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Chapter One

“You gotta’ be kidding me.”

Paige and I both leaned forward and peered into the cabin, trying to see what Ryan was looking at below deck.

Something clunked under there and a second later we heard Maceo mutter “fuck.” He popped up rubbing the back of his head. “Sorry boss,” he said, glancing at Ryan.

“You okay?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah, sure. Fine,” Maceo replied. Planting both hands on the deck he hoisted himself up. His dark hands were covered in grease.

“So, like, what’s going on?” Paige asked.

I put a hand on her back and gave it a rub through the thin cotton shirt she was wearing over her bikini.

“Engine problems,” Maceo said, wiping his hands with a dirty old rag.

Paige furrowed her brow. Her already impossibly plump lips puckered into a pout, making her look a little like a distraught toddler. “What kind of engine problems?”

Ryan and I exchanged worried glances.

Maceo took a deep breath, then smiled widely at the three of us. “I’m sorry. I don’t know. Nothing I’ve seen before. I don’t know how to fix it. I’ll have to radio in.”

Paige looked at me with an expression that said should we be worried?

I sighed. Somehow it always fell to me to ask the questions. I guess it’s because I’m a guy. Paige, despite being only twenty-five, was pretty conservative when it came to gender roles. Or maybe she was lazy. Or both. Didn’t really matter to me. She had a kickin’ bod and that’s all I really cared about. “How long’s that going to take, you think?” I asked Maceo.

He walked up the five-step ladder, then turned and hopped up into the cockpit. “We’ll know soon enough,” he said.

Ryan looked up at me and shook his head. He trudged up the ladder, put his hands on his hips and pulled his elbows back to stretch his shoulders. His Hawaiian shirt fluttered open in the breeze revealing a surprisingly cut chest and abdomen. Not bad for a fifty-something dude who drank too much. “Shit I’m sorry about this guys. Maceo’s the best, though. He’ll take care of it. Ten years of coming down here and nothing like this has ever happened.”

Paige picked up her drink, wrapped her lips around the straw and gave it a suck, then swung up onto the side deck and walked up to the bow. She folded down into a cross-legged squat before stretching out and leaning against the outside of the cockpit and staring out over the sea.

“Hey absolutely no worries, Ryan,” I said, giving him a pat on the back. He looked stressed and that was unusual for Ryan. He was usually the calm guy telling everyone else to chill out. “I’m sure it’ll just be a couple of hours and we’ll be back at the hotel. Maceo seems like a really nice guy.”

“He is,” Ryan said. “Never had a problem before. His boats are usually in ship-shape. Heh.”

Maceo leaned out of the cockpit above us.

“Any luck?” Ryan asked.

Maceo shrugged and put his hands out, palms up. “No one is calling back. Maybe Anton is away from the radio.”

Ryan sighed.

“I’m sorry, boss,” Maceo said.

“Well what do you think?” Ryan asked. “How long do you think we’re going to be out here?”

“Shouldn’t be long, boss.”

“We sailed two hours to get here. Can they get another boat out before sundown?”

Maceo paused, then shrugged.

“Oh come on, Maceo!” Ryan said, his voice rising.

Maceo looked a little ashamed.

“Okay now hang on a second,” I said, trying to soothe Ryan. “We were supposed to be out for three days, right? So we’ve had a little glitch. It’s no big deal. We spend the night on the boat. Have a little party if we have to. Get picked up in the morning, worst case scenario, right?”

“I don’t think so, boss,” Maceo said almost immediately after I’d finished. “I don’t have enough chain to anchor us here. No anchor means we’re drifting. We go where the ocean takes us. Not safe. Not at all.”

“Okay. Well what do you think we should do, Maceo?” I asked. He may have been a nice guy like Ryan had said, but he wasn’t exactly a troubleshooter.

“Uh, guys?” Paige’s delicate voice drifted toward us from around the cockpit. I leaned over the side deck to see that she’d stood up. She had her hand under the wide brim of her sunhat and had taken off her sunglasses.

“What’s up sweetheart?” I asked, sounding a little more impatient than I’d intended. Sometimes Paige didn’t really clue into the seriousness of a situation. Left it up to the men to deal with. You know, girl stuff.

“I think you should look at this,” she said.

I looked over at Ryan just in time to see the end of his eye roll. He noticed and flashed an apologetic smile. “Come on. Let’s go see what your sweet little wife is talking about,” he said, clapping me on the shoulder as he squeezed past.

You might think I’d take offence to hearing him talk that way about my wife. But Ryan and I go way back. He’s old enough to be my dad but because I didn’t have one spent a lot of time hanging out with me when I was younger. Kind of an unofficial “Big Brother” arrangement. He was just a really decent guy.

When he launched his content creation company I was the first person he called with a job offer. I laughed at him for trying to get me to leave a very lucrative, very stable digital marketing gig until he made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. We’d made a lot of money together the last few years. Yeah technically I still worked for him but really it felt more like we were partners. And yeah, Ryan had had a little crush on Paige since he’d met her. Didn’t make a big deal about it and Paige didn’t have a clue so whatever.

I followed him along the side of the boat until we came to stand on either side of Paige, peering out over the gentle azure waves. “What is it baby?” I asked, putting a hand on the small of her back.

She pointed out over the bow of the boat. “Is that an island? I think that’s an island.”

“What?” I said, squinting to try and see better in the early afternoon sun.

“Shit I think she’s right,” Ryan muttered. “I think that is an island. Hey Maceo!” He turned and nearly walked straight into Maceo.

Maceo had come up behind us and was looking out across the water.

“Hey man what island is that?” I asked.

Maceo stared at the barely visible bar of sand and the tiny swatch of palm trees behind it. After a half a minute he shook his head. “Makes no sense. No island here on the charts.”

“Maybe we drifted some already,” Ryan suggested.

Maceo shook his head again. “No islands for miles around where the engine gave out,” he explained.

Ryan’s lips formed a tight line. “Okay Maceo. Whatever you say.” He seemed pretty pissed now. “But since, you know, we’re stuck in the middle of the ocean here and there’s an island in sight over there,” he said, jabbing his finger toward the landmass, “do you want to maybe, you know, come up with a plan on how to get there or something?” He’d gone from sounding pretty pissed to downright angry.

I stepped in and raised a hand. “Okay guys. Let’s not freak out. Maceo what do you think? Ryan’s got a point. You have any oars on board or something? If nothing else we get closer to shore and you can drop anchor. Keep the boat from drifting. That sounds good, doesn’t it?”

Paige yawned, then sighed. “We could swim over,” she said.

This time I rolled my eyes. “Paige, sweetheart, I’m pretty sure we want to stay with the boat. I think Maceo would prefer that, wouldn’t you Maceo?”

“Yes boss,” he replied with a nod. He turned to Paige. “Be careful if you choose to swim. Sometimes these waters have sharks.” He turned and started heading toward the stern. “I’ll get the oars,” he called out over his shoulder.

I waited until he’d disappeared before turning to Ryan. “Hey I know you’re stressed out by this but don’t worry about it. Paige is having a good time. Aren’t you baby?”

“Yeah it’s great. Whatever,” Paige said with a shrug.

“I’m having a great time,” I went on. “We’ve got a boat full of booze and fishing lines. Maceo’s bringing up some oars. We’re gonna row this trawler over to that island and have a fire. Actually now that I put it like that it sounds like a better adventure than we’d planned, right?” I asked with a chuckle.

Ryan smirked and hung his head, a little ashamed by his own behaviour no doubt. “Shit I’m sorry. You know me.”

“Control, control, control. I know you,” I said, clapping him on the arm. “Come on buddy. Let’s crush a beer to get our strength up for our rowing workout.” I walked him down into the cabin. Pulled a couple of cold ones out of the fridge and threw him one. Cracked mine open and chugged it down.

“Wow you weren’t kidding,” Ryan said, sipping his and setting it on the table.

Maceo emerged from somewhere under the bow with two solid-looking wooden oars. He held out one to Ryan and to me.

Ryan looked at me like he was being punked. “You want to give us a hand, Maceo?” he asked.

“Somebody has to steer the boat,” Maceo said in his usual deadpan.

Ryan looked back and forth from me to Maceo a few times before starting to chuckle. He grabbed the oar, shook his head and headed up the ladder to the back deck.

I leaned closer to Maceo as I took my oar. “Hey don’t worry about him, Maceo,” I said. “Sometimes he gets a little stressed out about nothing.”

Maceo looked at me with his cool, dark eyes. “I wasn’t worried about anything,” he said. He turned, skipped up the ladder, then swivelled up the second one and disappeared into the cockpit.

I’ll admit I was a little taken aback. Not that I was the kind of guy to get indignant about being treated poorly by someone I’d hired. I wasn’t a Karen. But his reaction had been a little jarring. We’d paid a lot of money to charter the boat. We were being pretty good natured about the hiccup. Least he could do was show a little camaraderie.

But whatever. I had a beer in me and more to come. I wasn’t about to get my hackles up about a perceived affront. If Maceo wanted to be a stick in the mud then that was his problem. Planting my oar on the back deck I hauled myself up the ladder and sat on the opposite side of the boat from Ryan with my leg hanging over the edge. We both dipped our oars into the water and started rowing.

Took a while but we got a pretty good head of steam going after a few hundred strokes. Couple or three knots, I’d guess. “Hey Maceo!” I called up toward the cockpit. “How fast are we going?”

He poked his head out from up top. “Sorry boss. I turned the instruments off. I don’t want to waste the battery with the engine not working. We’ll need it for the radio later.”

I looked at Ryan, not sure how much of Maceo’s personality I’d be able to stand.

He shrugged. “Hey. At least he’s thinking ahead,” he whispered.

We both had a laugh and kept rowing.

About twenty minutes later Paige sauntered around back. She’d taken her cotton shirt off to tan and she looked insanely hot in her bikini. She had a pair of beautiful 36 double-D’s that only sagged a little. The bikini she was wearing covered up the front but not the sides of them. It was impossible for Ryan not to ogle them.

Funny thing was that didn’t bother me, either. I was kind of proud of it, actually. Paige was smoking hot and it was kind of fun knowing another man could appreciate that as much as I did.

His eyes drifted down to her hips, then her thighs and lingered there.

She had thick thighs but I liked it that way. She had a pretty phat ass, too, but in the best way. Really gave you something to hang onto when you were banging her from behind. She was a real fucking prize catch, Paige was.

“We’re almost there,” she said, putting her sun hat back on. She grabbed the railing and mounted the ladder up to the cockpit. “Hey Maceo,” I heard her say.

Funnily enough that got me a little twitchy. Not because I thought Maceo was going to try anything. He’d had a nice view of her from inside the cockpit and I’m sure he’d done his share of staring. It’s just I didn’t know him that well and now Paige was up there with practically nothing on and, well, you know. Guys will be guys, right?

I couldn’t help but start to wonder where she was standing. Next to him? With her big tits up close to him? Was he stealing glances at them or just straight up staring? Gave me butterflies in my stomach just thinking about it and I’m not the jealous type. The worry must have shown on my face.

“Hey,” Ryan said, splashing me with his paddle. “Relax. He’s not the groping type.” He flashed a lewd grin and started paddling again.

I shook off my worry with a chuckle and started paddling, too.

Couple minutes later Maceo called out. “Alright! Paddle backwards and I’ll drop anchor.” He popped out of the cockpit and darted around. Heaved the anchor out into the blue water with a splash.

I felt the boat slow, then stop as the anchor bit into the seabed. I looked over the edge to see we were in probably ten feet of pristine water. Put my oar down on the deck and walked up and into the cockpit. The view took my breath away. Both views.

