankie, the boat captain’s assistant, asked me when he saw me. He was sitting on a rock under a coconut tree and smoking a cigarette. He was early and was waiting for me to arrive. 
 
    “Ellie went back to the hotel,” I said. “She forgot something, so she went back to get it. She will be here in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Ellie is your wife’s name?” Frankie asked. He took a final drag and then put out the cigarette on the trunk of the coconut tree. When it was done, Frankie put the extinguished butt inside his pocket.  
 
    “Well, yes,” I said. “Eliza’s her name. Ellie is her nickname.” 
 
    “The captain said that your wife is very pretty,” Frankie said. 
 
    “Ellie is beautiful. Yes.” 
 
    “Some of my friends who saw her said that your wife has nice breasts,” Frankie grinned. I didn’t get mad or annoyed at him. What he was saying was the truth. I’m used to other men admiring my wife. Such a thing is a turn-on for me. Ellie knows it. 
 
    “Yeah, Frankie,” I said. “That is true.” 
 
    I looked at the man standing beside me. Frankie. I didn’t know what his last name was. Frankie was probably just younger than me by one or two years. He was several inches shorter than me and thin with ropey muscles. His skin had been burnt by the sun. His hair was cut short, and he dyed it blonde. 
 
    He was a local of Guin, a tropical island in Southeast Asia, where Ellie and I decided to celebrate our second wedding anniversary.  
 
    “I like women with large tits,” Frankie said. He looked at two women who were walking on the beach. They were walking towards us, and they were wearing large sunglasses. Like Ellie and I, these two women were tourists. Both were wearing plain-colored swimsuits. The brunette on the left was wearing pink, and her blonde friend, whose hair was tied in a ponytail, was wearing a white swimsuit. They were gorgeous. The swimsuit clung to their bodies sexily. They turned their heads at Frankie and me when they were finally near us, and they gave us a small wave and a smile. We smiled back at them. We also watched the sway of their round butts as they walked past us. 
 
    “Damn,” Frankie said. “I fucking love this island.” 
 
    I nodded. It is easy to love this place. Guin is a tropical island with three towns in it. Sure, there are now hotels, bars, and restaurants, but it was not yet fully commercialized. I leaned on the trunk of the coconut tree and looked around. White sand shores. Water so clean and clear you could look through. Palm trees lining the shore, separating the hotels from the beach. Cliffs on the east and west covered with plants and native trees. 
 
    Guin island is also surrounded by similarly beautiful islets, and that was where we were going this day. Ellie and I were going island hopping. 
 
    The only way to visit those white sand islets was to rent a boat, so I asked the hotel staff yesterday if they could recommend some boat owner that could take us there. They recommended a man named Lucio Grant. The hotel staff, a tall clean-cut man, called Lucio on his phone while I waited. They talked in the local language, so I could not follow what they were saying. After a minute, the staff handed me his phone. 
 
    “Hey,” a gruff voice said to me. 
 
    “Hey. Hello,” I said. “I’m Edward Davis. My wife and I are tourists here, and we would love to visit the small islands. So, we are looking for a boat to rent and someone to take us there? The hotel staff recommended you.” 
 
    “Alright,” Lucio Grant said. “No problem. I can take you and your wife there tomorrow.” 
 
    “Tomorrow is great. So, how does this work?” I asked him. 
 
    I looked at Ellie, who was sitting in the hotel’s lobby and drinking coffee. It was seven in the morning. We fucked hard last night, and we slept late. But even with sleepy eyes, Ellie still looked stunning. Her hair was down, and she was wearing a simple white shirt, black walking shorts, and flat beach sandals. Ellie smiled at me when she saw me looking at her. She pointed at my steaming cup of coffee on the table in front of her. I raised my palm and pointed at the phone in my ear. She pouted and then smiled again.  
 
    Ellie brushed her wavy hair with her fingers. The male customers gave her admiring glances. It was still a little early in the morning, and the lobby wasn’t even half full. Ellie took a sip of her coffee and then sat up straighter and looked outside the glass wall of the hotel. She looked at the palm trees and the blue water. The male customers stared at her tits. I winked at her. She raised her eyebrow questioningly, but she already knew what I was thinking. She crossed her legs. The men ogled her.  
 
    While I was talking to the boat captain on the phone, a man approached Ellie. He seemed to be in his forties. He was wearing island shorts and a T-shirt. He had his phone in his hand, and it appeared he was asking for Ellie’s number. I was a few meters away from them, and I couldn’t hear what the man was saying. Ellie looked at me, and I simply gave her a smile. She tucked her hair over one ear, and then she smiled at the man who was talking to her. The man looked lovestruck. Other customers were subtly looking, probably jealous of the man because he had the guts to make the first move on the hottest woman in the place. Ellie looked at me again, and I gave her a slight nod. She took the man’s phone and typed her number on it. The man thanked her, and he went back to his seat, grinning and full of confidence. 
 
    “What?” Lucio Grant, the boat captain, asked me on the phone. 
 
    “Ah. Right. I wanted to ask how does this island-hopping activity works?”  
 
    “It is quite simple. Tomorrow you will meet my assistant Frankie at the beach directly outside your hotel. You’ll easily recognize him. He is a thin man who dyed his hair blonde. He is the only local here with blonde hair. Frankie will walk you to my boat and then we will visit the islands. There are three small islands. Brero and Rias and Pawan. Those are the names of the islets. Once we are there, you can swim and walk on the white sands and take pictures. My assistant and I will wait for you on the boat, and when you and your wife are satisfied and ready, I will drive you back to Guin, near your hotel. That’s it.” 
 
    “Crystal clear,” I said. “So, how much will this cost?” 
 
    “That will be about one hundred dollars,” Lucio said calmly. 
 
    “Can we bring it down to eighty dollars?” I asked him. The tourist booklet said it is recommended to haggle when availing of tourist services from the locals. 
 
    “Ninety-five,” Lucio said.  
 
    “Eighty-five dollars,” I countered. 
 
    “Ninety,” Lucio said. He didn’t sound irritated or annoyed. He spoke as calmly as he was speaking at the beginning of the conversation. Like we had all the time in the world.  
 
    I work for a multinational company in Saint Michael, and I’ve met some tough negotiators before. I had a feeling that those guys would not have an easy time negotiating with the man on the other line. 
 
    “Deal. Ninety dollars,” I finally agreed. 
 
    “Deal. See you and your pretty wife tomorrow, Edward,” Lucio said, and he cut the call. 
 
    I looked at Ellie. She was still looking outside the glass wall, admiring the sunset and the white sandy beach.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 2 
 
    That night before the scheduled island-hopping activity, Ellie and I hung out on the balcony of our hotel room. It was on the third floor of the hotel. The air was cool and humid. The balcony faced the ocean, and we were sitting on small wooden chairs. The light from the moon illuminated the calm water. From where we were seated, we could see the light from the lanterns of the fishing boats in the distance. They were far, but we could hear the soft buzzing of their engines. 
 
    I put my right arm around Ellie’s shoulders. Her hair was tied, and she was wearing only a thin pink T-shirt and yellow panties. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and the cool air made her nipples hard. I kissed her neck. She turned her head to me, gave me a sweet smile, and kissed me on the lips. Our tongues played with each other. My wife tastes so good.  
 
    I cupped Ellie’s tits and squeezed them. This made her nipples even harder. She moaned in my mouth.  
 
    “Did he text you?” I asked her when we were done kissing. Ellie was panting a little. She loves kisses. 
 
    “Hmmm? Who?” 
 
    “The man who asked for your number this morning in the lobby when you were having coffee. You gave him your number, right, babe?” 
 
    Ellie looked at the ocean. It was nighttime, but I could still see her slightly blushing. “Yes, babe. I gave him my number. He texted me already . . . several times.” 
 
    “Alright? What’s his name then?” I asked. 
 
    “He said his name’s Todd and that he is a salesman attending a seminar here on the island. Well, I replied to some of his texts, and he is nice. Sweet, even,” Ellie said gently. She put her hand on top of my right leg. 
 
    “Todd, huh,” I grinned at my wife. “He looks smitten by you. Not that I blame him, of course,” I said. I resumed squeezing my wife’s tits gently. She is more honest once she is turned on.  
 
    “Hmmm,” Ellie moaned softly. “That’s nice.” 
 
    “We can invite him to our room right now,” I said slowly, whispering in my wife’s ear. We had never tried anything like that before, and the thought was making me hard.  
 
    “Ummm. We could. If you want to,” Ellie said. “But, ummm, he’s not really my type, babe.” 
 
    I grinned at her. “Well, that’s really no problem. We can find another man on this island. You don’t like sweet and nice guys, babe?” I asked Ellie. She looked at her hands. I already knew the answer. Of course, Ellie likes sweet and gentle and nice guys. It’s just that they are not the type of guys fit for our particular fantasy. 
 
    Ten minutes later, we were on the bed, and Ellie was on top of me, riding me. She was fully naked, and her hair was down. My hands were behind my head as I watched my wife’s perfect tits bounce every time she slammed her tight body on me. Her mouth was slightly open, and her body was covered in thin sweat. 
 
    “Do you like it when, ohhh, other men look at me?” Ellie asked me. She had asked me this question many times before, but she always wanted to hear my answer.  
 
    “Yes, babe,” I answered and smiled. “I fucking like it when other men look at your body, your pretty and innocent-looking face, your big tits, and your long legs. It makes me hard when those men imagine themselves fucking you.” 
 
    “Ummm,” Ellie moaned. “Do you really think that, babe? Ohhh. Do you think that other men would really want to fuck me?” 
 
    I grabbed her hips and met her body. I fucked her from below, meeting her pussy every time her body went down on me. Ellie was dripping wet, and her eyes had that dreamy look. She licked her lips. 
 
    “Hell, yes, baby,” I said. “You are fucking hot. Those men would love to fuck you. They would love to fuck you hard and then come on this, ughhh, tight pussy of yours, and on your face, and on your tits. Fuck. Would you like that?” I asked her.  
 
    “Ohhh. We have never done anything like that before,” Ellie answered. She looked into my eyes. My wife continued bouncing on my cock. She was panting more heavily now. “I’m nervous,” she said.  
 
    “But, would you like it?” I asked her again. “Would you do it?” 
 
    “Ohhh. Ohhh, fuck! Yes. I would do it for you, babe. If it turns you on. More than anything, I love turning you on. Ohhh!”  
 
    Ellie threw her head back as her orgasm hit her like a truck. She laid on the soft bed, still shaking, when she was done coming. I kneeled on top of her and put my slick and hard dick in her mouth. She sucked my cock and looked into my eyes as I ejaculated in her throat. Ellie continued looking at me as she swallowed all of my cum. 
 
    “Good girl,” I said and patted her head. Her eyes smiled at me while her mouth was full of my cock. “Good fucking girl.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 3 
 
    “My wife is here,” I said to Frankie. I looked in the direction of Ellie, who was walking towards us. Seeing her always makes me smile. She waved at me when she saw me standing under the shade of the palm tree like we hadn’t seen each other for hours. 
 
    “That’s your wife?” Frankie asked me. He was sitting while we were waiting, and now he stood up and brushed the sand from the back of his green shorts.  
 
    “Yup, man. That’s Ellie,” I said with a proud smile. 
 
    “Fuck. The captain’s right. Your wife is goddamn hot,” Frankie said.  
 
    Ellie was wearing an orange halter bikini top where the strings were tied at her neck and back. It covered her spectacular tits nicely but still displayed a satisfying amount of deep and mouthwatering cleavage. She was wearing white shorts below, which covered her orange bikini bottom. She would take it off when we swam later. Her hair was down, and even though she wasn’t wearing any makeup or earrings, she was still the most gorgeous woman on this beach. 
 
    Other tourists walking on the beach this morning were giving her admiring glances. 
 
    “She looks like a model or an actress,” Frankie said. “This is a world-class beach, and hot and gorgeous models and actresses visit here all the time. I’ve seen the hottest of them. And your wife looks like one.” He was actually rubbing his hands while looking at my wife, who was near us now. It was like Frankie was seeing his favorite dessert. He stood straighter.  
 
    “Hello,” Ellie said to me, and she reached for my hand. She kissed me quickly on the lips. My wife had a white beach bag made of cloth on her shoulder. She looked at me and then at the man standing beside me. 
 
    “Uhhh. Babe, this is Frankie. And Frankie, this is my beautiful wife, Ellie,” I said. 
 
    “Call me Frank,” Frankie said. I rubbed my eyes. Frankie was smiling. He looked at my wife’s face for a few seconds, and then he leered at her tits and legs. Frankie was not subtle about it. 
 
    “Alright. Ummm. Nice to meet you, Frank,” Ellie said sweetly and shook his hand. “So, guys, where’s our boat?” 
 
    “It’s just behind that large rock over there. Can’t anchor the boat in these parts because there are many tourists and locals swimming. Follow me. It will be just a three-minute walk.” 
 
    “Sure, Frankie, lead the way,” I said.  
 
    “Just call me Frank, dude,” he said. It’s a lot shorter.  
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    “So?” Ellie looked at me while we were walking. “What were you guys talking about before I arrived?” 
 
    “Hmmm? Well, Frank here said that you look like a model,” I said to her. Gears are turning in my head now. I saw the hungry way Frank looked at Ellie. “He said that you are smoking hot.” 
 
    “Really?” Ellie brushed her hair and looked at Frank. He was ahead of us by just two steps. He could hear what my wife and I were saying.  
 
    “Yeah, Frank here said that you have the body of a swimsuit model,” I added, smiling.  
 
    Ellie blushed a little and then squeezed my hand. “Thank you for that, Frank,” she said to him. 
 
    “Hey,” Frank turned to us and shifted to walking backward. He raised his hands up to his waist with his palms open. He was smiling. “I’m just telling the truth.” 
 
    I squeezed Ellie’s hand. “Hmmm? How can you say that I look like a swimsuit model when you haven’t seen me on a full-on swimsuit yet?” Ellie said with a tease in her voice. 
 
    “I just have eyes for it,” Frank said. His eyes were staring at her sexy waist and her long and smooth legs again. He was probably imagining how juicy and delicious Ellie’s pussy is. 
 
    “Alright,” Ellie laughed cutely and covered her mouth. “Thank you again, Frank. But please face forward. You might fall if you keep on walking backward.” 
 
    “I know this beach like my own hands,” Frank said and then grinned at me. I nodded at him, and he nodded back, and then he faced forward.  
 
    We could see the boat now where it was anchored. There were several men on the beach. They were sitting on rocks near the shore, smoking and telling stories with each other. They were probably boat owners or tour guides or maybe local fishermen. There were bigger rock formations in this area and a denser concentration of palm trees.  
 
    The men were laughing at a joke or something when we got near them. They greeted Frank when they saw him. Then the men fell silent when they saw my wife. The men greeted us good morning. Frank stopped and left us to find his captain, so Ellie and I were left standing in the middle of a dozen men. All of them had rough faces and sunburnt skins. They were wearing flip-flops and rubber shoes and T-shirts and light-colored jackets. Someone said a single word in their local language, and they all smiled. All of them were leering at my wife, memorizing the shape of her fabulous butt and her spectacular tits. Someone whistled. It was early in the morning, and the sun was just warming up the air and the water. 
 
    Ellie looked at me and embraced my left arm. She was blushing a little, and she wasn’t worried, but she was slightly embarrassed about being the focus of the attention of all these men. I looked at the palm trees and imagined these men taking my wife under the shades of those trees and fucking her. I imagined them fucking her one at a time or two or three at a time. I imagined these men with rough hands and intense eyes coming all over her naked, sexy, supermodel body. I breathed deeply and tried to control my thoughts. Frank disappeared behind a large silver rock, and we couldn’t see him from where we were standing.  
 
    While we were waiting for Frank, a dog appeared and ran to us, wagging its tail. It’s a cute dog with thick ash-colored fur. The dog circled around us and then stopped and looked up at my wife. 
 
    “Oh god, it’s so cute,” Ellie said. She bent her knees and patted the dog’s head. Then she opened her white handbag and gave it a biscuit and patted its head again and behind its ear. The ash-colored dog took the biscuit in its mouth and disappeared in the thick palm trees, going who knows where. 
 
    “Captain’s here. Let’s go.” Frank jumped easily on the boat, and then he lifted a three-foot-wide wooden plank and laid it out from the boat to the water for us to step and climb. A fisherman helped him set it up. I let my wife go first. Another fisherman stood up and held her hand to help with her balance. Another man took out his phone and took a picture of my wife’s butt. Frank reached for her hand and helped her when she was halfway on the plank. I followed her. Frank pulled the wooden plank back when Ellie and I were safely on the boat. 
 
    It was a red and blue fifty-foot convertible boat made of metal and wood used for touring and fishing. The boat seemed old, but it also looked clean and well maintained. Wooden boards were installed for the tourists to sit on, and there were orange lifejackets under them. The captain had his back to us on the bulkhead under the standing shelter, and he was starting the engine. Frank was pulling the anchor. When the engine came to life, Lucio Grant faced us. 
 
    “I’m Lucio,” he said and shook my hand. He had a warm smile and intense eyes. He is a tall black man, and he is younger than Ellie and I expected. When I talked to him on the phone, I imagined an old man with white hair and a weather-beaten face with a pipe in his mouth and wearing a brown leather jacket and dark boots. Lucio, it seemed, is only older than me by two or three years. His head was shaved, and he was wearing a faded red shirt. He had tribal tattoos on both his huge arms and on the right side of his neck.  
 
    “Hey, man,” I said and shook his hand. “I’m Edward. Nice to finally meet you. This is my wife, Ellie.” 
 
    “Ummm . . . hello,” my wife said. Her cheeks were a bit pink, probably because of the warm sun, which was now high in the sky. Ellie tucked her hair behind one ear and shook Lucio’s hand. Her hand disappeared when the man took it. I am a tall guy, and I have good muscles myself, but Lucio Grant is taller and bigger than me. 
 
    “Hello, Ellie,” Lucio smiled at her and looked at her face for a few seconds. Then his eyes crawled over her body, admiring her perfect bikini-covered tits, her narrow waist, and long legs. Lucio held her hand a few seconds longer. “I saw you yesterday,” Lucio said to my wife. 
 
    Ellie looked at me. I could see the healthy blush on her face. Then he looked back at Lucio. “Really? Yesterday? Where?” Ellie asked, curious. 
 
    “In the market,” Lucio said and then let go of my wife’s hand. I put my arm around her shoulders, pulling her to me. “I saw you in the market yesterday,” Lucio continued talking to my wife. “You were buying fruits. Avocados. Mango. Bananas. And I noticed how pretty you are. You’re hot as hell.” Lucio looked at me straight in the eyes after he commented how pretty and hot my wife was. He was assessing how I would react to the compliment he gave her. I looked straight back at him, didn’t say anything, and nodded. 
 
    Ellie clasped her hands in front of her. I could see her appreciating what Lucio said. “Ummm, thanks,” Ellie said softly. 
 
    Frank had finished pulling the anchor. He was sitting on the washboard, smoking a cigarette, watching all these. 
 
    I looked at Lucio’s hands again. I imagined his big and rough hands wrapped around my wife’s narrow waist, bouncing her up and down on his thick dick. I imagined Lucio’s two hands holding Ellie’s head while choking her with his cock.  
 
    Lucio looked at me curiously, like he could read the thoughts inside my mind. Then he nodded and patted me on the shoulder. “Alright. It’s time to go. We will visit Brero Island first. Look. You can see it from here,” he pointed at a small dark shape in a far distance. “We will be there in thirty minutes. Meanwhile, please sit down and put on your lifejackets, just for the duration of the trip. Its protocol for the safety of tourists.” Then Lucio went to the helm and steered the boat towards the direction of the islet. 
 
    “Do you like them?” I asked Ellie, who was sitting beside me. My left arm was wrapped around her waist. I asked the question with my mouth close to her ear. There was no need to whisper. Even if Frank was sitting close to us, he wouldn’t be able to hear what we were saying because of the engine’s noise. “Do you like Frank and Lucio?” 
 
    She looked at Frank first, who smiled at her and then at Lucio, who was at the helm and looking straight forward to the small island. “Hmmm, yes, babe,” Ellie said to my ear. She said it in a low voice. “I like them. Frank seems sweet. He looks fun to be around. And our captain, ummm, well . . .”  
 