Paige was standing so close to Maceo her shoulder was almost touching the dark skin of his upper arm. Her hourglass figure couldn’t have been more different than his muscled frame. I’m not a racist or anything but there was something…alluring about the juxtaposition of Paige’s lightly tanned flesh next to his. Something magical. It was weird. I had a few black friends and had never had a thought like that when Paige and I hung out with any of them. Now, out here on the open ocean with the warm breeze and the lapping waves was a whole different story.

The second view was beyond them. Through the windows of the cockpit you could see a brilliant white beach and a lush jungle beyond that. It looked like paradise. “Wow,” I whispered.

Paige turned around. She looked up at me with her big, blue eyes and tucked a stray tress of her wavy blonde hair behind her ear.

I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were hard beneath her bikini top.

That sent a funny little ripple thrumming through me, too. Was she aroused? Was she turned on standing next to big, black Maceo piloting the boat while her husband and his buddy rowed in the back? They were the most bizarre thoughts I think I’d ever had and I had no idea where they were coming from.

Paige brushed past me, turned around and put a dainty foot on the top step of the ladder. She looked up at me over her sunglasses. “Last one there’s a rotten egg,” she said before disappearing down onto the deck.

A moment later we heard a splash. A moment after that we saw Paige front crawling her way toward the beach through the water.

Maceo and I both stared at her perfect form, then watched her rise up out of the water and pull her hair back behind her head and into a pony tail.

“It won’t be her,” Maceo said quietly.

His words stirred me from my trance. I turned my head to the side and balked to see him grinning. “What?” I asked, stunned at seeing him smile.

The grin turned to a smile as Maceo turned to look at Paige again. “She won’t be no rotten egg,” he said.


Chapter Two

After debating the merits of sleeping on the boat or camping out on the beach Maceo, Ryan and I voted for the latter. Maceo said it would be good to take turns tending a fire just in case someone was out looking for us. That seemed to make sense to Ryan and I, too.

We spent another hour waterproofing the supplies we’d need for the night, then taking turns hauling them out to the island in an old cooler. By the time I got there with last load Maceo had managed to start a fire. Paige was lying on an old towel on the sand suntanning. Ryan was nowhere to be seen. I sat down next to Maceo and the fire and decided to take another stab at making friends. “You build a lot of fires?” I asked. “’Cause that’s a nice one.”

“Thank-you,” Maceo said. But nothing more.

“You try the radio again before you left the boat?” I asked, not to be deterred by his stone-cold persona again.

“I did. Still no response,” he replied.

“Well that’s alright. This place is great. Are you sure it’s not on the charts? That seems kind of impossible. Like, haven’t we mapped the whole planet with satellites by now?” I asked looking around at the beach stretching out to my side.

“It’s very strange indeed, boss” Maceo said.

I turned to him and smiled. “Hey you don’t have to keep up the ‘boss’ thing with me, man.” I held out a hand. “It’s Aaron.”

He looked at my hand and for a moment I thought he wasn’t going to take it. He did, shook it, then looked up at me and smiled. “Nice to meet you, Aaron.”

I nodded, happy that I felt like I was finally getting through to the guy. “Hey where’s Ryan?” I asked, looking around again.

“Mister Ryan said he was going on a walk. Check what’s around the bend over there,” he said, pointing to where the beach curved around the island.

“Oh,” I said. “I’m pretty sure you can drop the ‘mister’ part of that, too. I don’t think Ryan would mind.”

“Oh I think he likes it,” Maceo said. “I know his type.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant but didn’t want to pry. Ryan and Maceo had a history and who knew what had happened in the past. None of my business anyway. I was about to try and start another conversation when Paige stood up, pulled the wedgie out of her ass crack and adjusted her bikini top, then walked out in front of us and into the water. I glanced at Maceo.

His eyes were glued to her swaying hips. I’m not sure if he noticed me watching him or not. If he did he didn’t let on. Stared at Paige unapologetically until she dove beneath the gentle waves. Then he turned his eyes back to the fire and added a few small branches.

My stomach did a funny twist. Like I said I’m not the jealous type. But Maceo had very obviously just been checking Paige out. I couldn’t blame the guy. At the same time it grated on me a little. I guess just how obvious he was being about it or something. I don’t know. It was hard to put a finger on the feeling it gave me.

We both watched Paige swimming for a while, the fire sparking and crackling in front of us.

“You’re a brave man marrying a woman like that,” Maceo said out of the blue.

I looked at him to find he was staring out at Paige again as she swam toward us. Something sizzled through me. What a strange thing to say. I smirked, trying to brush it off. “Oh yeah? How’s that?”

Maceo kept his eyes glued to Paige as she emerged from the water and pulled her hair back again. With her arms up over her head her tits looked even bigger than usual. “A woman like that,” Maceo said, outlining an hourglass shape with his hands, “a woman like that is great for fucking, yeah?”

Actual jealousy fell over me. Cold and slightly enraging. I stared at Maceo not knowing how to react. Was this some kind of alpha-male thing? Was he throwing some meat out for me to size me up? See how I’d react? Whether I’d get in his face and defend my wife’s honor or whither and let him say whatever he felt like?

I did neither. In business and in life I liked to keep my hands close to my chest. Also I was a big boy. If Maceo wanted to talk about how great it would be to fuck Paige then we were going to do it on my terms. I leaned closer to him.

He turned and looked at me, his smile gone, his brow slightly furrowed.

“A woman like that? A woman like that is fantastic for fucking. Believe me.”

Maceo studied my eyes and face for a moment before starting to chuckle. The chuckle rolled out into a full laugh and pretty soon we were both laughing like we’d just had a locker room moment together and come out the other end with nobody’s face punched. Felt kind of good. Now it felt like I really was getting through to him.

“I’d be scared to marry a woman like that,” he said shaking his head as his laughter faded.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, eyeing Paige as she walked back toward her towel. “Why’s that?”

“A woman like that,” he said, making the hourglass shape again, “look at her. Look at what she’s wearing. Look at how she walks. Every man knows what she wants.”

I started to get a little hot under the collar again. Maceo didn’t seem like he was trying to get a rise out of me. It must have been a cultural thing. He probably talked like that with his friends back home. I cooled myself out and smirked. “Oh yeah? And what’s that?” I asked.

He turned and gave me a skeptical look. “Come on, boss,” he said. “Aaron. If she only walked like that in front of you I’d say she needs a good fucking from her husband. But if she’s walking like that in front of me and mister Ryan? What do you think? She wants us to turn our heads and look the other way?”

I watched Paige settle down on her towel again and pull her sun hat over her eyes. “Yeah. I guess not, huh?”

“No. She wants the attention. She craves it. It’s like a hunger or a thirst for women like that. They know they can have it any time. Any way they want. They just have to walk a certain way and dress a certain way and they have every man staring at them, yeah?”

I guess I’d never thought of it that way. I liked having a hot wife. I guess I knew other guys, guys besides Ryan, looked at her and thought things but I didn’t spend a bunch of time agonizing about it. She was a prize. And she was mine. That was what mattered. “That’s what you think, huh?” I asked.

“That’s what I know,” Maceo said, tapping a finger against his temple.

And for some reason I suddenly got the urge to walk over to where Paige was laying down, rip off her bikini and bang the ever-loving fuck out of her right there on the sand. My dick even got a little hard thinking about it. Really felt like I needed to take my mind off of that or I might actually go and do it. “You married?” I asked, turning back to Maceo.

Maceo shook his head.

“Girlfriend?” I asked.

He smiled. “A little something, yes. She’s young, though. Younger than your woman there so there is time.”

“Time?”

“Time before we have a family. We’ll get married first, though and for that you need the money.” He rubbed two fingers against his thumb. “Besides she’s pretty, too. Not as pretty as miss Paige but fair enough. She needs to have some life first. Know a dick or two besides mine,” he said, chuckling.

I raised an eyebrow and couldn’t help myself from staring at Maceo. Was he being serious? “You let your girlfriend…you let her like, sleep with other guys?” I asked, scoffing in case that wasn’t what he’d meant.

He shrugged. “If she wants.”

I balked. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

He looked at me frowning. “No I’m not joking. It’s alright because it will make us closer when we’re husband and wife.”

“What?” I squawked.

“She’ll know we have something she didn’t have with no one else before.”

“What?” I asked, bewildered.

“Love. Love is different than just a fuck, yeah?”

It was all kind of mind-blowing. I mean, yeah, love was different than just a fuck but I’d certainly never thought of it that way. I loved fucking Paige, I knew that. And of course I loved her. We were married. But to hear Maceo being so casual about sex was…extraordinary.

We sat there with the fire crackling in front of us and Maceo feeding it the occasional log.

After a while my curiosity got the better of me. “Hey so you don’t get, like, jealous or anything? If you know she’s with another guy?”

He scowled. “She doesn’t bring them home, Aaron,” he said, seeming stunned that I’d asked the question. “She has her business, I have mine. It’s an understanding.” He poked at the fire with a stick. “We are very happy,” he added.

“Hey that’s cool, man,” I said, hoping I hadn’t offended him. “Everybody’s got their thing, right?”

“That’s right,” Maceo said. “Everybody has their thing.”

I saw motion out the corner of my eye. Turned to see Ryan walking down the beach toward us. As he came up he kicked at the sand. Almost got me in the eye. “Hey thanks ass hole,” I said, wiping myself off. “What’d you find?”

“Nothing. Beach and water and sky. Some coconuts.”

“Well then grab me a beer and let’s get to work. Maceo? You want a cold one?”

“I don’t drink beer,” he said. “I’ll have a little something later. When the sun goes down.”

“Cool,” I replied.

Ryan grabbed two beers out of the cooler and tossed one at me.

I caught the can, cracked it and took a swig. It tasted glorious under the hot afternoon sun.

Paige rose up onto her elbows and looked at us from underneath her hat. “Hey! Do I get one of those?” she asked.

“I’ll get it,” I said to Ryan, who was already reaching in for another one. He plucked it out and tossed it to me. I walked across the hot sand to where Paige was lying and sank down onto my knees next to her. My eyes wandered down her curvy frame, the base of my brain still bubbling with a strange arousal from my conversation with Maceo minutes earlier.

Paige slid her sunglasses down her nose and looked at me over top of them. She flashed a sultry half-smirk, half-smile. A pleased acknowledgement that she’d seen me checking her out.

Which got me even more worked up. Maceo was right. I could see it clear as day now. Paige did like attention. And it wasn’t like I hadn’t known that before. I guess I just hadn’t thought about it all that much. She could certainly get my attention whenever she wanted it. I’d just never thought she was out for other men’s attention as well.

The thought hardened my arousal into a thick column running from the base of my brain, down my trunk and straight between my legs. My cock swelled with a hungry need for Paige. A bunch of questions were still buzzing inside my head. Why, exactly, would Paige crave something like that? She was married to me, after all. Did it help her feel confident? Sexy? Was it as innocuous as that or did it run deeper? Did she think of other men in that way when they looked at her in her skimpy bikini? Did she entertain fantasies about them?

That ratcheted up my desire another few notches. I didn’t feel particularly jealous, either. I was a catch. Not to sound conceited but I thought of myself as good looking. Worked out a lot. Brought home the bacon. Paige lived like a spoiled princess thanks to me. It wasn’t like I had anything to worry about. Maybe if some handsome billionaire swooped in and swept her off her feet I’d have a problem. But guys like Ryan or Maceo? Not a lot to worry about there.

So why the fuck would she parade herself around in a bikini like that, trying to draw those men’s eyes to her ample assets?

“Are you gonna’ open that for me?” Paige asked, glancing at the beer I was holding.

The question dragged me out of the dark depths of my brain and back into the sunshine. Setting my own beer down I cracked the one I’d brought for Paige and handed it to her. I sat down on the sand next to her, arms on my knees.

Paige took a sip of her drink then set it down in the sand next to her. “You should go for a swim. The water’s dreamy,” she said before lying back down.