    “He’s exactly your type,” I said with a smile. Ellie bit her lower lip, looked at the sea, and placed her right hand on my thigh.  
 
    “Did you notice how they looked at you?” I asked Ellie. I moved my hand that was resting on her waist slowly upwards. I moved it on the side of her tits. My wife breathed deeply and looked at me but didn’t stop me. Frank was smoking and intently watching us. 
 
    “Ummm, a little, babe,” Ellie answered softly.  
 
    “They were looking at you like they want to fuck you,” I whispered to Ellie. “Which I’m sure they do. Look at Frank. He couldn’t take his eyes off your tits. He has been looking at your tits from the first moment we met him. I am sure he is imagining how delicious it would be to suck your nipples. And Captain Lucio over there was undressing you with his eyes while he was shaking your hand earlier.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Ellie looked at Frank. He grinned at her.  
 
    I moved my left hand and slowly inserted it inside the orange lifejacket that she was wearing. Ellie bit her lower lip when my hand cupped her left breast and squeezed it. Frank’s face was serious as he watched us. 
 
    “Mmmm, babe, he’s looking,” Ellie whispered to me. I turned my head in Frank’s direction, and he gave me a quick thumbs up. Then I returned my attention to Ellie’s soft tits.  
 
    Ellie moaned as my left hand groped her breast. From the inside of her lifejacket, I pulled aside her bikini top and gently pinched her nipple. She moaned a little louder when I did that. I looked up and saw that Lucio was looking at us. He watched us for ten seconds, nodded thoughtfully at me, and resumed his job at the boat wheel. The lifejacket covered Ellie’s tits, so Frank and his captain still couldn't see them. 
 
    I fondled my wife’s breast for three minutes, and then I pulled back my hand. I kissed her neck. She lifted my chin up and kissed me on the lips while Frank was happily watching. She ran her fingers through my hair and then licked my lips before letting me go. I wrapped my arm around her waist again, and then we resumed our normal sitting position. 
 
    “Look at the left side of our boat,” Lucio said.  
 
    “Oh! They are pretty!” Ellie exclaimed when she saw the dolphins. There were at least a dozen of them, and they were swimming at the same speed as our boat. They swam quickly and gracefully, going down the water and then coming up. The water was calm, and it looked like they were cutting it as they swam. 
 
    “Yes,” Lucio said. “They are beautiful, magnificent creatures.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 4 
 
    You could completely walk around the islet of Brero in ten minutes. That’s how small it is. Half of the island is a tall cliff covered with grasses and shrubs, and the other half is the beach with the whitest and smoothest powdery sand I’ve ever seen. The water near the shore was so clear that you could see the small fish swimming in it. It was even clearer than the water of Guin Island. 
 
    Frank dropped the short anchor when we were near the shore, and then he jumped out of the boat to tie the rope on a wooden post. There was no dock here. Lucio turned off the engine. 
 
    “This is the islet of Brero,” Lucio said. “You can take off your lifejackets now. We arrived early, so you are the first tourists here today. More will come later. You can enjoy the place. Swim and take pictures. Walk on the shore. Run around. Just tell Frankie or me when you are ready to leave, and then we’ll go to the next island.” 
 
    “Alright, man. Got it,” I said. Lucio watched as Ellie took off her lifejacket. Her tits bounced a little when she pressed the front strap, and her jacket suddenly opened.  
 
    “Damn,” Lucio muttered. 
 
    “Where will you be?” Ellie asked him. 
 
    “I’ll wait for you guys here on the boat. Don’t worry. I’ll keep my eyes on you. You are my responsibility,” Lucio said seriously. 
 
    “Alright, man,” I said. 
 
    I turned to my wife. “Baby, since we’re going swimming, why don’t you take your shorts off now,” I suggested.  
 
    Lucio smiled, crossed his arms, and watched Ellie. My wife looked at me and then unbuttoned her shorts and pulled the zipper down. Ellie bent over, her round ass in my direction as she took off her shorts. She then put her shorts inside her large cotton handbag. 
 
    “Damn,” Lucio muttered again, admiring my wife’s bikini-covered ass and her long, smooth legs. “You’re just goddamn hot, Ellie,” he said. “Your husband over here is a lucky man.” 
 
    Ellie smiled at him. Her cheeks were turning pink again. Lucio and I didn’t say anything for the next ten seconds. Both of us were looking at my wife’s pretty face and stunning figure. Ellie flipped her hair, stood straighter, and looked back at us. She was still blushing. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Babe, let’s swim.” 
 
    Lucio grunted something, but I didn’t hear what it was. I went down the boat first. I didn’t use the wooden plank that Frankie lay down for us to use. I simply jumped into the water. When I looked back at the boat, I saw Lucio whispering something to Ellie. Ellie looked at him, bit her lip, and nodded. Then Lucio went back inside the standing shelter, pulled out a foldable wooden chair, and sat on it. 
 
    Frankie held Ellie’s hand while she was walking down the wooden plank. He licked his lips while staring at my wife’s ass. He resisted the urge to slap it. I walked out of the water and went to the shore to feel the warm sand on my feet. Ellie walked over to me. Frankie sat under a palm tree, put on his dark sunglasses, and watched the sway of my wife’s hips and the gentle bouncing of her butt. I looked at the boat and saw Lucio reading a book but looking at us from time to time. 
 
    Ellie and I walked on the beach. She took pictures of the pristine blue water, the rocky cliff, the rock formations, the sky, the white sand, the boat, and the other small islands in the distance. Ellie took several selfies and then also took pictures of me. She handed me her phone when it was my turn to take photos of her. 
 
    “Walk around, babe,” I said to her. Ellie smiled, and then she walked like a model on the shore while I snapped several photos of her. She made several poses. There was one where she was lying with her back on the sand, one knee bent, her hands on her sides. I took photos of Ellie lying on her front, smiling at the camera, elbows on the sand. Her hair cascaded nicely down her back. I took another shot from an angle that highlighted her round, inviting ass. I walked over to her, kneeled on the beach, and gave her perfect asscheeks a good slap. 
 
    “Do it again, please,” Ellie said to me with a naughty smile, and I did it again. I did it harder this time, and her ass turned light crimson. Ellie let out a soft moan. I didn’t know if Lucio and Frankie heard the slap, but I saw Frankie give me another quick thumbs up from where he was sitting. I noticed that he wasn’t sitting under the same palm tree when Ellie and I went down the boat. Frankie was sitting under a coconut tree that was closer to us. 
 
    “His dick was hard,” Ellie said to me when we were in the water. We were on the part where the water reached just around our shoulders. The water was cool, and the waves were small. Ellie and I were facing each other, and her hands were on my shoulders, and my arms were wrapped around her waist.  
 
    “Whose dick was hard?” I asked her. 
 
    “Frank. He had a hard-on when he was holding my hand and helping me down the boat. I saw the front of his shorts.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Yeah. I think your ass is already imprinted on Frankie’s mind. He couldn’t take his eyes off it,” I said. I grabbed her butt and pressed her to my body. 
 
    “You have a hard-on too, babe,” Ellie said seductively. She grinded her lower body on me. I squeezed her harder. “Come, kiss me,” Ellie said softly. She placed her right hand on the back of my head and pulled my face to her, and we kissed hungrily. We sucked and played with each other’s tongues. She moaned in my mouth. I cupped her pussy from the outside of her swimsuit.  
 
    “Hmmm,” Ellie moaned. 
 
    I grinned at her and then slid my right hand inside her orange bikini and ran my middle finger on her clit. She embraced me tighter and pressed her head on my chest.  
 
    “Ohhh. That’s good,” Ellie whimpered. 
 
    I slid two fingers inside her warm pussy, which made her gasp. I fingered her wantonly, and Ellie flexed her hips up and down while breathing fast. I looked at the boat where Lucio was and under the palm tree where Frankie was sitting. The two men were looking at us. Of course, they couldn’t see what I was doing with my wife under the water, but I was pretty sure they knew what it was. 
 
    “Mmmm . . . Are they looking at us?” Ellie asked me. Her back was on them. Ellie’s face was flushed. I slowed down the movement of my fingers inside her and shifted to fingering her slowly and lazily.  
 
    “Yes, they are, babe,” I smiled at her.  
 
    “Even if they are looking at us, they wouldn’t know that you have, ummm, you have your fingers inside me,” Ellie said. 
 
    “They know that for sure,” I said.  
 
    “God, I’m so close to coming. Finger me faster, babe,” Ellie pleaded. “I’m almost there.” 
 
    I grinned at my wife and did the opposite of what she told me to do. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and focused on slowly rubbing her clit. 
 
    “Mmmm. Bad,” Ellie protested weakly. “You’re bad. God, I’m so hot,” she moaned.  
 
    “Did Frankie’s dick make you hot?” I asked her.  
 
    “It seems . . .” Ellie pressed her head tighter on my chest. “His dick. It seems huge,” she said softly, not looking at me. 
 
    “He wants to fuck you so bad, babe. I saw it on his face the first moment he saw you. Both of them. Lucio and Frankie. Our captain and his assistant,” I said. 
 
    “Mmmm, yes, please play with my clit more. I’m almost there. Oh god. Oh there. Oh there. I’m coming,” Ellie whimpered. 
 
    And then I stopped playing with her clit. Ellie looked up at me with widened eyes. Her body was slightly shaking. “No, baby. Don’t stop. Please continue. I want to come. I need to come so bad.” 
 
    “Later,” I grinned at her. “Later, I promise you that you’ll come. You’ll come a lot. Let’s go back to the shore.” 
 
    Ellie pouted and said, “Hmmph,” and then took my hand as we half swam and half walked to the sands. 
 
    “Let’s go near the boat so that Lucio and Frankie can see you better,” I said to Ellie and squeezed her butt. I put my left arm around her shoulders, and she wrapped her right arm around my waist. I saw Frankie smile when he saw us coming. Lucio was done reading his book. He was coolly leaning back on his wooden chair, and his feet were up on the washboard. His head was turned towards Ellie and me, watching us approach. Frankie stood up, sat down on a rock, and leaned back on the trunk of a tree near the boat. 
 
    “Ummm,” Ellie smiled at me. “You really like displaying your beautiful wife to other men,” she teased me. 
 
    “Let’s stop here,” I said to Ellie. We were still a few meters from the boat. She looked at me curiously. I simply smiled at her and let go of her shoulders.  
 
    “What naughty things are you planning now, babe?” Ellie asked, smiling shyly. 
 
    “Where’s your phone?” I asked her.  
 
    “Ummm, here,” she pulled out her phone from her bag. She left her bag on top of a rock when we were swimming and picked it up when we got out of the water. 
 
    “Let’s take another set of photos, babe, with the boat as our background. The lighting is good. The light of the sun will sharpen the picture, and the combination of the blue color of Lucio’s boat and the green of the grasses on the cliff will make a pretty background,” I said confidently. I didn’t know what I was talking about. I didn’t know anything about photography.  
 
    Ellie crossed her arms and smiled at me. “Really now?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah. I read it on the internet. Face the boat, Ellie,” I told my wife, and she did what I told her. We were just a few meters away from Lucio’s boat. We were close enough that I could see the happiness on Frankie’s face and the focus on Lucio’s. Their full attention was on my wife. 
 
    “Ummm, they are looking at me,” Ellie said to me as I took a picture of her from behind. The center of the photo was her womanly waist, bubble ass, and the cute dimples on her lower back. 
 
    “Yes, they are, baby. Those two are fucking you with their eyes,” I said. “Now, face the sea. Put your hands on your waist, chest out. You’re fucking hot. Face me, baby, and bend over. Fuck. They are looking at your ass.” 
 
    “Really?” Ellie said and brushed her hair. 
 
    “Yeah. Frank’s jaw just dropped when you bent over,” I said.  
 
    “I know that look on your face,” Ellie said alluringly. “What are you thinking.” 
 
    “I am imagining Frankie coming over to you while you are bent over like that and then standing behind you and pulling down your bikini and fucking you from behind,” I said. “Would you like that?” I asked Ellie. She bit her lower lip, nodded slowly, and then walked to me, hugged me, and kissed me. The two men intently watched as I grabbed and squeezed my wife’s butt.  
 
    “I’m going back to the boat to get some water. Lucio brought some fruits and bottled water for us. I’m thirsty. Want me to bring you one?” I asked her.  
 
    “Ummm? I’m not really that thirsty. I’ll go in the water again. Follow me after?” Ellie asked me. I noticed that she glanced at Frankie.  
 
    I nodded and then walked to the boat and climbed the plank. I stood on the boat and watched Ellie as she swam with quickness and grace. She loves the water. She is the better swimmer between us. She likes adventures and vacations to different and far places. 
 
    I met her four years ago when I joined a marathon. She didn’t win first place, but she was in the top ten. She has always kept herself in the best shape. Ellie’s naturally gorgeous. Tall, perfect skin, the most captivating eyes, tits that don’t quit, hourglass figure. We dated for more than a year before I proposed to her. It was on a beautiful beach like this in a different country. I knelt on the white sand. With the sun on the horizon, I took the ring out of my pocket and asked her to marry me. Ellie covered her mouth with her hands and wiped the tears from her eyes, and said yes to me. 
 
    “Want some water, man?” Lucio asked me, and I nodded, and then he tossed me a bottled water. I twisted the plastic cap open and then drank all of it.  
 
    “Your wife is a good swimmer,” Lucio said. “Better than most of the tourists I’ve seen.” 
 
    “It was her sport in college,” I said and sat down on the wooden board while holding the plastic bottle and watching my wife swimming in the distance. 
 
    “One of the sexiest I’ve seen, too,” Lucio said seriously. “If not the sexiest. And goddamn pretty also. Charming. I’ve been with many women on this island and in the States. I can say she’s one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen. I am not exaggerating, merely telling the truth. Amazing tits and ass, too. What a man would give to suck on those breasts and kiss those seductive lips,” Lucio said seriously. “Also, I am impressed by the way you display her to us, Edward.” 
 
    I nodded and didn’t say anything.  
 
    “It seems he couldn’t wait anymore,” Lucio said. “He has very little patience. 
 
    “I’m sorry?”  
 
    Lucio nodded to the left, and I saw Frankie standing up from the rock where he was relaxing. He brushed the sand from his shorts and then took off the shirt that he was wearing. The man was ripped. He was looking at where Ellie was swimming. Then he looked straight at me. He raised his eyebrow questioningly like he was waiting for something. 
 
    “This is the moment for you to decide, I think,” Lucio said calmly. He looked at Ellie, who was swimming. She was swimming in the boat’s direction, coming closer to us. I stood up and waved at her. She waved back. She was close now. I could see the happiness on her face, evidence of how much she enjoyed this tiny island and its beauty. She saw the expression on my face, and then she looked at Lucio and Frankie, who was now standing on the shore, shirtless. I saw her appreciation for his lean body. Frankie looked like a tiger ready to pounce. He was just waiting for me to give him the signal. 
 
    “You are one lucky man, Edward, to have a gorgeous wife that will do everything for you. Everything you want,” Lucio said calmly. “Because whatever makes you happy makes her equally happy. Maybe twice more.” Lucio waved at my wife, and Ellie sweetly smiled at him.  
 
    Ellie almost had an affair with another man. It happened a month ago in Saint Michael. I suggested that she install a dating application and try using it. It was easy for her to find a match. After screening the list composed of dozens of horny men, Ellie finally settled on one. A man named Brandon. He was Ellie’s type. Tall and rough and good-looking. They chatted and called each other for a week before my wife finally agreed to meet with him. Brandon sent a couple of pictures of his dick, and he asked my wife to also send him some pictures of her. Ellie sent a couple of selfies and a picture showing her superb tits, though she cropped it so that her face won’t be seen. Brandon became even more eager to meet with her after receiving the picture.  
 
    However, a couple of hours before their scheduled meeting, Ellie found out that Brandon was the former boyfriend of Patricia Miller. Pattie works as an analyst in the same company where Ellie works. They know each other. They attended the same meetings and worked on the same projects. What would Pattie Miller say if she found out that her ex-boyfriend fucked Ellie Davis – her colleague, a rising star, the hottest babe on the office, the favorite of senior management, and a newly-married woman.  
 
    Ellie decided to cancel her date with Brandon. She was sad about that turn of events, so I fucked her hard to get the disappointment and frustration out of her. 
 
    Brandon was a complication, but there was no such complication like that here on the beach. Lucio and Frankie were strangers. They are not our friends from work, nor residents of the beautiful and conservative neighborhood where we live, nor members of the book club, nor ex-boyfriends of our work colleagues and people we know from college. They are strangers. Horny strangers eager to fuck Ellie. 
 
    I looked at Frankie and nodded.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 5 
 
    Frankie grinned at me, and then he walked to the water towards Ellie. She was on the part of the water that reached just above her breasts. Ellie looked at me when she saw Frankie approaching her. She was almost beside the boat, and I saw her take a deep breath. I smiled at my wife, and she smiled back shyly at me.  
 
    Frankie was now in the water. He stood in front of Ellie, and they looked at each other for some time, silently communicating. Frankie moved closer to my wife and then put one hand on her waist. I breathed slowly and held the plastic bottle tighter in my hand. I thought Frankie would kiss her now, but instead, he whispered something to Ellie’s ear that made her bite her lip. She nodded shyly at him, agreeing on whatever he told her.  
 
    It was Ellie who kissed him first. 
 
    I thought Frankie would make the first move. But it was my wife who wrapped her arms around his neck and then pressed him to her. I saw them put out their tongues before their mouths met. I couldn’t see Frankie’s arm, but I knew it was wrapped around Ellie’s sexy waist. All I could see was what was happening from their shoulders up. The rest of their bodies were under the calm water.  
 
    “Your wife seems like a good kisser,” Lucio said beside me on the boat. “I will kiss her later.” 
 
    “Uh-uh,” I said, not looking at him. My sole focus was on my wife and the man who was probably fondling her butt right now. 
 
    They kissed hungrily, and it lasted minutes. They would stop when they ran out of air, then kissed again. Frankie held Ellie’s hair tightly as he kissed her. It seemed like he was sucking the air from her lungs. Ellie opened her eyes and looked straight at me as her tongue eagerly danced against his. 
 
    Frankie untied the strings at the back and at the neck of Ellie’s bikini top and then tossed her orange top on the boat. Frankie smiled and groped my wife’s bountiful breasts with both hands, mesmerized.  
 
    “Best tits of them all!” Frankie yelled.  
 
    “I can’t see it, Frankie,” Lucio said. The back of my eyes was hot.  
 
    Frankie then went behind my wife, grabbed her waist using both of his hands, and lifted Ellie out of the water. She yelped cutely at what he did. Her unbound tits bounced deliciously on the air. 
 
    “Yes, man,” Lucio said to Frankie. “I agree now. Best tits of them all.” 
 
    Frankie put Ellie down and then turned her to him and sucked her nipples. Ellie moaned and whimpered as he gently bit and sucked them. She rested her hand on the back of his head. Frankie’s hands couldn’t decide what to do with my wife’s naturally magnificent tits. He squeezed them, weighed them on his palms, squeezed them again, caressed them, and kneaded them.  
 
    I couldn’t see what was happening underneath the water but based on the movements of Frankie’s shoulders, I knew that his left hand was playing with my wife’s pussy now. Since the water was so clear, I would see what he was doing to my wife if I came closer, but I chose to remain on the boat. At least, in the meantime. I decided to let Frankie have confidence first in enjoying my voluptuous wife. 
 
    “You should join them,” Lucio said to me. 
 
    “I will in a while,” I said. But the real reason why I was not going into the water with Ellie and Frankie was because it was a little hard for me to stand. My legs were feeling weak at the moment. This was the first time I was sharing my wife with another man, and I physically felt its effect on me. I would lie if I said that I took this like a champ. What I was seeing made me hard as a rock but also a little jealous.  
 
    “Ohhh,” Ellie whimpered when Frankie began fingering her. Ellie held to his arms. From the movements of Frankie’s shoulders, I knew that he was fingering my wife fast and hard. Faster and deeper than what I did earlier. He probably had two fingers inside Ellie right now. Maybe three.  
 
    “Mister Edwards, do you know how many fingers I have inside your wife’s pussy right now?” Frankie asked me happily. 
 