I stole a sideways glance at her. My cock throbbed between my legs as my eyes drifted down to her bikini bottom. It was small enough that when she was lying down you could just make out the first plump hint of her labia.

She had the prettiest pussy I’d ever fucked. A peach-shaped bulge with a line running down the middle. Tight as a vise and wet-hot slippery. Suddenly the vision of Maceo’s dark dick splitting it open and slipping in ballooned in my mind and took my breath away. I looked the other way to see him wandering back and forth between the fire on the beach and the treeline dragging more branches for fuel. “I think I got enough of my swim on ferrying shit back and forth from the boat,” I said.

Paige didn’t respond.

My head started spinning a little. No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t tear my mind away from Maceo’s description of the arrangement he had with his girlfriend. Or his theory that women like Paige wanted the attention of men. All men. It all twisted together inside me in a way I can’t quite explain. It was a little like being pushed to the edge of a cliff.

Paige and I got along great. She liked nice things. I liked providing them. She was a panther in the sack and rarely rejected me. And we weren’t all touchy-feely about emotions and shit like some couples I knew. Didn’t need therapy. Didn’t have to constantly be sharing things with each other or being all lovey-dovey. It was our own arrangement and it worked really fucking well.

So why did I suddenly feel the impulse to kick it all down? To tear a hole in it and poke at whatever was inside? To change something.

It obviously had something to do with what Maceo had said. Knowing that his girl might be out there working down another guy had rattled me. How did a guy deal with that? He seemed so calm about it. I thought of myself as calm. But would I be able to handle a situation like that? How would I react if Paige hooked up with someone else? Because Maceo being so chill about it seemed like a serious man up on his part. So fucking masculine that he wasn’t threatened by his girl letting another man rub into her. I thought of myself as masculine. Would I be man enough to deal?

Like any guy I can get a little worked up sometimes. But unlike most guys the better part of me usually wins out. I talk myself down, rationalize away whatever feelings are compelling me to act and just generally chill out. Usually. This proved to be not one of those times.

“You want to hear what Maceo had to say about you?” I asked, turning to look at Paige.

Paige didn’t flinch. Lay there with her sun hat keeping the sun off her face looking like she was sleeping.

I waited a good minute for her to respond.

No answer.

I stuck out my leg and poked her calf with my big toe. “Hey,” I said.

“What?” Paige asked, pulling the brim of the hat off over her eyes and scowling.

“Did you hear me?”

“Hear you say what?” she asked, acting pretty put out by the interruption to her sunbathing. She was being pretty nonchalant about this whole stranded-on-a-deserted island situation.

I found it pretty hard to believe she hadn’t heard me. Had she really been sleeping? “I said do you want to hear what Maceo had to say about you?”

She flashed a puzzled, slightly irritated looking frown. “Uh, sure. I guess. Whatever.” And that was Paige. She didn’t let on to caring about much save for the baubles that made her smile.

Normally I liked that. I liked her unending ennui with the world. Liked the fact that I could provide her that privilege. I liked that she didn’t get fazed easily or hysterical like some women. But this time I found it a little enraging. I had some good gossip and she was acting like she didn’t care at all. Which only made me want to stir shit up all the more. But I wasn’t getting dragged into whatever game she was playing. I was going to do this on my terms. “Alright. Suit yourself,” I said, shrugging and gazing out over the water.

The next few minutes were excruciating. I sat there stewing in my own displeasure at Paige, trying to think of a clever way to casually slip my morsel into some future conversation. I even got a little irritated with Paige for stonewalling me, which almost never happened.

“Well? What?” she finally asked. “Are you gonna’ tell me or not?”

I stifled the wide grin I’d almost cracked. Imagined this must be what a chess player feels like, making a move out of nowhere, turning the tables on his opponent and taking them by surprise. Not that Paige and I were in competition or anything. But isn’t there a bit of that in all marriages? Doesn’t everyone want the upper hand a bit at times? “Huh?” I said, feigning that I’d lost interest, even forgotten about whatever conversation we’d been having.

Paige looked up at me from under her hat with an irritated scowl. “Maceo? What did he say?” she asked, playing right into my hand.

“Oh that! Right.” I chuckled to make sure she knew that whatever I was about to tell her was no big deal. Plucked out the part of Maceo’s hypothesis I thought would most get under her skin. “He said you’re wearing that bikini because you like attention.”

Paige tilted her head to one side, one corner of her mouth curling up in a disdainful snarl. “What?” she said, shaking her head. “Whatever.” She pulled her hat back over her eyes and folded her hands across her belly.

It was an infuriatingly understated reaction.

I’d wanted to poke her insides, get her riled up, maybe figure out what was going on in her head about something like that. All I got was her usual bored annoyance. And by that point I was too juiced up on my own testosterone to keep worrying about stupid head games with Paige. If she wasn’t going to play ball and get upset or intrigued by what I had to say there were other things she was good for. “Hey,” I whispered, rolling on my side next to her and leaning on an elbow. “You want to go make out in the jungle?”


Chapter Three

Paige was never one to mince words. She didn’t need a whole lot of reasons to get some fucking done, either. She liked it. And I really liked that about her. She sat up, crossed her legs and looked sideways at me, pulling her glasses back down her nose to look me in the eyes. “What’s got you all worked up?” she asked.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. You in that fucking bikini. What? I’m a guy. I see a body like that and I want to fuck. So what?” I babbled. And I hated that. I never got tongue tied. Now I felt all twisted up and like I couldn’t talk.

She gave me a suspicious looking frown. “What was all that stuff about Maceo? Are you being weird? You’re being weird.”

“I’m not being weird. Come on. We haven’t done it in like two days or something.”

“You just got a blowjob at the resort last night. Thanks for remembering,” she said, rolling her eyes.

Fuck.

“Aw babe, fuck. Don’t be like that. I just meant, like, you know, actual fucking.”

“I thought you just wanted to make out?”

It became clear that we were on the cusp of some pointless, possibly endless back and forth about what constituted sex or how what I’d said two minutes ago was at odds with what I was saying now. I had an aching hard on and my balls were full. The situation demanded a more aggressive approach. I leaned closer to her and kissed her on the arm. Put a hand on her stomach then let it creep up to cup her left tit. Beautifully soft.

She looked over at Maceo and pulled my hand away from her boob. “Whatever. Weirdo. Come on.” She stood up and brushed the sand off her ass. Turned and started walking toward the palm trees.

I scrambled up after her and cast a quick glance over to the fire. Ryan and Maceo were huddled around it, chatting.

When he saw us moving, Ryan cracked a grin. “Hey!” he called out. “Where you guys going? Just so we know?” He knew exactly where we were going. Ryan was a player and there’d been plenty of times he’d emerged from his office rosy-cheeked and smiling, a bashful young thing coming out after him and blushing her way to the elevator.

I flipped him the bird and he started cackling.

Paige pretended not to notice or didn’t care. Just kept walking until she disappeared into the lush greenery.

I jogged in after her to find her standing with her arms folded under her boobs, wearing a smug smile. But as soon as I walked up and put my arms around her the smile turned genuine and she tilted her head back and let me kiss her. My hands wandered up and down her soft flesh, one palming one of her tits, the other sliding down between her legs. My cock throbbed at the sticky wetness that had soaked her bikini. That really turned my crank. For some reason, maybe our conversation, Paige had started lubricating. I would have liked to think it was just her body’s natural response to knowing I was about to fuck her. I couldn’t help but wonder if my little nugget of gossip about what Maceo had said might have greased her pussy a little faster than usual.

A need to dominate her surged through me. I wrapped her hair around a fist and spun her around.

She gasped and arched her back, rounding out her generous ass.

I grabbed her wrist and pressed her hand against the trunk of a palm tree, then did the same with the other. Looked down just as she pushed her feet a little further apart, wide enough to let me slide into her easily. I leaned in and sucked on her neck then pressed my cheek against hers. “You’re so fucking hot,” I whispered.

She giggled. Not an innocent, schoolgirl tee-hee, either. You know the sound. A laugh that said yeah, duh, I know. And, more importantly what are you going to do about it?

I reached down and dropped my shorts. My cock sprang out. I grabbed it and gave it a few strokes. The pressure that had been building in my balls swelled out.

Paige took a hand off the tree, reached around behind the small of her back and slipped a finger under her bikini string. She pulled the tiny string down and out of her ass crack. Left it half-way down her thigh then reached back up, grabbed her ass cheek and pulled it to one side to welcome me in.

“Oh fuck, baby,” I cooed as I stepped toward her. I sucked in a breath when the tip of my cock pressed against her steaming cunt. “What are you all fucking worked about?” I growled at her playfully.

“What are you all fucking worked about?” she echoed back.

I nearly blurted it all out. For some reason the thought of telling her that I was turned on by thinking of her and Maceo was really, really hot. But like I said, I like to keep my cards close to my chest. Even with Paige. Power, after all, is all about controlling the flow of information. I didn’t need an MBA to figure that one out. And while fucking my wife wasn’t a business deal it wasn’t that different, either. The less she knew about my motivations the easier it was for me to shape the outcome that I wanted. “I’m all worked about fucking your tight little pussy,” I whispered into her ear. I pushed the head of my cock into her at the same time.

She drew in a breath and pushed back against the tree trying to get more of me inside her. Her lips parted and she tried to look over her shoulder at me.

I smiled because that was one thing I knew I could count on. Paige loved my dick. Not to be too full of myself but I had a pretty good tool. Seven inches and reasonably thick. It touched good parts inside her. The times when Paige was so-so about sex all I had to do was stroke myself to hardness and get her hand on it for a while. She caved almost every single time. I loved the feeling that gave me. That was power. Having your girl so hooked on your cock you could get her to spread her legs any time you wanted? That was a good relationship right there. I let my hand fall away from her hair and reached around to knead her tit. “I want to hear you beg for it,” I said.

She scoffed and sighed but I knew she didn’t mean it. All it took was pushing another inch into her then pulling it back out, leaving the head throbbing inside her. I felt her shudder at the void it created in her vagina.

“Do it,” I growled.

“Fuck, Aaron,” she whispered. “I want it, alright?”

“Say it like you mean it. I know you mean it,” I demanded. I dipped into her again and pulled out.

“Fuck!” she squeaked. “Fuck my pussy,” she said with a whimper. Her pussy was really starting to drool now.

I could feel thick rivulets of her juices running down my cock and coating my balls. I grabbed her by the hair and gently yanked her head back. “You know what I want.”

She pushed against the tree trying to work herself onto me. “I want your dick inside me,” she mewled.

I grinned. “That’s better,” I said. I looked down at my cock, stretched her other ass cheek sideways and pressed it into her until my pelvis settled against her ass. “Oh fuck that’s tight,” I groaned.

Paige started rocking back and forth. Grinding her ass against me, then pulling back, coaxing me to start fucking the way I knew she wanted. The way she needed.

I matched her rhythm and we started bumping against each other. Each time I speared my prick into her a gush of her clear lubricant would sluice out of her cunt. She got so wet her pussy started squishing with each thrust. I grabbed her tit again and squeezed it. The circuits in my brain snapped and crackled. I fell into that space you get into when you’re fucking and don’t give a shit about anything else in the world. “Yeah?” I asked as Paige whimpered again. “You like that? You like that you dirty little slut? Walkin’ around and showing off your tits and ass. That what you like? You like all the boys staring at you?”

Her eyes shot open. Out of nowhere her body started shaking. Her pussy clamped down so hard on my cock it felt like she was trying to pop it off my body.

“Holy fuck,” I groaned at the intense pressure at the root of my prick.

A shuddering breath escaped her and her toes turned in in the sand. Her jaw fell and her whole body shook with an orgasm.

I’m pretty sure that was the fastest she’d ever come. And all from a little dirty talk about being an attention whore. A little slut. It pulled all of the triggers in my mind. My hands fell to her hips and I started pounding the ever-loving fuck out of her tight snatch. The muscles in my jaw clenched. I felt the muscles between my legs flex and, a moment later, a hot load of ejaculate went shooting through my shaft and into Paige’s tight pussy.

Still pounding her hard I pressed a fist against my mouth to stifle the roar that would have really got Ryan and Maceo laughing.

Paige stood up on her tiptoes and twerked against my pelvis, one hand falling between her legs to finger her clit and try for another one.

I pounded through the thickest fog of my pleasure and, just as I felt the last of my jizz leave me and my cock start to soften, felt Paige’s pussy squeezing around it again as she came a second time. I kept thrusting until she reached back and pressed her fingers against my abdomen. I drove in and out slowly a few more times then eased myself out.

Paige leaned forward, cheek pressed against the trunk of the palm tree.

I stepped back to get an eyeful of my handiwork. It was nasty hot. There was a thick trail of sperm running down the inside of her thigh. Her peach-fuzz pubic hair (soft not wiry) was all wet and matted down. The perfect seam of her labia were lewdly stretched apart. As the echoes of her orgasm reverberated through her I saw her lips pulsing, pushing out the semen I’d spent inside her.

She looked over her shoulder at me and wiggled her ass. Our eyes met. “Pervert,” she said, smirking as she pulled her bikini back up. She must not have realized there was ejaculate running down her leg. It got all smeared by the string of her thong. She opened her legs wider and put a hand between her legs. “Oh shit,” she said, looking around. “Can you, like, get me a leaf or something.”

I was happy to oblige. But there was something I had to do first. I turned her around, put my hand on her chin and plunged my tongue into her mouth in a deep kiss.

Paige kissed back, our tongues rolling over each other in our mouths.

“That was really fucking hot,” I said, pulling away.

She did her smirk-smile thing. “Yeah it was pretty hot,” she admitted.

I grabbed a leaf and watched Paige clean up the mess I’d made.

***

Maceo went fishing that afternoon and after the sun had set we cooked up the catch over the fire. Ryan and I were trying to ration the beers since we had no idea how long we were going to be stuck there. Which was kind of a drag because there wasn’t much to do at night on a deserted island besides getting drunk. It came as a pleasant surprise when Maceo pulled out a handle of Jamaican rum and asked if we wanted any.

Paige wasn’t much of a drinker. Tired after a day of surf and sun, she said goodnight when the booze came out and walked off to the makeshift tent Maceo had pitched, a tarp strung up on a line between two sturdy palm trees.

I couldn’t ignore the way Ryan and Maceo stared at her before she disappeared. They made no attempt to hide it and I knew what was on their minds. They waited until she disappeared into the shelter before they both turned to me, grinning.

I rolled my eyes and took a sip of the rum Maceo had poured out for me. The alcohol sent a nice warmth down into my stomach.

“Nice bang on the beach this afternoon, boss?” Maceo asked.

I looked at him sideways, a little irritated by his directness. We were all adults. Adults do adult things. There was no need to act like a bunch of creepy perverts about it. “I told you you could cut out that ‘boss’ shit, Maceo,” I said.

“Hey easy man!” Ryan said. “He was just joking around. Fuck. What’s got your hackles up?”

“Nobody’s got their hackles up,” I muttered.

“Dude. We’re just messing with ya’. What do you want from us? Your wife is smoking hot, strutting around with nothing but a piece of string between her legs, her tits almost falling out of that bra.”

Irritation flared up inside me at Ryan taking Maceo’s side and talking like that about Paige. What was his game, I wondered? Sure we joked around about Paige now and again. This was different. I barely knew Maceo. I guess I thought Ryan would have had my back. Still, I didn’t need either of them finding out anything about my weird arousal that afternoon. I forced a smile and shook my head at both of them. “Okay guys. You got me. I have a hot wife,” I said, taking another sip of my drink. “I’ll tell her to put some clothes on tomorrow.”

“Not on our account,” Maceo said. They both started chuckling.

Ryan reached around the fire and gave me a soft punch on the arm. “Hey. It’s me, remember? Get over it. It’s just smack talk. Have a sense of humor, bud.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, trying to sound as casual as I could. The thing was my mind hadn’t stopped whirring after I’d gotten laid. Normally a nice calm settled over me after I fucked. But this time it just kept on spinning. Throwing up one improbable scenario after another. Three guys and one woman on a deserted island. Rescue doesn’t come for a while. The two that aren’t married start to get a little…itchy.

It was ridiculous because Ryan and I were like brothers. I knew he wasn’t going to go all Lord of the Flies on me. Maceo seemed like a decent enough guy, too. What was troubling, though, was that every time I thought of that scenario I’d pop a hard on so stiff I felt like I was going to have to slip back into the forest and stroke one out to get it to come down. Something about the thought of curvy Paige getting it on with another man made me feel like I was being boiled alive from the inside out.

“Maceo you try the radio before the sun went down?” I asked.

Maceo shook his head. His lips formed a tight line as he swallowed a gulp of rum. “I don’t know what’s going on back home,” he said, shaking his head again. “But I don’t want you to worry. Maybe Anton had a problem with his radio. I’ll try again tomorrow. But if that doesn’t work he will know something’s not right when he doesn’t hear from me for twenty four hours. He will send someone out looking. He’ll call the coast guard. If we’re here more than two nights I’ll send a pan-pan.”

“Pan-pan?” I asked.

“It’s like a mayday but not as urgent,” Ryan said.

I looked from Ryan to Maceo. “Why not just do that now?” I asked.

Maceo looked at Ryan, as if hoping he’d explain.

“You don’t want to just go doing that to often here,” Ryan said. “It’s not like back home where they come out and help you and that’s it. If you do it too often it’s…you know. It’s like crying wolf.”

“I mean we are stranded out here, right?”

“Yeah,” Ryan admitted. “But we’ve got grub. We’ve got booze. We’ve got…”

I could tell he was about to make a joke about Paige. I was glad he stopped himself.

“We’ve got everything we need. Let’s give it a little time. If we have to do it we can say we were out here a few days and started getting worried. They won’t be as cranky.”

I sighed. “Whatever. I guess you’re right,” I admitted. “It’s not really too bad out here, actually. Kind of like a vacation from our vacation but without a whole bunch of other tourists.”

Maceo grinned at that. “That’s the spirit, Aaron,” he said, patting me on the arm.

I smiled and raised my glass. “You guys want to get fucked up on rum?” I asked.


Chapter Four

I don't remember a whole hell of a lot about the rest of that evening. I have a vague recollection of consuming three more glasses of Maceo’s rum and chasing them with beers from the cooler. There’s also a foggy memory of wading into the dark waters with Ryan, our arms around each other’s necks, drunkenly singing ninety-nine bottles of beer on the wall.

What I do remember very clearly is waking up the next morning under the blazing sun, my head pounding as punishment for the previous evenings transgressions.

I was lying down, one cheek on the beach, my mouth full of sand. Squinting against the blinding light I hauled myself up onto all fours and dry-heaved as my body tried to rid itself of what poison was left in my bloodstream.

It took a minute to get my bearings. To remember where I was and who I was with. I looked out over the water to the boat bobbing on the waves. Looked down the beach to see Ryan in a similar position to the one I’d been in, arms and legs akimbo, snorting sand as he snored, still in a deep sleep. Then I swung my head lazily toward the makeshift tent Maceo had set up the day before and my heart skipped a beat or three.

Maceo crawled out on his hands and knees. Naked as the day he was born and obviously unaware that I was watching, he stood up and brushed the sand off his knees. He cut a far more formidable figure without clothes on. Years at see had toned his chest and arms. There was a pronounced “V” shape to his abdomen, pointing down to what looked like sprinter’s thighs. The guy was cut.

But what struck me most was the length and girth of his sexual apparatus. His dick, a stalactite of dark flesh dangling between his legs, was thick as an orange and reached two thirds of the way to his knees. It ended in a swollen head, the ridge of which matched the thickness of the root of his prick. Behind it hung two heavy, pear-shaped testicles ensconced in a stretched and wrinkled scrotum.

I’m not attracted to men’s penises. But I couldn’t for the fucking life of me take my eyes off this thing. It was so exaggerated an organ it seemed almost cartoonish. Unnecessary. Who needed that much reproductive muscle? What did it take to inflate the thing? I couldn’t help but think that getting an erection with a cock like that would cause a serious drop in blood pressure.

I’m not sure how long I stood there staring. I only know that when I finally looked up Maceo was looking back and seemed totally unperturbed by either his nudity or my attention.

When he started walking toward me my awe wore off. My mind scrambled. Alarms started going off inside my head. A response no doubt honed my millennia of natural selection. Where in the fuck was Paige?

As Maceo walked toward me I felt my chest swell. Alternating waves of hot and cold washed over me. The devastating possibilities of Maceo’s nakedness began to filter through the panic screaming through me.

Paige had slept in the tent. I’d seen her get into it myself. That part of the previous evening I remembered. And now I’d just watched Maceo crawl out of that same tent. Had she seen him? Had she been awake when he slipped in? Had there been enough light in there for her to see his equipment? And, most importantly and most terrifyingly infuriating, had she — when presented with such an imposing specimen of maleness — been able to resist it?

That last one should have had me laughing. Normally it would have. Because even if Paige had seen it, ofcourse she hadn’t immediately rolled over onto her back and spread her legs. That would be preposterous.

But I think my own reaction to seeing it colored my imagination. If I, a heterosexual male, had a hard time looking away what would a beautiful woman’s reaction be to an absolutely shredded black man crawling into her tent with a dong like that? Wouldn’t it make her the slightest bit curious? The slightest bit interested?

The questions sent warm shivers racing down my spine. I guess there were slivers of jealousy somewhere in there. Not enough to bother me. What bothered me more was my fascination with the fantasies I’d had the day before. Now, with Maceo in front of me, they seemed twice as potent. Ten times as intriguing.

“Morning boss,” Maceo said, rubbing his left pec with his hand.

I didn’t even care about the ‘boss’ thing. “Morning Maceo,” I said.

He nodded. “Looks like it’s going to be another beautiful day.”

“Looks that way,” I replied.

We eyed each other for a few more moments before Maceo stepped to the side. “Well I think I’ll start the day with a swim,” he said.

I turned and watched him walk towards the water. “Hey Maceo?” I asked just as he stepped in.

“Hey?” he asked over his shoulder.

“Where’s Paige?”

He jerked his thumb back toward the tent. “Still sleeping,” he said.

The blood drained from my face as I turned to look at the tent again. So Paige was in there. Still sleeping, which was good, I suppose. But the fact was that she’d spent the night lying next to Maceo and his monster penis. What did that mean? Had she woken up in the middle of the night and seen it? Was she now aware of what he was packing?

The dull ache in my groin made me look down between my legs. I gasped as I realized that I, too, was completely naked. More embarrassing was the fact that I was sporting a giant erection, my cock pointing straight to the tent.

I didn’t remember taking my shorts off the night before either. What had I been doing? Skinny dipping? A look down the beach revealed my shorts in a wet pile on the sand a few dozen feet away from where Ryan was still snoring.

I heard Maceo dive into the water behind me. Suddenly my hangover had evaporated. My heart was pounding inside my chest. I don’t know if you can feel calm and panicked at the same time but that’s the closest I can come to what I was experiencing. My leg lifted without me willing it. One foot fell in front of the other in heavy steps and I found myself walking toward the tent.

When I got to the entrance I dropped to my knees and peered inside. Another bolt of panic rocked through me. Paige was lying on her stomach, one arm above her head. She was completely naked. Her bikini was nowhere to be seen. A wave of warm nausea welled up through me. Maceo and Paige had slept together naked in the fucking tent. Had something happened? Had they done anything?