    “My last name is Davis,” I said. “Edward is my first name. No, I don’t, Frankie,” I answered and wiped the sweat on my brow. “How many?” 
 
    Frankie wasn’t able to answer that question because, at that moment, Ellie reached her first orgasm of the day. She was already on the edge when I played with her clit earlier. And when Frankie made Ellie come with his fingers, she came like a rocket. Her whole body shook, and she threw her head back, mouth open. Her eyes were shut as she surfed the intensity of her orgasm.  
 
    “Are you alright, babe?” I asked Ellie when she was finished shaking. Frankie was standing on her side. His right arm was wrapped around her shoulders, and his left was caressing her tits. Ellie looked at me with unfocused eyes when she heard me ask the question. She brushed her wet hair back using her hand.  
 
    “I’m fine . . . It was great,” Ellie answered me. Her voice was slightly shaking.  
 
    “You know, I never had a blowjob underwater,” Frankie said loudly. “And now I want one.”  
 
    Lucio smirked when Frankie said that. I didn’t say anything and simply nodded, like an underwater blowjob was a typical experience that any man should have at least once in his lifetime.  
 
    Frankie stopped caressing Ellie’s tits, and then he said something to her. I couldn’t hear the exact words. Ellie looked at me, and then she looked back at Frankie and nodded. Frankie kissed her, and then he put one hand on top of her head and pushed her down underwater. I couldn’t see my wife now. I stood up from the wooden board of the boat where I was sitting and took one step to the edge to observe them better.  
 
    I looked at my watch and counted the seconds in my mind while looking at Frankie.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” Frankie groaned loudly. “Ellie’s sucking me now. And also playing with my balls. Your wife is sucking me good.”  
 
    After thirty seconds, Ellie came up for air. Water cascaded from her hair and face and shoulders. Her mouth was open, and she was gasping. She gave me a sweet smile when she finally recovered. Frankie kissed her on the mouth and pushed her head down underwater again. But this time, he was not satisfied with a mere underwater blowjob. He grabbed Ellie’s head and fucked her mouth.  
 
    “Damn,” Frankie said. “What a slut.” 
 
    After forty-five seconds, Ellie came up for air. I asked her again if she was alright, and she nodded back at me. While she was recovering, Frankie sucked her hard nipples. When Frankie saw that Ellie’s breathing was normal again, he pushed her head back again into the water. This time, it took Ellie a full minute before she returned to the surface.  
 
    “Thanks for that, Ellie,” Frankie said to my wife and patted her head. “Now, let’s continue this on dry land.” 
 
    “Hmmm, okay, Frank,” Ellie said to him. She was still in a mild daze. Frankie held her hand, and they swam away from the boat. Frankie didn’t let go of Ellie’s hand when they reached the shore. He was taking her to an area where there was a higher concentration of palm and tropical fruit trees. Ellie looked back at me. Then she looked forward and voluntarily allowed Frankie to take her wherever he was planning to go. They disappeared behind the large rocks and among the lush tropical trees. 
 
    “I should follow them,” I said to Lucio.  
 
    “Of course,” he nodded. “But bring these.” Lucio handed me several bottled water placed inside a cotton handbag and a light blue sand proof beach mat. “You’ll be needing these.” 
 
    I took the things in his hands. Then Lucio grabbed his radio, pressed a button, and said something in the local language. He spoke several sentences. The radio crackled, and voices answered him in short and quick phrases. 
 
    “What was that?” I asked him. 
 
    “I radioed the other boat captains and told them to tell their tourists that this island is not available for a visit today,” Lucio smiled at me. “So that no one will disturb us. It is better to have privacy, don’t you think, Edward?” 
 
    I nodded. “But can you do that? Prevent tourists from visiting this island? Is that allowed?” 
 
    “Boat operators and owners like me have some minor privileges. I simply told the other captains to tell their clients that there is an ongoing environmental restoration activity on this island. So, it is off-limits for tourists for the whole day. Now go to your wife.” 
 
    I jumped off the boat and walked quickly to the trees. 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 6 
 
    Ellie loves cuddling. That’s is something that is cute that I love about her. Whenever we were in bed, she would ask me to cuddle with her and kiss the top of her head or the back of her neck. If I fell asleep first, or if she saw that I was close to sleeping, she would put her arm on my chest, nuzzle at my neck, and say, “Mmmm, I love you,” softly in my ear.  
 
    Frankie was fucking Ellie’s mouth when I saw them. 
 
    They were in a small area surrounded and shaded by dozens of palm trees. There was a mango tree in the middle of the palm trees, and Frankie and Ellie were under its wide shade. It was hot on the shore and on the water, but this area was cool and relaxing. 
 
    “Uhhh, hey, babe,” I said. Ellie couldn’t answer me, of course. Her mouth was full of Frankie’s cock. But her teary eyes looked and smiled back at me. 
 
    Frankie didn’t look at me. “Damn. I’ve been wanting to do this to her for a long time.” 
 
    “A long time? You just saw her this morning, Frankie. It wasn’t even four hours ago,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, man. It felt like a long time. Fuck, I’m hitting your wife’s throat.” 
 
    I put the beach mat and the bottled water on the green grass beside a palm tree. 
 
    Ellie was kneeling on the sand, and her hands were on Frankie’s hips. Drool was rolling down her chin. Frankie was looking at her with a victorious grin on his face. Frankie had thin features, but his cock was long and thick. He had my wife’s hair around his fist while he was pumping his thick and veiny dick in her mouth. Ellie looked like she was choking every time Frankie’s cock hit her throat, but she did not stop him nor motioned for him to slow down and take it easy. 
 
    “Hey, man, throw me that water, will you? I’m goddamn thirsty,” Frankie said. Sweat was dripping down his face and neck. I handed him the bottle. He let go of Ellie’s hair and unscrewed the plastic cap of the water bottle. He drank it all. Ellie kept sucking his cock even though Frankie temporarily paused at fucking her mouth. When he was done drinking, Frankie threw the empty plastic bottle back to me.  
 
    “Thanks, man. Please put that back on the cotton bag. We can’t leave any kind of trash here on the beach,” Frankie said and then grabbed Ellie’s hair again, tilted her face up, and slapped her blushing cheeks with his wet cock. It was calm and quiet here on this small island. Aside from the sounds coming from the tropical birds, the gentle waves of the ocean, the sound of the leaves of the palm trees as the wind gently moved them, all I could hear was the smacking sounds from Frankie and Ellie as he slapped my wife’s cheeks with his hard dick again and again. Ellie put her tongue out and then looked seductively at me as Frankie also hit it with his dick. Droplets of Frankie’s precum went to her neck and the top of her breasts. 
 
    “Time to fuck, Ellie,” Frankie growled at my wife. “Time to fuck your pussy hard, you slut.”  
 
    “Yes, please,” Ellie looked up at him and said in a pleading voice. Her face was flushed, and her hair was a mess.  
 
    Frankie looked at me and scratched the back of his neck. “I mean, if that’s alright with you, dude.” 
 
    What am I supposed to say to that? “Sure, Frankie,” I said and rested my back on the trunk of the nearest tree. “Go ahead and, uhhh, fuck my wife.” 
 
    And he did fuck my wife. 
 
    Frankie held Ellie’s arm, helped her stand up, and then faced her towards the trunk of the mango tree. Ellie stretched her arms, placed her palms on the tree’s trunk, and bent forward. She gasped when Frankie slapped her butt. He slapped her butt again and then again. Several times until her asscheeks turned pink. Then Frankie cupped her dripping pussy from behind and squeezed it on his hand.  
 
    “So wet, man,” Frankie told me. “Your wife is so wet for me. Right, Ellie?” he asked her.  
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    “Tell your husband, baby.” 
 
    Ellie looked at me with heavy-lidded eyes. She brushed the hair that was hanging in front of her face. “Yes, Frank, I am so wet for you.” 
 
    Frankie’s big dick was hard as a diamond as he stood behind her. Ellie was panting, waiting for him to slide it inside her sopping wet pussy. I was hard as a diamond too. And I realized I was holding my breath. Frankie slapped her round butt again. “I know, Ellie. You really are,” Frankie said with a grin. “I know you are dying to get fucked. Sluts like you always are. But in this island, it is the captain who goes first.” 
 
    Frankie moved to the side and looked towards the space between the trees where we entered earlier. Lucio Grant was standing there. He had removed his shirt and was now only wearing faded jeans. Lucio walked lazily towards my wife, who was bent over and looking at him. Lucio walked like he owned the whole island. Lucio was taller and bigger than Frankie and me. He nodded at me.  
 
    “Stay there, Ellie. Just stay right there. I like you like that. Bent over and waiting for my cock,” Lucio said. He unbuttoned then unzipped his jeans, pulled it down, and took it off. He was bigger than Frankie, thicker, and longer. Ellie looked at me and then swallowed when she saw Lucio’s enormous cock.  
 
    He stood beside Ellie, brushed her hair, and ran his fingers on her cheeks. She was still bent over with her hands on the tree. When Lucio’s thumb reached Ellie’s lips, she opened her mouth and sucked on it while looking at his eyes. 
 
    “How long have you two been married?” Lucio asked me. Ellie kept sucking his thumb while staring at his gigantic black cock, angry veins snaking along it. 
 
    “Two years,” I answered. 
 
    “You married a slut,” Lucio said. He sounded impressed. “Oh, I am sure Ellie right here is an excellent wife, a good wife. But I knew she was a slut the moment I laid my eyes on her. She looks so innocent, though. Wives that appear innocent and conservative outside but a fucking needy slut inside are the best. Some husbands spend their whole lives never discovering that, leaving their pretty wives incomplete and frustrated. But you discovered that, didn’t you, Edward? You discovered it early,” Lucio slapped Ellie’s cheeks. She simply looked up at him, pleading with her eyes for him to do it again.  
 
    I didn’t say anything to him. Frankie was smiling and nodding while Lucio was talking. He was like an apprentice receiving an important lesson. 
 
    “Ah, but enough talk,” Lucio said. 
 
    “Fuck me now, please, Lucio?” Ellie looked at him and said in a begging voice. She spread her legs wider and arched her back sexier. Her juices were dripping down the inside of her thighs. She looked like a sex goddess waiting to get fucked.  
 