Somewhere in the back of my mind a voice was whispering. You need to take charge of this. Confront her. Put your foot down and demand to know if she’d cheated on you with this dark stranger. That voice, though, was very distant.

My body was telling an entirely different tale. My cock was throbbing between my legs. So hard it was painful and demanding release. Staring at Paige’s beautiful, curvy body all I could think of was Maceo on top of her, guiding that dark column of man-meat in between the orbs of her ass. Spreading her cheeks apart the way I had the day before and slipping his muscle between them. Stretching out Paige’s tight little pussy while she mewled and squealed and squirmed beneath him.

I looked down to see a drop of precum had beaded at the tip of my prick. I jumped when Paige stirred. I thought of retreating. There were questions running through my mind I wasn’t sure how to deal with. If I crawled over to her and started peppering her with questions about infidelity what would that look like? I’d look like a jealous wimp of a husband, paranoid about whether his wife had been unfaithful.

That wasn’t me. At the very least that wasn’t who I wanted to be. I took a deep breath and managed to suppress the emotions that were threatening to breach the dam within me.

Paige drew in a deep breath, turned her head and slowly opened her eyes. A serene smile stretched across her lips at seeing me.

All I could think was is that the smile of a woman who’s been satisfied by a big, black dick? Maceo’s dick?

“Hey baby,” she whispered, her voice froggy from sleep. Her eyes drifted down between my legs. Her smile stretched wider. “You want me to take care of that for you?” she asked.

Without answering I crawled over to her and swung my leg over her thighs. I crawled up until my cock rested in the crack of her ass, mounting her like an animal. I couldn’t stop my imagination from running away, conjuring the vision of Maceo doing this very thing. Of Paige arching her back and raising her ass, presenting herself for him. My cock throbbed painfully.

“I’m so sleepy,” Paige whispered, still smiling. “You mind just doing me like that?”

The question was on the tip of my tongue. Did you fuck Maceo? It was preposterous. Because if she had wouldn’t she be feeling guilty? Ashamed? Wouldn’t she be tearfully confessing and not offering her tight hole to me to relieve my erection?

The obvious answer to all of this was yes. If she’d fucked Maceo she would not be acting the way she was acting now. That much I knew about her. But there was the smallest, tiniest fraction of a chance that she had and that she was lying about it and that now, instead of admitting her mistake, she was appeasing me by letting me fuck her and not planning on telling me anything.

It should have been a terrifying proposition. Instead it was thrilling and arousing and made me feel more alive than I’d ever felt. I leaned over her and kissed her gently on the cheek. “Did you get a good sleep?”

“Mmhmm,” she purred, nodding her head. “I slept like a baby. Isn’t that funny? With all of this going on and under this tent? I didn’t wake up once.”

A certain relief deflated my outlandish idea that Paige and Maceo had been up all night fucking. I couldn’t let go of the idea completely.

“How was your sleep?” Paige asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “I was passed out on the beach,” I said.

Her smile faded and a frown formed on her expression. “Oh. That doesn’t sound very comfortable.”

“I don’t remember a thing,” I said.

“You didn’t sleep in here?”

My chest tightened. “No,” I said. “Why?” This was it. This was the path to enlightenment and it had presented itself all on its own. I was about to find out what terrible thing might have happened in my drunken absence.

“Oh it’s just funny I thought I heard you crawl out just a few minutes ago,” she said.

“Oh,” I replied. I looked down at my cock. Drawing my hips back I pushed it down with two fingers and rubbed it gently against Paige’s warm peach of a pussy. Parted her lips with my cock head. A trickle of her wet dribbled out and coated the tip of my prick. “That was Maceo,” I said.

I don’t know why. I could have kept my mouth shut and not said anything. There was no reason she needed to know it had been him. It wouldn’t change anything. But telling her felt like opening a door. A door to a strange and unexpected place. A place we’d never been. A place as warm and inviting as her tight entrance.

Paige got up onto her elbows. She turned her head to one side, looking out the entrance to the tent to the sun-bleached sand beyond. “Really?” she asked.

“Really,” I replied. I eased my head forward and slid half of my shaft into her.

She bit her lip and pushed back against me. “That feels good,” she said.

“Feels really good,” I whispered. I pulled back and slid in a few more times, lubing up my cock with her slick. Shuffled my knees forward then pressed my hips forward and slid the rest of the way in.

Couldn’t help the reel of questions that started to play in my mind on repeat. Does her pussy feel different? Looser, maybe? Is that just her wetness or is there something else in there? Is that Maceo’s sticky semen I’m feeling?

That last one took the wind out of my lungs. My cock flexed inside Paige.

She let out a slight moan and wiggled her ass against my stomach. Turned her head to look sideways at me over her shoulder again. “Hey Aaron?” she said.

“Huh?” I asked, still thrusting slowly but a little deeper.

“You think he saw me naked?”

My body’s reaction to the question was instantaneous. My cock throbbed inside her again. My balls drew up and I had to freeze and try to ignore the hot wetness around my prick.

Looking down at Paige’s expression sent a fresh swell of arousal through me. It nearly knocked me over the edge. Her usual half-bored, half-bitchy expression was gone. She looked a little shy, a little curious and a little puzzled.

By what? I wondered.

Was her mind performing the same gymnastics as mine? Were similar inappropriate possibilities presenting themselves? Was she imagining the same very dark things I’d been contemplating?

Or was she regretting that she’d missed the moment? That she’d missed the precious attention Maceo was so convinced she craved? Was she lamenting the fact that Maceo had ogled her and she hadn’t been awake to see?

There was an energy sizzling between us. One I was sure she felt as well.

Holding myself inside her I leaned lower. “I…I’m pretty sure he did,” I said. “I just watched him get out of the tent.”

Paige sucked her lower lip into her mouth and chewed it for a few seconds. She craned her neck until she locked eyes with me. “Sorry,” she whispered. “Does that bother you?”

“Not really,” I replied. “Does it bother you?” I asked.

She hesitated for a few moments then shook her head. “Not really,” she echoed.

A need I’d never felt gripped me. Paige looked so beautifully vulnerable in that moment. It was like I was seeing her with fresh eyes. I’d never have described the beginning of our relationship as me falling for her. She was a hot piece of ass. That’s why I’d married her. Maybe that sounds shallow but people hook up for all kinds of reasons.

But what I was going through in that tent with my dick stuffed up inside her was some Hallmark shit. My heart felt all soft and…smushy. I wanted to know Paige in a way I’d never cared about knowing another person. I wanted to connect. “Baby?” I whispered, a shake in my voice.

“What is it?”

“I…I love you,” I said, drawing my cock out and slipping it back in.

Paige blinked a few times and looked sideways like she wasn’t sure what to say. “I…I love you too,” she finally whispered.

Got me right by the throat. “You want me to tell Maceo not to do that anymore?” I asked, thrusting slowly again so I didn’t spill.

“I don’t know,” Paige said. “Whatever.”

I jabbed into her harder, elated that she hadn’t said ‘yes.’

Her body bucked beneath me and she gasped.

My mind was spinning but I couldn’t just leave it at that. I wanted more. Now I had a craving and it wouldn’t let go of me. “Baby?” I grunted, thrusting faster.

“Yeah?” she squeaked, her pussy squeezing my prick.

“Why’re you naked?”

Paige started rocking back and forth in time with my thrusts. “My bikini was chafing me,” she replied. “You sure you’re not…upset?”

I leaned down and kissed her on the cheek again. “Not a bit,” I said.

Paige’s eyes opened a little wider. She looked back at me. “It doesn’t bother you that he was in here when I was naked?”

I shook my head. I was ravenous now. “I have to tell you something else though,” I said.

“What is it?”

My throat tightened up. My cock hardened inside her. “He slept naked, too.”

The change on her face was instantaneous. Her eyes opened wider still. Her lips parted as she drew in another breath. A moment later she started shuddering beneath me. She clapped a hand over her mouth as juice spilled from her climaxing pussy.

My own orgasm snapped at the feeling. I grunted, drove myself deep into her cunt and held my cock there as it pulsed, shooting white hot seed into the depths of her tight sex.

Paige trembled and wriggled beneath me, huffing out short breaths into her palm as she came.

The climax was intense, my pelvic floor squeezing and releasing as my cock spewed the contents of my balls into her. The relief as I came out the other end was immense. After we’d finished I held myself inside her not wanting to leave and not knowing what to say.

Like I said we weren’t the kind to share our deepest darkest secrets. But suddenly I wanted to blurt it all out again. Tell her how hot it made me thinking about her with another man. Thinking about her doing it with Maceo. It was like the idea of her cheating had the opposite effect it was supposed to. I felt closer to her than I ever had. And just like that the dark fantasy started spilling from my imagination into whatever part of my brain formed intent.

I wanted to see it. I wanted to see Paige with another man. More than anything.


Chapter Five

Ryan and Maceo were sitting cross-legged by the fire when I emerged from the tent. Ryan was holding a cold one against his forehead. Maceo had set up a little tripod over the fire and was cooking something up in it.

They both had their shorts on and Ryan was wearing a white linen shirt. Maceo’s torso was bare.

Covering myself I jogged down the beach and slipped into my dank shorts, then walked up and stood next to them.

“Dude,” Ryan groaned. “What the fuck?”

I nodded. “Yeah. I know. I slept on the beach.”

“Me too!” Ryan moaned. “I’m all fucked up,” he said, rubbing his shoulder.

“So maybe let’s not do that again?” I suggested.

Maceo chuckled. “Mister Ryan I didn’t know you were such a lightweight,” he said.

“I’m not! You know me, Maceo! I’m not a fucking lightweight! What the hell happened?”

“Sun and the waves,” Maceo said, waving a hand out toward the water. “Makes it go right to your head. Beer chasers probably didn’t help.”

“I’ve got to swim to the boat,” I said. “Paige needs her bag for some clothes and makeup.”

“Hang on,” Ryan said, standing up groggily. “Let me go. I need to shake this hangover. It’s the gym bag, yeah? Down in your cabin?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Ryan walked over and grabbed the cooler, strapped it to his back with the line we’d attached, then tromped off into the water, belly-flopped and started swimming out toward the boat.

I watched him to make sure he wasn’t going to have a cardiac event. When I saw him climbing up the ladder onto the deck I sat down next to Maceo.

“You wake up your wife nicely?” he asked, a smile flirting with the corners of his mouth. He obviously knew what had happened in there.

“She’s awake,” I said. I watched him stir the porridge in the pot over the fire.

“What a fine body she has,” Maceo said after a few minutes of silence.

That jangled my post orgasmic clarity. I shot him a sharp look.

He held up a hand. “Don’t you worry, Aaron. I kept my hands all to myself. I’m an honorable man. You’ll forgive me, though, for taking myself in hand. Sleep was proving impossible without…some relief.”

I looked at him squarely. “You jerked off over my wife?” The moment I said it my cock twitched to life.

“From an appropriate distance,” he said. He set the spoon down in the pot and raised both hands, palms up. “Can we agree that you would have done the same?”

“She’s my wife,” I insisted. A hot feeling washed up through me. At first I thought it was anger but as it congealed I realized it was very far from that. Still, I felt like I should at least act offended. Even though every part of me wanted desperately to see Maceo with Paige just coming out and saying that felt…wrong. A lifetime of social norms, ideas about masculinity and the reptile part of my head that through this all was screaming she’s your woman protect her! I guess.

“Which is why I didn’t touch her,” Maceo replied. “But if she weren’t, Aaron, can you honestly tell me that, after a few drinks, you wouldn’t be the least bit tempted to…” He put his hands between his legs and made a stroking gesture. “…relieve yourself at the sight of her?”

I huffed, not sure if I should be offended by the question or relieved by his honesty. “Why’d you crawl in there in the first place? You didn’t think maybe it’d be a problem? Sleeping naked next to another man’s naked wife?”