    Ellie’s eyes rolled to the top of her head when Lucio entered her. He didn’t do it slowly. Lucio didn’t pause or give my wife’s tight pussy time to adjust to his massive girth. He just gripped her waist from behind, aimed his cock at her wet entrance, and rammed his cock inside her to the hilt. 
 
    “So . . . so big,” Ellie helplessly whimpered as her pussy clenched around him, her arms shaking.  
 
    My beautiful wife gasped and mewled when Lucio began fucking her. He fucked her hard and deep and made her come several times. As he pounded her, Lucio’s balls kept hitting her clit. Ellie’s mouth was open. She looked at me with unfocused eyes. 
 
    “He’s fucking me so hard, babe. Oh god. I’m going to come again!” 
 
    It was during Ellie’s fifth orgasm when her arms finally gave out. She lost her hold on the tree and almost fell to the ground. But Frankie caught her and held her.  
 
    “Good catch,” Lucio said. His face was sweaty now.  
 
    I picked up the light blue sand proof beach mat and spread it on the ground, and they moved on it when they saw that it was ready. It was a large mat that could fit seven people. Frankie sat on it. He began stroking his erect cock, waiting for Ellie’s mouth.  
 
    Lucio made my wife crawl to the mat where Frankie was sitting.  
 
    “I’m sorry?” Ellie asked him. She was on all fours, and her arms were still mildly shaking. 
 
    “I want you to crawl to Frankie over there,” Lucio ordered my wife. She looked at me, and I nodded at her. Ellie crawled slowly and seductively to Frankie. We all watched the movements of her long legs and the sexy swaying of her hips and her firm, round ass.  
 
    Lucio grinned and fucked Ellie as she was crawling. He just got behind her, bent his knees, and fucked her. Ellie moaned when Lucio’s large cock entered her again. My wife stopped, but Lucio growled at her to continue crawling. I took a step forward to stop Lucio, but Ellie gave me an understanding look and then shook her head. I stepped back. Ellie came twice from the pounding she received before she even reached Frankie. 
 
    I sat on the sand and watched the two men vigorously fuck my beautiful wife. I was breathing fast, and my cock was harder than ever. Ellie sucked and slobbered on Frankie’s cock as Lucio filled her pussy up from behind.  
 
    Frankie then lay on the bed and pulled Ellie on top of her. She looked at me, her hair a mess and her cheeks flushed, before she sat on Frankie’s thick cock.  
 
    “Oh my god,” Ellie moaned, her body quivering as she slammed herself on Frankie’s dick. Her perfect tits bounced as she bobbed above him. Frankie held her hips and slapped her butt, urging her to ride faster.  
 
    “You’re fucking gorgeous,” Frankie said and then grabbed and squeezed my wife’s tits. I was standing close to them now and began stroking my cock.  
 
    While Ellie was deliriously bouncing on Frankie’s dick, Lucio stood beside her, put his hand on her head, and turned it towards his rock-hard erection. She knew what Lucio expected of her. Ellie wrapped her left hand on his cock and then put it on his mouth. Her cheeks bulged at the thickness of it. 
 
    Ellie slowed down her riding so that she could concentrate properly on sucking Lucio’s cock. She twirled her tongue and slurped on it hungrily while staring at Lucio’s eyes.  
 
    “What an amazing cocksucker you are, Ellie,” Lucio praised her and patted her head. “Look at your wife go, man,” he said to me. “It seems like she already fell in love with my big black dick. Ahh. This is the fucking best.” 
 
    “Ah fuck, I’m coming,” Frankie grunted from below.  
 
    Ellie let go of Lucio’s cock, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and concentrated on riding Frankie. She rode him harder and faster. Every thrust was deep and exquisite.  
 
    “God, I’m coming too,” Ellie cried.  
 
    “I’m feeling left out here, guys,” Lucio said with a grin. He positioned himself in Ellie’s back and pushed her forward. Ellie’s eyes widened when she realized what Lucio was trying to do and where he was aiming his dick.  
 
    “Do you want me to do it?” Lucio asked her. 
 
    Ellie looked at me. I was breathing through my mouth now, and sweat was dripping down my neck and chest while furiously stroking my cock. She gave me a loving smile and then looked at Lucio from over her right shoulder. 
 
    “Yes,” Ellie said in a quivering voice. “Yes, please. Do it. Fuck me, please.”  
 
    “Oh, I’ll do that,” Lucio promised her and then began stretching her. Ellie bit her lower lip as she squeezed around him. She orgasmed when Lucio was halfway in her, and she fell shaking deliciously on Frankie’s chest. I saw from Frankie’s face that he was very close to coming himself. Ellie’s eyes rolled when Lucio finally buried his enormous cock balls-deep into her.  
 
    “Frankie, don’t come yet,” Lucio ordered his assistant. “Because we are going to take this slut of a wife on one unforgettable ride.” 
 
    “Yes, Captain,” Frankie said while gritting his teeth. 
 
    And that was what Lucio Grant and Frankie did. They took Ellie on a ride. They took her on an unforgettable ride while I stood there, cock on my hand, watching. 
 
    “Oh yesss! Fuck,” Ellie sobbed as the two men fucked her at the same time. There was no rhythm in the way they fucked her. They pounded my wife from the front and behind with wild abandon.  
 
    “Hot fucking slut,” Lucio said with his face sticky with sweat. He grabbed Ellie’s hair and twisted it around his fist as he plowed her hungrily, deep and hard and fast.  
 
    “This woman is the best ever, Captain,” Frankie groaned hoarsely. His hands gripped Ellie’s waist as he pumped her soaked pussy from below. Veins were showing on his neck. By the tight way Frankie was grabbing her, I knew that his fingers would leave marks on my wife’s waist later.  
 
    “Coming!” Ellie screamed in delight. She shuddered violently and came like thunder. This only motivated Lucio to fuck her harder. Frankie’s tight grip on her waist kept Ellie in place. 
 
    “Oh my god,” Ellie panted. She looked at me. Her eyes were fluttering. Her whole naked body was now drenched with sex sweat. “Oh my god,” Ellie squeezed her eyes shut. “I’m coming! I’m coming again!”  
 
    This time, the three of them came together. The two men ensured that both of them were balls-deep inside my wife when that happened. I saw Ellie’s eyes roll to the back of her head when Lucio and Frankie ejaculated inside her. Ellie cried in the release. Happy tears streamed down her cheeks. Lucio pulled her hair harder, and I watched as Frankie arched his back higher until his waist was shaking to make sure that his cock was fully impaled inside my wife. The two men came a long time. They groaned, and their bodies jolted as they filled her completely. 
 
    Lucio pulled out of her when he was done. He sat on the beach mat, sweating and breathing heavily, his arms on his knees. Ellie lay on top of Frankie. She was shaking. She almost fainted at that last orgasm. Almost. Frankie’s eyes were closed. Ellie turned her head in my direction and looked at me. She was still surfing the sweet tremors of her orgasm. Ellie smiled seductively when she saw that I still hadn’t come yet and that my cock was still hard. She placed her palms on Frankie’s chest and lifted herself up. She got off him and slowly crawled toward me. Her hair was messy, and her face was flushed, and Lucio and Frankie’s sticky cum was dripping down her legs. The two men, breathing heavily, watched Ellie’s round butt as she crawled towards me. 
 
    “I love you,” Ellie said to me sweetly before taking my cock in her mouth. She gave my balls a kiss first and licked my precum. Ellie gave my hard cock a few loving strokes with her hand before engulfing it fully. I was already on the brink before she crawled to me, and I came immediately into her mouth. She gave me a seductive look as I came and spurted on her throat. Ellie swallowed every drop. 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 7 
 
    “So, we did it,” I said to Ellie an hour later. We were sitting under a palm tree on the shore and watching the sea. We were still on Brero island. Lucio was back on his boat, checking something on the engine. Frankie was on the shore a couple of meters from the boat, and he was grilling barbecue for lunch. Lucio said that we could stay on this island for the whole day if we wanted to. Ellie and I looked at the blue horizon. We could see two boats in the distance. Probably fishermen or tour boats like Lucio had. 
 
    “Yes, babe,” Ellie said to me. We were sitting on a green beach mat that she had brought for the vacation. “We did it,” my wife said softly. 
 
    She turned her head to me, and we looked at each other for half a minute, reading each other’s eyes. Then we smiled at each other at the same time. 
 
    “It was amazing, right?” I said to my wife. “You came at least, well, I don’t know how many times.” 
 
    “Ummm, a lot of times,” Ellie said shyly but smiling.  
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    “Both of them are so big. Specially Lucio. I can still feel both of them inside me. I almost fainted when they, mmmm, fucked me at the same time,” Ellie said. “They fucked me hard . . .” 
 
    “You look gorgeous with two cocks in you,” I said to her. Ellie playfully patted my thigh.  
 
    “Did that turn you on, babe?” Ellie asked in an alluring voice as she rubbed my left thigh. I looked at my gorgeous wife. Ellie was now wearing a spaghetti-strapped, backless, white beach dress that reached just a few inches above her knees. I knew she was wearing nothing underneath it. 
 
    “Did that turn me on?” I repeated my wife’s question. I pulled her to me and kissed her before answering. “You saw how hard I was. Of course, it turned me on. It was so fucking hot.” 
 
    “Good,” Ellie said, satisfied. “I love turning you on. I will do it forever if I could.” 
 
    The four of us swam on the water after Lucio and Frankie fucked Ellie earlier under the mango tree. Frankie was the first one who recovered. He stood up from the beach mat where he lay, went to Ellie, squeezed her tits, opened the cotton bag, took four bottled water, and distributed them to us. Once we were hydrated, me and Ellie and Frankie ran to the ocean. Lucio walked calmly behind us, but he also followed us to the water and swam. Even though he was muscular and heavy, he was a graceful swimmer. Ellie noticed this, and she was impressed. 
 
    Frankie learned that Ellie used to swim in college, and he asked her to race him. 
 
    “You won't win against him, Ellie,” Lucio told her. “He’s the best swimmer on Guin. 
 
    “Really?” Ellie said. I knew that look of determination and competitiveness in her eyes.  
 
    “Want me to prove it, then?” Frankie asked her. He also saw the professional way my wife swims. He knew not to take her lightly. Frankie’s face was serious.  
 
    “Alright. If I win, you will not charge us for the tour. This island tour is free,” Ellie sweetly said to Lucio and Frankie.  
 