Maceo raised an eye. “Because I prefer to sleep with some semblance of a roof over my head and not in a drunken heap on the beach underneath the stars,” he replied.

After a few seconds I cracked a smile and chuckled. He had a point. And he was being remarkably chill about my attitude. He’d set up the tent, after all. He’d provided the liquor that had fuelled our stupid mistakes. And he was the only person that could get us out of the mess we were in, it seemed. “Okay. Touché,” I said, still chuckling.

Maceo smiled warmly. “And to answer your second question, no, for me it wouldn’t be a problem if another man slept naked next to my naked wife.”

I thought on that for a moment. “Right,” I said. “Because of your arrangement.”

“Because of our arrangement,” he agreed.

And that really still seemed like such a boss move to me. I wanted to be that kind of guy. “Whatever,” I said, my laughter fading. I rubbed hand over my mouth. “It’s no big deal.”

“You’re sure?” he asked.

“We’re cool,” I said.

He gave a single, slow nod.

We sat there for a while, an awkward silence forming between us. I was itching to ask him more questions about his arrangement but I didn’t want to pry. There was one question in particular that had formed in my mind that wouldn’t stop tormenting me. I kept trying to come with clever ways to pose it but none came. Then it dawned on me how absurd I was being. We were stuck on a deserted island. I barely knew this guy and he’d jerked off over while staring at my naked wife. Why would I think it would make him uncomfortable if I pried a little? And why the hell did I care? I’d probably never see this guy ever again. “Hey Maceo?”

“Hey?” he said, taking the small pot off the tripod and setting it on the sand.

“Can I, um, ask you something? It’s, uh, it’s kind of personal.”

He smiled and locked eyes with mine. “More personal than masturbating about a spouse?” he asked.

I huffed another chuckle. “I guess not,” I admitted. My face flushed with embarrassment. I glanced over my shoulder to make sure Paige hadn’t crawled out of the tent. Looking the other way I could see Ryan hauling her bag up from below deck and stuffing it into the cooler. Maceo and I were alone and if I didn’t ask now I didn’t know when I’d get another chance. “When you…when you think of your…your girlfriend…um, like, doing things with other men…do you ever, like…I don’t know…”

“Get aroused?” he asked without hesitating.

My eyes widened. Did he know? Did he know that’s what had happened to me? Or was this a thing? Was this bigger than just my thing? Did other guys feel this? “Yeah. Get aroused,” I said quietly.

He stirred the porridge with the spoon to cool it. “Certainly,” he replied.

My eyes opened wider still. “Really?”

“Of course,” he said, looking up at me. “My woman is not as beautiful as yours but she is very pretty. I find her very arousing. And sex is a beautiful thing. I find it very arousing, too. Why would two beautiful, arousing things do anything but make me excited?”

“Huh,” I muttered, rubbing my forehead. “I don’t know. I guess I never thought of it that way.” It actually seemed very logical, the way he’d put it.

Maceo picked up the pot with the porridge and set it next to me. “Eat. So you regain your strength,” he said, grinning.

I was surprised and kind of touched by the gesture. I’d thought he’d been making the breakfast for himself. It was a kind thing to do, offering it to me.

He sat and watched me pick it up and take a bite. It was nice. Apples and cinnamon. “Do you get aroused thinking about your wife with another man, Aaron?”

I guess I should have expected that. But it caught me so off guard I nearly choked on my breakfast. After a few sputtering coughs I set the pot down, wiped my mouth and looked up at him. His eyes were mesmerizing. There was mystery in them, and at the same time reassurance. Like he’d been here before, maybe. Not the island, of course, but having this bizarre conversation. His gaze and his low voice lulled me into a calm I’d never experienced. It was as if the question wasn’t just a question but an invitation. One I felt compelled to accept. “Uh…yeah. I think so,” I said.

He gave another slow nod.

Another swell of embarrassment silenced me. I picked up the food he’d prepared and started wolfing it down so I didn’t have to say anything. I couldn’t bring myself to look at him again but I knew he was looking at me. When I finished eating I set the pot back down on the sand. Maceo was still watching me, I could tell. I didn’t know what to do with my eyes.

“It can be arranged, if you like,” he said casually.

I looked up at him with wide eyes. I shook my head. “No, I didn’t mean…I wasn’t asking you to…”

“I know you weren’t. I am just saying. If it’s something that interests you…”

My mind started racing. Filling with visions of Paige with Maceo between her legs, writhing under his buff frame and pinned to the ground by his colossal prick. My cock started inflating and I had to shift to try and keep Maceo from seeing I was getting an erection. But I somehow knew now that he’d floated the possibility I’d have a pretty hard time not taking him up on the offer. The idea had infected me like a virus and it seemed like there was only one remedy. “Paige would never go for it,” I muttered.

Off in the distance Ryan splashed into the water, towing the cooler behind him.

I glanced nervously at Maceo.

“I don’t think you have to worry about Paige,” he said.

“What? What do you mean?” A bolt of adrenaline shot through me. Was Maceo about to make some confession? Had he and Paige done something after all? Alternating waves of hot and cold started washing through me again. The cold ones brought a gut-wrenching jealousy that maybe something had happened, the hot a greedy lust that it had, followed by a sinking despair that I hadn’t seen it.

“I take it your wife enjoys intimacy with you?” he asked.

“I’m pretty sure she has a good time, yeah,” I said, forcing out a laugh that sounded more insecure than anything.

“Of course she does. You have excellent sexual equipment,” he said, nodding at my crotch.

“Uh…thanks,” I muttered.

“They always say size doesn’t matter, don’t they? That it’s about how you use it. Isn’t that right?”

“I…I guess,” I said, not sure where he was headed.

“They’re lying,” he said, stone faced.

“What?”

“Please understand I don’t say this to offend. It’s simply a fact of nature. A fact only a man of a certain…calibre, can know to be the truth.”

“I beg your pardon?”

Maceo leaned back on his hands and stretched his legs out in front of him. He looked up at the sky pensively. “When a woman experiences certain dimensions,” he said, waving a hand over his leg, “she is often introduced to a whole new dimension of herself.”

“What?” I whispered, jaw slack, stunned by what he’d said. Was that true? Was the whole size-doesn’t-matter thing just a sham? I smirked and narrowed my eyes. “You’re bullshitting me,” I said.

“Not at all,” he replied, shaking his head. “You’re above average. Haven’t you ever had a woman compliment your member?”

“Uh, sure, I guess. I kind of just thought that was, like, an ego-stroking thing. Ooh, your dick’s so big sort of dirty talk.”

“Perhaps,” he said, arching his brow and tilting his head to one side. “But let me tell you that when one is endowed with not above average but double the average dimensions, one quickly realizes the powers one wields over women.”

I smirked again. This guy had gone from stoic charter boat captain to outrageous erotic philosopher and the change was hilarious. “You’re so full of shit.”

Maceo smiled. “Maybe,” he said. “Or maybe it’s the truth. Only one way for you to really know.”

Behind him Ryan hauled himself out of the water, towing the cooler behind him.

I felt a sudden urgency to finish the conversation. The last thing I wanted was Ryan overhearing any of what we were talking about. That would be…humiliating. “We should…let’s talk later,” I whispered.

“Of course,” Maceo said.

“Talk later about what?” Ryan asked, combing a hand through his hair. “I got Paige’s shit for her.”

As I stood up to grab the bag out of the cooler I could feel Maceo’s eyes on me. I wondered what he was thinking. But I couldn’t shake what he’d said. Couldn’t get it out of my mind or stop wondering whether he really was serious. Did women actually, really prefer a big dick? And what dimension of Paige would be unearthed with a tool that size? Were there really magical superpowers to having a long, fat dong?

I needed time to myself to sort through this shit. And Paige needed some clothes. I grabbed the bag out of the cooler and started walking off toward the tent, somehow knowing Maceo was following me with his gaze.

“Oh, yeah! You’re welcome!” Ryan called out as I left.

“Thanks buddy!” I shouted over my shoulder. I got down on my knees and crawled into the tent to find Paige huddled at the other end, her knees up against her chin.

“What took you so long!” she squeaked. “I thought those guys were gonna’ come in here and see me!” She snatched the bag from my hands, unzipped it and started rifling through for some clothes.

“Ryan wanted a swim. I was talking to Maceo by the fire,” I said, ogling her as she manoeuvred to put on fresh underwear and clean clothes.

“What about?” she asked, eyeing me with suspicion.

I shrugged. “This and that. I think he’s going to go try the radio again soon,” I lied.

“Oh,” Paige said, sounding vaguely disappointed.

I couldn’t help but notice that she had chosen a very tight-fitting shirt and a very skimpy pair of jean shorts. And no bra. It sent a wicked shiver running through me. “Don’t you want to put a bra on?” I asked.

She glowered at the question. “It’s, like, a hundred degrees out there,” she said. “You put on a bra.”

I wasn’t sure why she sounded defensive but it seemed best not to push her about it. I shuffled off to one side as she crawled out of the tent. A moment later, in her sunniest voice, I heard her say “Hey Maceo!”


Chapter Six

I spent the rest of the morning and well into the afternoon completely oblivious to the fact that we were stranded on a deserted island. I was completely consumed by the conversation Maceo and I had had over breakfast. Going over and over it in my mind obsessively and interrupted only by more visions of Paige and Maceo doing it.

Ryan kept trying to coax me into having hair of the dog beers.

I kept blowing him off. I was too busy weighing the possibility of giving Maceo the green light to try and seduce Paige, like he’d suggested. I didn’t want alcohol or anything else clouding my judgment.

After a while he gave up but I think it made him kind of cranky.

As Paige went for an afternoon swim he crawled into the tent for a nap and I sat with my back up against a palm tree, musing some more. Every so often my mind would go down one rabbit hole or another. I realized there were implications to Maceo’s insinuations that I hadn’t contemplated.

Like if women like Paige really did crave attention that badly, what would they do to get it? Anything? The thought was kind of scary but it drove me wild. Did that mean there was a part of Paige that would contemplate whoring herself out just so she knew another man was looking at her? Did it run that deep?

Then there was the dimension equation. If it was really true that big guys did better with women what did that mean for the rest of us? Like, if Paige had sex with him would it change her so much that she wouldn’t enjoy sex with me again? Would she forever crave a big dick?

That was scary. Because you can control whether you’re successful or fit. You can’t control the size of your cock. You get what you get and you might be upset but it’s not going to make any difference. I had a really hard time believing two or three extra inches would make such a huge difference to Paige she was going to turn into a whole new person about it.

But the trouble with all of those questions was that there was only one way to answer them. And the more I replayed them in my head, the more I wanted concrete proof one way or the other. Evidence-based research that would either support Maceo’s outrageous claims or refute them.

By the time the sun was making it’s way down toward the sea I’d made up my mind. With Paige still swimming I got up and walked over to where Ryan and Maceo were sitting in some shade.

“You finally ready for a pick me up?” Ryan asked, raising his half-empty can of beer.

“Man, I don’t think I can after last night,” I lied. In fact I would have loved a beer. But like I said, I wanted a clear head. “Sorry to be a downer,” I muttered.

Ryan waved a hand. “Nah, it’s alright,” he said, chugging the rest of his beer and crushing the can. “I’m gonna’ bail anyways.”

“Bail?” I asked.

“I’m gonna’ sleep on the boat tonight. I don’t think I can handle a repeat of last night, either. My shoulder’s still sore from the sand,” he said, rubbing his arm. He heaved himself up to stand, tossed the can next to him and started off for the water. “I’m gonna’ head before the sun goes down. Something about swimming in the dark doesn’t sit right with me.”

My mind wandered back to the memory of us drunkenly stumbling into the ocean together the night before but I decided not to mention it.