    Lucio simply shrugged and said, “okay.” 
 
    “And if I win,” Frankie grinned. “You will be mine for one hour. One hour with you by myself. No husband. No Captain. Just you and me under that mango tree. And you will do anything that I will ask you. How about that?” 
 
    Ellie looked at me as we all floated on the water. My heart was beating fast as I looked at the concentration of palm trees in the distance where Ellie got fucked earlier. If Frankie won, he would fuck my wife without me there to watch. My cock was hard under the water.  
 
    I didn’t have to answer Ellie. She knew from my face what I was going to say. 
 
    “Deal,” Ellie said to Frankie. “First to reach the shore and touch that large gray rock wins.”  
 
    Lucio watched them calmly. This would be the first time that I would bet my wife. 
 
    When Lucio clapped his hand, the race started. Ellie and Frankie were quick and graceful. They used their core muscles and kept their head down, coming out for air and breathing at the same side as the arm that was currently out of the water. It seemed like they were pushing the water backward, propelling them forward. Ellie swam like a professional, but Frankie had his own technique.  
 
    “Frankie’s been swimming on this ocean all his life,” Lucio said. 
 
    The race was very close, but it was Frankie who emerged first from the water and touched the rock. He raised both of his hands. They were far, and I couldn’t see them clearly, but I could imagine Ellie’s pout and her cute look of disappointment. Lucio seemed proud of his apprentice. Frankie hugged my wife and kissed her. He won the bet. Now he could have one hour with her. Alone.  
 
    Frankie finished grilling the barbecue, and we ate lunch under the shade of a palm tree. He climbed a coconut tree and harvested some fruit. It was a tall tree, but he was able to climb it effortlessly. It was impressive to watch. Lucio opened the fruit using a broad knife, and we drank the sweet juice inside. While we were eating, Lucio and Frankie ogled my wife’s generous cleavage.  
 
    Thirty minutes after eating lunch, I decided that I wanted to go swimming again. I asked Ellie if she also wanted to resume swimming. Clouds covered the sun, so it wasn’t too hot.  
 
    “No, baby, you go on ahead. I think I’ll rest here in the shade. Then I’ll follow you in a few minutes,” Ellie said while smiling at me. I cupped her pussy in my hand and kissed her before I went into the clear water. 
 
    I was fifty meters away from the shore when I saw Frankie approaching my wife. Lucio was on the boat, sitting on his foldable wooden chair under the shelter and reading his book. He also watched Frankie as he talked to Ellie.  
 
    Frankie was shirtless and was only wearing his beach shorts. He stretched his right hand, and Ellie reached it. She stood up, and they started walking towards the palm trees. I was too far to hear what Frankie told her, but I didn’t need to. He won the race, and now he was claiming his prize. One hour with my wife. Ellie looked in my direction, and Frankie waved at me before they entered the concentration of trees. My cock was hard. It will only be for one hour, I said to myself. 
 
    They emerged from the trees after three hours. They were holding hands. Frankie had a wide grin on his face, and he was very sweaty. He nodded at me. I was on the boat playing chess with Lucio when they emerged. I quickly jumped off the boat and walked quickly towards Ellie. 
 
    “Sorry, we took too long, man,” Frankie patted my shoulder. Lucio threw him a bottled water, and he drank it thirstily. “Just couldn’t stop, you know,” Frankie said. 
 
    Ellie had the look of a newly-fucked woman. Her cheeks were pink, and her hair was messy. She was still wearing the white sundress. Her legs were still wobbling a little. She gave me a weak but satisfied smile. She had that dreamy, contented look. 
 
    “She came twelve times,” Frankie said proudly from the boat. “Isn't that right, Ellie?”  
 
    “Ummm, that’s right,” Ellie said. She looked at me straight in the eyes. “Frankie made me come a dozen times, babe,” she told me in a cute, embarrassed voice. 
 
    At seven in the evening, Lucio and Frankie lit a bonfire. We were still on Brero island. It was a little cold that night, so they lit a fire. Lucio asked us an hour ago before it turned dark if Ellie and I already wanted to go back to our hotel in Guin. I looked at Ellie, who was sitting beside me on the green beach mat. 
 
    “Hmmm. Is it alright if we stay here just a little bit longer?” Ellie asked Lucio.  
 
    Lucio nodded. Frankie grinned at my wife, and then he stood up and collected dried palm leaves and dried branches for the bonfire. It wasn’t a big bonfire, but it was enough to provide warmth and light. 
 
    The four of us talked. We learned that Lucio Grant wasn’t really a local. He used to live in the States until he moved here four years ago. Ellie and I also learned that Frankie was in his second year in college and that he was studying mechanical engineering on a campus in the mainland. Ellie was excited for him because she is also an engineer. 
 
    Lucio went to the boat and took his acoustic guitar, and then he came back and sat down with us and played some gentle music. It was apparent that he had talent. Ellie gushed at him like a young woman admiring her crush. I closed my eyes and lay on my wife’s warm thighs. Ellie played with my hair. It was a beautiful evening. I could hear the crackling of the dry branches and leaves on the bonfire as they burn, the sound of the water hitting the rocks, the music from the guitar's string, and the sound of the leaves and branches being blown by the cool night air.  
 
    I opened my eyes and looked at Ellie, the love of my life and the woman I married. She smiled sweetly at me. I took her hand and kissed it and then closed my eyes again. 
 
    I slept. 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 8 
 
    I woke up at the sound of grunting and moaning. I opened my eyes slowly. For some reason, I didn’t want them to know yet that I was already awake. I didn’t move and regulated my breathing and looked at them through tiny slits in my eyes. 
 
    Lucio was naked and he was on top of Ellie, fucking her. Frankie was sitting and he was stroking his hard cock while watching them. Lucio was so huge that he almost covered my wife’s body. They kissed torridly. Ellie opened her mouth and accepted his long tongue. She embraced him while his huge cock went in and out of her sopping wet pussy. I could hear the soft, slurping sound as his cock pounded my wife. Ellie’s long hair was fanned out behind her, and she arched her back every time Lucio slammed into her to accept him better.  
 
    “Oh yes, yes, baby, you are so good,” Ellie panted helplessly.  
 
    Lucio spread Ellie’s long legs, and he watched her perfect tits bounce deliciously as he fucked her. Ellie came when Lucio began playing with her wet clit using his thick fingers. Her sexy body trembled, and she closed her eyes, and her head tilted back. Lucio pounded her harder while she was coming.  
 
    “Oh no, I’m coming again!” Ellie chanted. “Coming!”  
 
    Ellie almost fainted at that, and when she opened her eyes, Frankie’s large, angry cock was on her face. She was about to say something, but then he slid his cock on her mouth, and Frankie didn’t stop until his cockhead reached her throat. Ellie almost choked, but she didn’t push him away.  
 
    Lucio and Frankie fucked Ellie at the same time while I watched. One in her pussy and one in her mouth. 
 
    There was no more use in pretending to be asleep. I sat up and moved closer to them to see them better. Frankie and Lucio didn’t look at me. Their focus was on the beautiful goddess who was receiving their enormous cocks. Ellie looked at me. Her eyes were teary, and her chin and cheeks were wet with precum and drool.  
 
    “Hey, man, you’re finally awake,” Frankie grinned at me, and then he pulled out his cock from Ellie’s mouth, and then he slapped her face with it repeatedly. Her cheeks turned pink at the lewd impact. Frankie inserted his cock again in her mouth and resumed fucking her with it. 
 
    They bent her over, and the two men switched positions. Frankie gripped Ellie’s sexy waist and gave her a solid pounding from behind. Frankie started slow, and then he accelerated. Our part of the island was filled with the obscene sound of meaty slaps as Frankie hammered Ellie harder and harder.  
 
    Tears were rolling down my wife’s eyes as Lucio’s mouthfucked her. Ellie already came numerous times, and when Lucio thrust and hit the deep part of her throat, she came again.  
 
    “Fuck,” Frankie groaned from behind. “Her pussy tightens even more when she comes.” 
 
    “First class,” Frankie continued and wiped the sweat from his forehead. “This is one first-class pussy.” 
 
    “That is true, Frankie,” Lucio said in an even voice. He had Ellie’s beautiful hair wrapped around his fist. Ellie looked up at him in lust and admiration. “Mister Edward Davis here,” Lucio pointed at me without looking at me, “is one lucky son of a bitch.” 
 
    Lucio turned Ellie over and lay her on her back. I thought he was going to fuck her mouth again, but instead, he put his cock between her luscious tits. Ellie looked up at him with heavy-lidded eyes. She licked her lips and then pressed her yummy breasts together with Lucio’s thick cock in the middle. Lucio began titfucking my wife. He moved his hips back and forth, all the while gripping Ellie’s hair and tilting it down. Lucio’s cock was so big and so long that Ellie opened her mouth and sucked his cockhead every time his hips moved forward. 
 
    Frankie was smiling and nodding his head as he watched like he was receiving a life-changing lesson. “Damn,” Frankie said, impressed. “Your wife can give a titfuck and a blowjob at the same time,” he said to me. 
 
    Ellie’s neck and tits were now full of saliva and Lucio’s endless sticky precum. Ellie pressed her tits tighter on his cock, and she also pressed her legs together. I watched as her body shuddered.  
 
    Ellie came while giving Lucio Grant a titfuck. 
 
    Frankie used his captain’s foldable wooden chair when it was his turn. He grabbed it from the boat, and he sat on it. We all watched as Ellie crawled to him. Lucio slapped her butt while she was slowly and seductively crawling. Ellie looked at Frankie and licked his legs and stomach before putting his erect cock between her tits. 
 
    “Ah,” Frankie moaned, “your tits feel so good, Ellie.” 
 
    “Hmmm, thank you, Frankie,” Ellie said sweetly. She looked at me before she began worshipping Frankie’s cock using her splendid breasts. Ellie moved her body up and down, kissing and licking Frankie’s cockhead every time it reached her lips. Frankie groaned and licked his lips while watching my wife. Ellie winked at him. Lucio and I watched the seductive up and down movement of her naked body. The orange light from the bonfire reflected on Ellie’s bare skin. 
 