“Anything you want me to do on the boat, Maceo? You want me to try the radio?”

Maceo looked at him with some concern. “Better not, boss. It can be finicky. I’ll try it first thing in the morning.”

I hadn’t seen Maceo go to the boat all day. It seemed strange that he hadn’t, now that I thought of it. I’d assumed he’d be on the horn all day trying to get his buddy Anton on a call. I’d been so distracted I hadn’t even noticed.

“Whatever you say,” Ryan said. “I’ll see you guys in the AM.” He traipsed off toward the water and once he was waist deep, dove in and started swimming out toward the disabled trawler.

I sat down next to Maceo, who was watching Paige gliding through the water in a backstroke, her bikini-clad breasts poking up through the gentle waves. I looked in Maceo’s direction.

He smiled but said nothing.

I gathered up my courage with a deep breath. “You really think you can get Paige to…you know. Fuck you?” I asked. Best to just get on with it, right?

“Certainly,” he said, not taking his eyes off of Paige.

The guy was either bluffing or had some serious self-confidence. I was desperate to find out which.

“Tonight?” I asked.

“If you like, yes.”

I couldn’t believe it. “So…what, you like whip your dick out and you think she’s gonna’ just fall on her knees in front of it?”

He smiled again and looked over at me. “If you allow me I’ll show you,” he said.

Half of me wanted to laugh, thinking I was being set up for a giant letdown. A quarter of me was terrified that what he was saying was true. The rest of me, the parts between my thighs and my abdomen, were on fire with need, desperately wanting this all to be real. “Alright,” I said, giving three quick nods. “Give it your best shot.”

“Of course,” he replied, turning to look out over the ocean again.

Maceo spent the rest of the day putting together some makeshift beach chairs out of palm leaves and vines. Paige spent her day alternating swimming and sunbathing again.

We ate fish Maceo caught again that evening. When the sun went down he pulled out the half-empty bottle of rum from the night before. Poured out three drinks, handed one to Paige, one to me and kept the last for himself. He stoked the fire and threw a few more logs on it and the three of us settled in to small talk.

Paige had changed out of her bikini and back into the tight T and short-shorts she’d put on that morning. She seemed like she was in a really good mood, giggling anytime Maceo said anything remotely funny. Bubbly, almost, which wasn’t like her.

Maceo made no apologies about frequently checking her out in front of the fire. On more than one occasion I knew Paige caught him staring right at her big tits. Her only reaction was to giggle and turn her eyes away. As if she liked it but didn’t want to let on.

When the stars came out my heart really started to hammer. It was getting late and Maceo’s big play was getting closer and closer. I made a big show of yawning and stretching as I got up to head to the tent.

“You’re going?” Paige asked, pouting.

“Yeah. I’m bushed,” I replied.

“Oh,” she said, sounding sullen. “I guess I should go to,” she said, glancing at Maceo sadly.

It took every ounce of will I had to stay calm. “No, no,” I said, trying to sound as casual as I could. “Don’t worry about me. I just had a big night last night. You stay. Have a nice time.”

She arched her brow but I could tell there was real excitement bubbling inside her. Like she knew what was coming, too. “You sure?” she asked.

“Totally. Enjoy yourself. Have another drink,” I said.

She looked into her empty glass and shrugged. “Yeah. Okay. Sure, whatever,” she said, passing it to Maceo.

He dutifully unscrewed the cap on the rum and poured out another.

Yawning again to conceal my frayed nerves, I turned and walked to the tent, my pulse racing. As soon as I’d crawled in I dropped to my stomach, crawled over to the side facing the beach and dug out a little hole in the sand I could peak through. My mind was racing. Was she going to do it? Would it happen just like Maceo said? Would she crumble into a wanton whore as soon as he whipped out his dick with the superpowers? I had to clap a hand over my mouth to stifle a laugh it was so preposterous.

I watched them for probably half an hour. Maceo certainly turned on some charm he didn’t use in our presence. I could just barely make out what we were saying but he was cracking jokes and Paige was laughing and laughing and touching her neck and flashing coy looks at him. At some point he leaned over the fire and whispered something.

My throat closed up and I had to consciously remind myself to breathe.

Whatever he said caught Paige off guard, I could tell. She froze for a moment before letting out a nervous-sounding laugh.

Maceo smiled at her and whispered something else.

When Paige looked sideways toward the tent my heart stopped beating for what felt like a full minute. I would have killed to know what he’d said to her. Was she actually considering this? Had he told her what he wanted from her? It was all insane.

Then Maceo set his glass down and stood up facing Paige, his profile to me. He grabbed the hem of the shirt he was wearing and pulled it up and off over his head.

Paige’s lips parted as her eyes came to rest on his muscled chest and abs. She looked at him with awe, as if she didn’t believe guys that ripped actually existed.

He stood there for a few minutes, staring at her as she ogled him.

She seemed like she was in a trance. When that trance finally broke, she looked down into her cup of rum, like she’d just then realized she’d been staring and was thoroughly embarrassed.

My eyes popped open wide when she looked sideways at the tent again. Was this actually going to happen the way Maceo had said?

Paige turned her head slowly back toward Maceo.

As she did, he hooked his thumbs into the elastic of his shorts and pushed them down off his legs.

When he stood back up, Paige’s jaw dropped as her eyes fell to his cock. Her hands went limp and the cup she was holding fell to the ground, spilling the rest of the rum onto the sand.

Maceo didn’t move or speak. He stood there, his gaze boring into Paige as she gazed in wonder at his leviathan of a phallus.

I have no idea how long that tableaux lasted but it seemed like forever. Finally, Paige, who hadn’t even noticed she’d spilled her drink, started turning her head back toward the tent. Her eyes stayed glued to Maceo’s dong until she finally managed to tear them away. She glanced nervously at the tent before her gaze darted back to Maceo’s organ.

He took a step toward her. His prick was now just six inches or so from her face. He slowly wrapped a hand around it and lifted it until the tiny eyelet at the tip was pointed straight toward Paige’s mouth.

Paige swallowed. Her hand came up to her mouth and she wiped her lips. Her eyes darted up to Maceo’s. “You really think it’s…”

He held out a finger and pressed it against her lips in mid-sentence. “You don’t have to speak, Miss Paige,” he said, softly but loud enough that I could hear. “You just have to enjoy yourself.”

My whole body was shaking. My world felt like it was crashing around me. Paige, my beautiful wife, the woman who’d vowed to me “till death do us part” was actually contemplating breaking that vow. Not because I’d asked her to. Not because I’d given her permission. Simply because Maceo had pulled out his super-dong, presumably the largest one she’d ever seen, and was taunting her with it.

Were women really like this? Powerless to resist a pharaonic prick when it was presented to them?

I wasn’t sure what that changed if it were the case. But it felt like everything.

Maceo hefted his cock in front of her, the end dangling lazily up and down in front of her face.

On cue, Paige’s gaze went with it. Following the motion of the head with hers, it’s power over her apparent, a fulfillment of Maceo’s outlandish predictions.

My body was thrumming with an intense sexual arousal. Beneath it, though, was an undercurrent of absolute dread. It was a strange position to be in. Wanting to see Maceo triumph and bag Paige and at the same time wanting her to reject him and uphold our marital promises.

After what felt like hours of staring, Paige’s eyes fluttered up to meet Maceo’s gaze. They paused at his chiselled abdominal muscles and broad chest along the way. Her lips parted and she licked them. “It’s so big,” she said, her voice barely audible above the crackling of the small fire. Then she shifted in her makeshift seat.

“You want to touch it, don’t you Paige?” Maceo asked, dropping the “miss” this time.

Paige sucked her lower lip into her mouth. Slowly she turned to look at the tent again.

Seeing her eyes drove a stake through my heart. It was obvious by her expression that she didn’t just want to touch Maceo’s formidable dick. She was desperate for it. Suddenly I wished I’d gone about this completely differently. I wished I could go back in time. Share my dark secret with Paige and prepare her for this. I wanted her to enjoy what was about to happen and not be worried that she’d be hurting me. I wished I’d given her permission. “It’s okay,” I mouthed, not daring to whisper in case she somehow heard me and realized she was being set up. “You can do it, baby.”

She turned her eyes back to his cock.

Maceo had started massaging it and it had hardened a little in his hand.

Paige eyed it with renewed curiosity.

“Take it,” Maceo said. “Put your hand on it.”

Paige’s brow arched and she let out a soft sound, something like a whimper. But her hand came wobbling up from her lap. Fingers trembling as she brought them up and under the dark prick.

The closer those fingers got to his cock the more my vision narrowed. My world closed in until the only thing left in it was Paige’s delicate hand and the muscular vein protruding out from Maceo’s pelvis. As the two connected my body filled with a deep heat.

His erection surged at her touch. The cock throbbed in time with his heartbeat, filling and swelling until it was pointing up in a slight arc at Paige’s forehead.

“Oh my god,” Paige whispered.

“Get on your knees,” Maceo ordered, his hands on his hips.

The speed with which Paige obeyed the order slayed me. She scrambled up out of her seat and obediently positioned herself in front of Maceo, her knees a shoulder-width apart in the sand, ass thrust out and her back arched so her breast jutted out from her chest.

“Now take your tits out,” Maceo said.

Paige’s eyes popped open wider and she sucked in a quick breath. But she didn’t hesitate even a second before complying. Grabbing the hem of her shirt she pulled it lewdly up her belly and chest until her breasts came bouncing and bobbing out of it. Her nipples were stiff.

Maceo gave an approving nod. He raised his arms and folded them across his chest. “Stroke it. Stroke my dick,” he said.

Paige’s small hand immediately started moving back and forth along his length. Following the curve of his organ until she came to the head, where she paused and twisted her hand around it.

“Good,” Maceo purred. “Now make it wet.”

“What?” Paige asked, looking up in puzzlement.

“Spit on it,” Maceo explained.

Paige pursed her lips, worked up a gob of saliva in her mouth and spat it out onto the head of his cock. Her other hand came up and grabbed his shaft while she worked the moisture into the spongy flesh. She did it again, then started stroking in a rhythm, looking up at Maceo, her eyes begging for his approval.

My own erection had engorged and was rooting into the sand. I had to twist my hips sideways to accommodate it. My mind swung back and forth between disbelief at what was happening — and how quickly it had come to this — and a hyper-arousal at what I was seeing.

Maceo stared down at her while she jerked him off. After a few minutes he took a step forward, forcing Paige back onto her haunches.

“No, no,” he said, putting a hand on the side of her head. He pulled her toward him.

She had nowhere to go but in between his legs. A second later she seemed to understand what he wanted from her. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. It was glistening wet as she licked the side of his testicle.

I blinked, unable to parse what I was seeing. Paige hadn’t played hard to get. Hell, Maceo hadn’t even tried flirting with her first. Just the sight of his man-meat had destroyed Paige’s defences. Her virtue had been tossed out the window. She had knelt in front of him like an obedient slut and obeyed every single one of his commands, including the last one, unspoken, to lick and suck his balls. I couldn’t believe this side of her existed. I never would have believed it if I hadn’t seen it myself.

The thing was, too, that I thought I knew Paige. She liked to be comfortable, have nice things, married a guy she knew she could count on. Not only did she not know Maceo, what he was like or what he could provide, there was no promise that this would lead to anything but a potentially marriage destroying tryst. And yet she’d gladly fallen to her knees for that.

My understanding of the world, and of women, was turned on it’s head. I couldn’t wrap my mind around the idea that just the possibility of sex with a cock like Maceo’s could do that to a woman.

Paige was now attached to his nut like a leech, mouth open as wide as it would go, sucking as she stroked his cock.

His cock had started to lubricate. Thick streaks of clear, sticky fluid were oozing from it.