    “I’m gonna come, Ellie, you slut,” Frankie growled and gritted his teeth while looking down at my wife. His hands gripped the sides of the chair. He’s gonna come soon. Ellie looked up at Frankie’s sweaty face, smiled at him, licked her wet lips, and stared at him with a teasing yet innocent look on her beautiful face. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” Frankie yelled, and his body jolted, and he ejaculated ropes and ropes of cum. He shot his cum on my wife’s tits and ejaculated on her neck, face, and hair. Ellie smiled innocently at him and kept giving him a titfuck as his cock throbbed and spurted.  
 
    “Oh, Lord,” Frankie muttered. His body was still shuddering.  
 
    Ellie cleaned his cock and balls using her mouth and tongue. She also licked and slurped the cum on his thighs and stomach. Then when Ellie was sure that she had emptied Frankie’s balls, she stood up and faced Lucio and me. Then she scooped Frankie’s cum that was on her face and neck and tits. Lucio and I watched as Ellie scooped them, put them in her mouth, ate and swallowed them like it was her favorite dessert. She licked her lips while looking naughtily at us. 
 
    “Fucking whore,” Lucio said to Ellie, impressed.  
 
    Ellie looked at me. I smiled at her. Lucio’s comment made my wife blush. Frankie stood up from his chair, took a bottled water, and drank all of its content thirstily. He then sat back on the chair, breathing heavily, and watched Lucio and me with Ellie. 
 
    Ellie brushed her hair and walked over to me. She held my hands and looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Thank you for this, babe,” Ellie said gently. “I love you.”  
 
    I smiled at her, but before I could say, “I love you too,” Lucio positioned himself behind her, grabbed her legs, and lifted her up. It happened so fast, and Ellie had no time to react. She yelped adorably when Lucio lifted her off the ground in one quick and easy movement. Ellie was now facing me, her legs spread open while Lucio’s big hands were securely holding her thighs. He carried my wife like she weighed nothing. 
 
    “Hey, man,” I said to Lucio. 
 
    “It's, ummm, it's alright, babe,” Ellie said to me.  
 
    Lucio lifted my wife some more and then slowly eased her down on his dick. 
 
    “Oh, oh god,” Ellie whimpered as he stretched her again. He was slowly sliding his thick cock inside my wife but not in her dripping wet pussy. 
 
    Ellie looked at me with unfocused eyes. “Babe, oh god. I need you. Come here, please. I need your cock inside me,” she begged me in a quivering voice. 
 
    I had a raging hard-on from the sight of my beautiful wife fully exposed and waiting while another man’s dick was inside of her. What will her bosses and colleagues at work think of Ellie if they see her now? What about our friends whom Ellie and I meet every weekend for coffee, concerts, and movies? Every one of our female friends admires her, while all the male ones have a crush on her. What about the members of her book club? Or our hiking group? Or the members of the environmental non-profit organization where Ellie and I volunteer? What would they think about Ellie if they saw her now like this? Like the world’s hottest slut. 
 
    It doesn’t matter, Eddie, I said to myself. On this beach, it doesn’t matter.  
 
    Ellie gasped deliciously when I slid my hard cock in her waiting pussy. She wrapped her arms around my neck. I took her from Lucio, who was still deeply buried behind her. I was now the one carrying my wife.  
 
    “Watch your wife’s face, Edward,” Lucio told me. “Look at her eyes as I fuck her.”  
 
    He pulled back the length of his cock. “Do you want me to fuck you hard, Ellie?” Lucio asked her.  
 
    “Yes, Lucio,” Ellie answered him, but she was looking at me. “I want you to do that. I want you to fuck me hard.” She was panting. 
 
    “Yes, Captain,” Frankie said from where he was sitting, offering moral support. “Fuck that slut hard.” 
 
    I spread my legs and braced my feet on the ground while I held my wife’s thighs, my cock deep inside her.  
 
    Ellie’s eyes lighted up when Lucio began fucking her from behind. Her pussy’s grip on my cock tightened.  
 
    “Oh god, oh my god,” Ellie mewled as Lucio’s humungous cock ravaged her. She didn’t close her eyes and looked straight at me. Her mouth would open every time Lucio was pulling out, and she would bite her lower lip every time he was going back in. Sweat dripped down her chin and fell at her tits. “Oh, oh, baby, mmmm, he is fucking me so hard,” she whimpered at me. 
 
    Lucio was massive, and he was stronger than me. Every thrust he gave my wife pushed me backward even though I was doing my best to brace myself. I would fall down if this continued. So, I gritted my teeth and started thrusting too, quick and hard on my wife’s soaking wet pussy. Ellie came hard, and her eyes rolled back to the back of her head when I started doing that. She looked heavenly. She came again and again while Lucio and I pumped in and out of her in a wild rhythm, slamming her naked and wet body with our cocks. Ellie threw her head back as she was coming. 
 
    “Oh yes. I love you guys. Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” Ellie was delirious now. 
 
    Lucio and I did what she told us to do. We fucked her harder. This time Lucio and I used our knees, not just our waist. We bent our knees and then pushed upwards with all the strength and force of our body weight. Ellie was now getting fucked up and down instead of left and right. It looked like she was bouncing on our cocks. She came countless times. I looked at her, and her eyes were half-closed. I pushed the sweaty hair out of her face as her glorious tits bounced freely and her pussy clenched and spurted on our cocks. 
 
    “Ah, goddamn!” It was Lucio who came first. He gritted his teeth and threw his head back, and howled as he came long and hard and emptied his balls inside of Ellie. He gripped my wife’s beautiful hair as he jerked and ejaculated. When Lucio was done, he pulled out of her. He sat on the mat with trembling legs.  
 
    “I’m fucking coming too, babe,” I told her. 
 
    “Together!” Ellie said to me, blissed out and delirious. “Let's come, nnghh, together, please!” 
 
    Ellie came screaming in delight. If she screamed like that in the quaint neighborhood where we live in Saint Michael, all of our neighbors would hear. Ellie came in a thunderous, shocking orgasm. Her pussy clenched and tightened on my cock, which brought me over the edge. I clenched my teeth, jerked, and unloaded my seed inside of my wife’s pussy. 
 
    I lost my balance, and we fell down. The beach mat was soft and thick, so the fall didn’t hurt me. Ellie was orgasming while we were falling. She looked into my eyes and resumed riding my cock when my back hit the ground. I looked at Ellie while she was bobbing up and down on my cock. She looked wrecked. Her long hair was a mess and hung down over her shoulders. Her face and neck and tits were covered in sweat. She gave me a flirty smile, and then she licked her lips. 
 
    “More, baby,” Ellie said naughtily to me, and then she looked at Frankie and Lucio. Frankie was now standing up and stretching his arms, warming up. Lucio was drinking water. He just finished, but he was getting hard again.  
 
    “More. I want more, please,” Ellie said to us. 
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER 9 
 
    The hot tropical sun was rising when we returned to the main island of Guin. 
 
    Ellie and I were sitting on the wooden board of the boat and wearing lifejackets. She looked at me and smiled, and I kissed her lips. She whispered, “I love you” in my ear. I nuzzled at her neck and rubbed her smooth thighs, and quickly ran my hand on her pussy. Ellie moaned softly when I did that. She was still wearing the white spaghetti-strapped sundress that she wore yesterday. She wore nothing underneath it. 
 
    Lucio was holding the boat wheel. He was wearing a basketball cap and looking straight ahead. Frankie was sitting on the washboard and looking at us with a smile on his face. He looked tired. We three men looked tired with small bags under our eyes because we didn’t stop fucking Ellie until early in the morning. We all looked exhausted. Except Ellie. With her long hair being gently blown by the sea wind and her cheeks showing a rosy blush, she was as fresh as ever. 
 
    “So does that mean we only have to pay you thirty-three dollars instead of the one hundred we agreed the other day, right?” I said to Lucio.  
 
    “Why?” he asked me. 
 
    “You promised to take us to three islands for this island-hopping tour, but you only took us to one,” I said with a grin. 
 
    Lucio laughed while holding the boat wheel. “Nope, man. It’s still a hundred. And don’t pay me in cash. Just transfer it to my account when you arrive at your hotel. Just ask the receptionist for my account number.” 
 
    “Alright. No harm in trying, right?” 
 
    We passed several small islands on our way to Guin. Some are bigger than others. Some have cliffs and palm trees, and some are very small and bare with only pristine white sand on them. We also passed several tourist boats, and I noticed that most of them had the word “Grant” painted on their sides. I looked at Lucio, whose back was turned to us. I thought of asking him how many boats he really owns, but I changed my mind.  
 
    Frankie stood up and sat beside Ellie. They Frenched-kiss for a full five minutes. When they were done, Frankie stood up again and returned to his seat, like nothing had happened. 
 
    “Dolphins!” Ellie exclaimed happily, and then she took out her phone and recorded a video of them. There were at least three dozen this time. They swam magnificently in a graceful and organized way. The dolphins swam towards the direction of the sun. 
 
    “How many small islands are there?” Ellie asked Frankie. He was looking at my wife’s legs. He looked up before answering her question. 
 
    “There are eighty-eight small islands, but only a quarter of that is allowed for tourists,” Frankie answered. 
 
    “Which is the most beautiful island?” Ellie asked him.  
 
    Frankie pointed to the east. “The island of Diwa. We couldn’t see it from here. It will take two hours by boat before reaching it. It is way bigger than Brero, and it has good waves for surfing, a hidden lagoon, caves, hot springs, waterfalls, and the most beautiful beach in the entire fucking world,” Frankie said proudly to us.  
 
    “He’s right,” Lucio said, staring ahead. “But it’s a restricted and protected area. Not all tourists are allowed to go there. You will need a special permit from the operational head of the tourist department before you can go to that island.” 
 
    “Who is the head of the department?” Ellie asked him.  
 
    “I am,” Lucio said. Ellie, without looking at me, put her hand on top of my hand and squeezed it. 
 
    “Really?” Ellie asked Lucio in a flirty voice. She brushed her hair back using her hand and sat straighter. She was wearing a lifejacket, but it couldn’t hide the luscious swell of her tits. “And what do I need to do to get this very important permit?” Ellie asked him slowly while looking at him with sultry eyes. She crossed her legs, and the short hem of her white sundress inched further upwards, showing more of her smooth thighs. 
 
    Lucio grinned at my wife.  
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