Paige would rub her hand on the head of it, collecting the lubricant and spreading it all over his shaft.

Maceo’s hands fell to his hips again. He stared down, dominating Paige with his gaze.

In her eyes I could see how much she was enjoying herself. Not just from playing with that big fuck toy but from the attention she was getting from Maceo.

“Get your mouth on it,” Maceo said, not even using her name anymore.

I balked as I witnessed that transformation. Paige changing from spoiled rich girl whose husband had hired Maceo to take us around on a boat, to willing slut whose body was now at his disposal and who would obey his every wish, it seemed. The speed with which it had happened only added to my astonishment.

Her face was on his cock in a heartbeat, jaw slack, tongue occasionally flicking out as she sucked and licked the head of his cock, pretty much the only part of it she could fit into her mouth. She had her hands wrapped around his shaft, stroking and twisting his dark organ for it’s seed.

My hand moved to my groin as I watched. I palmed my cock and gave it a tug. That only added to the almost painful tension in my balls. I felt like I hadn’t orgasmed in months.

Paige popped off for air. Saliva ran out of the corner’s of her mouth and down to her jaw. She removed it with a vulgar wipe of the back of her hand, fingers splayed before re-holstering Maceo’s cock head inside her mouth and sucking on it again.

“Give me your hand,” Maceo said, the fingers of his own gigantic paw wiggling in invitation.

Paige did, placing her delicate white palm in his.

He pulled it between his legs and cupped a testicle with it. “Now the other,” he said.

Paige obeyed. A moment later and she was bobbing back and forth with her mouth on his prick and gently squeezing his nuts like she was trying to milk a cow.

Maceo changed his stance, stepping wider and leaning in even lower. I saw the head of his prick stretch the delicate skin of Paige’s neck and heard her gag. He put his hands on her shoulders, leaned in closer still and started swaying over her. His cock slid in and out of her mouth with sticky pops and spurts of spit. He looked up and over the dark ocean, his attention obviously on some far off place as he pleasured himself with Paige’s face and hands.

I was slightly ashamed to be mesmerized by this. As arousing as I may have found it it was a more vulgar sight than anything I could have dreamed up. Maceo was treating her like a sex doll. It was hot, but it felt wrong somehow.

After five minutes or so Maceo stood up straight and pulled his cock out of Paige’s mouth with a greasy slurp.

Her jaw hung open as she panted and gasped for air. Her lips were a mess of saliva and bile and Maceo’s precum. She puckered them as she looked up to see what he’d have her do next.

Maceo slowly wrapped his hand around his cock and pointed it at Paige. “Lift those titties,” he growled.

Paige looked down at her breasts. She brought her hands up underneath them, pressed them together to form a nice cleave for his viewing pleasure, then looked back up. Just in time to catch the first arc of ejaculate that shot from his prick right on the cheek. She flinched but quickly regained her composure, turning her head to give him a clean target.

Maceo shot a wad onto her other cheek before pointing his prick at her chest. Bending his knees he mashed his dick between her breasts and pumped a few loads in between her tits. Then he pulled it out and waved it side to side like he was taking a garden hose to drought-ridden bed of flowers, covering the tops of her tits in cum.

Paige looked down and gasped at how much seed he’d spent. Those tennis ball sized balls were obviously prodigious sperm factories.

Shaking the last drips of jizz out of his cock, Maceo stepped forward and mashed the softening head against Paige’s cheek. He wiped it up and down and side to side, painting her face in his sperm.

Paige, to my shock and horror, knelt there with her eyes closed letting him do it. She wasn’t smiling but she sure as hell wasn’t complaining, either. She wasn’t wearing her bitchy expression, either. Almost had a smile on her face, from what I could see. That faded when Maceo stepped away, letting his heavy tool sag between his legs. Paige eyed it with a certain…melancholy.

I have to admit I was kind of disappointed, too. I hadn’t expected this to end so quickly, or with Maceo spraying his load all over her tits and face. That was hot and wrong and tickled all the funny parts of me I hadn’t known about until that day. But what I really wanted, and what I suspected Paige was looking a little sad about, was to see Maceo fuck her. To see another man, this strong and chiselled black man, mount her and push himself inside. The thought occurred to me to relieve the pressure between my legs with a quick jerk before they both crawled into the tent. I gasped when Maceo gripped Paige’s shirt with both hands, yanked it hard and tore it off her chest. He handed her the torn fabric. “Clean your face. But leave what’s on your chest,” he said.

Paige gave him a funny look but, again, did exactly what he asked. She mopped the sodden mess off her face, looked around and seemed to realize she was still on a deserted island because she giggled as she threw the shirt down on the ground.

Maceo gave an approving nod. “Stand up,” he said.

My heart started pumping harder again as I realized the show wasn’t over for me yet.

Paige stood up, her breasts sagging slightly, the seed on them starting to cake.

“Turn and face the tent,” Maceo said.

A bolt of adrenaline pulsed through me. I almost crawled away. But I could not take my eyes off of Paige.

Maceo gave her ass a swat from the side. “Take those off,” he said. He looked over her shoulder as she bent down and peeled the shorts off her ass and legs.

I didn’t know if he could see me but our his eyes met mine. As Paige stood up he pressed his hand between her legs. He rubbed it back and forth a few times then brought it up and around in front of her face. His fingers glistened with Paige’s slick juices. “You like sucking cock it seems.”

Paige had no idea how to react to this. Her face heated, the blush bleeding down to her chest.

Maceo leaned in and whispered something next to her ear I couldn’t hear.

Paige, who’d been looking to the side, turned her head and looked straight at me.

My heart leapt into my throat. Could she see me? What had Maceo said? She seemed to be looking right into my soul.

She put her hand at the base of Maceo’s fingers and slowly wrapped her lips around them. Her head dipped as her tongue worked to clean her own mess off of them. She never once broke our stare and it became clear that, even if she couldn’t see me, she knew I was there.

That sent fresh waves of excitement and arousal roiling through me. Maceo was changing the game here and I wasn’t sure I knew what the rules were yet, or if I’d like them once I did.

As he pulled his fingers out of Paige’s mouth he gave her ass another slap and said loud enough for me to hear “now get into the tent.”


Chapter Seven

I froze. I had no idea what was happening. We hadn’t talked about this. Paige wasn’t supposed to know about our conspiracy. I had no idea how she was going to react. Her guilt the next day I could have dealt with. But this? This was so far off the map of things we’d done before I had no idea what to expect. I felt like a rudderless ship, or one without an engine, drifting wherever the ocean currents were about to take me and helpless to do anything about it.

Paige dropping to her hands and knees at the entrance to the tent yanked me from my stupor. I rolled onto my back and scrambled to the far side as she crawled in, breasts swaying and slapping lightly against each other beneath her chest.

She didn’t scream when she saw I was awake and gawking. She smiled. Crawled up close, her face reeking of seed, her eyes probing mine. “Maceo said you wanted this,” she whispered.

Behind her Maceo was on his knees, crawling up behind her, his dark hands drifting slowly over her pale skin.

“I…I…I don’t…”

Paige gently bit her lower lip. She leaned in closer, still watching me. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

“I…I didn’t know that…” I was blathering. I had no idea what to say. On the one hand I was stunned that Paige would be so willing to do something like this, knowing it was what I wanted. On the other hand I wondered if it really was all because of me? Or had the prospect of getting nailed by a different cock had something to do with it. Did Paige want this, too? And why? The questions were gut-wrenching and just kept coming. But Paige looked stunning in the dim light of the tent, her voluptuous figure drawing my gaze as Maceo massaged it.

“Go on, Paige. Ask your man what he wants,” Maceo said, smacking her ass again.

She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.

A hungry love surged through me. Like nothing I’d ever felt. I wanted her so bad right then.

“Tell me what you want,” she said.

It was the most intimate question she’d ever spoken. “I…I want…” I sputtered, floundering when I realized how much courage true honesty required.

Paige raised her hand and touched my lips with two fingers. “It’s okay,” she said. “You can say it.”

I tenderly kissed the pads of her fingers, closing my eyes and wondering if I could really do this? “I want…”

“Look at me,” she insisted.

I opened my eyes and my heart swelled with love again. “I want to see him fuck you,” I whispered.

A warm smile blossomed on her lips. “Yeah?” she asked, her tone a slight tease. “Really?”

There was so much more I wanted to say. I wanted to tell her how much I loved her, how much seeing what I’d just seen had changed me, how happy I was that she was mine. But that would have to wait. It all felt kind of fruity and I the thought of being that honest with Maceo there was…embarrassing, I guess. “Really,” I said instead.

She leaned in and kissed me on the lips this time and smiled a little wider. “That’s so dirty,” she whispered. “I like it,” she added with a giggle. Her hand fell to my crotch and she ran her fingers along the underside of my throbbing crotch. “Wow,” she whispered, her eyes falling to what her hand had felt. When she looked back up her eyes were filled with hunger. “Take your dick out.”

I squirmed on the sand as I worked my way out of the shorts I was wearing. My cock sprang up between my legs, thwapping against my abdomen.

Paige wrapped her hand around it and squeezed.

“Oh god, baby,” I grunted, pushing her hand away. “I’m too close,” I explained.

She smiled again. She folded her arms across my lap and lowered her head to rest her cheek on them. She blew a breath at my cock and looked up out of the corner of her eye at me. “Guess you’ll just have to watch then,” she said.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Maceo stroking his cock to life. It was almost fully hard again, an ominous totem rising up between the round globes of Paige’s ass cheeks. He tucked it lower and it disappeared down between her legs.

I rose up a little higher and craned my neck. From where I was sitting I could just make out the outline of the tip of that dark thing pressed against the soaked petals of Paige’s pussy.

Maceo rubbed it in slow, tight circles against her entrance, opening her hole wider with each stroke.

My eyes bugged at the sight. The silence that surrounded us was deafening.

Maceo was staring intently at where his phallus met Paige’s sex. I was glad for that. He seemed like he was in his own world, leaving me and Paige to share ours together.

Paige looked up. “You like this?” she asked.

I put a hand over my mouth. Admitting I did seemed like this would be another step further into a dark and unknown place. But I hardly had a choice. My dick was hard and Paige was lying in my lap as I stared at Maceo about to penetrate her. “I…I do,” I admitted. I saw a thrill flash in Paige’s eyes.

“He’s so big,” she said.

I nodded.

She planted her hands on either side of my thighs and rose up until our faces were level again. “I’m gonna’ let him put it in me,” she whispered, tilting her head and kissing me again.

With Paige still kissing me, her tongue playing with mine inside my mouth, I opened my eyes and watched Maceo stretch her open with his thumbs. He eased his hips forward. The bulbous mushroom-shaped head of his dick slipped between Paige’s labia and entered her canal.

A low, almost masculine moan rolled up through Paige’s throat, he sound vibrating along the roof of my mouth. She put a hand on the back of my neck, pulled away from our kiss and locked eyes with mine. Her mouth was hanging open, top lip stretched in a lusty snarl. “Oh my god, Aaron,” she breathed. “He’s so big.”

Maceo massaged the globes of her ass, allowing her to get used to his size for a few moments.

“Kiss me, Aaron,” Paige whispered. “Kiss me as he goes in.”

I couldn’t tell if she was putting on a show for me or if she’d figured out this kink better, and faster, than I had. Or, more worryingly, that she was just this much of a sucker for a dick Maceo’s size and couldn’t help herself. I don’t know why that worried me. I guess I should have been happy that she was willing to indulge a fantasy I hadn’t known I had until that day.

Something about her wanting it, though, was scary.

Maceo tilted his hips forward, feeding more of his cock into her pussy.

Paige shuddered. Her body tensed and she drew in a breath and held it. The air in the tent went perfectly still. The only sound was a gentle suckling as Maceo’s reproductive organ snaked deeper into Paige.

My eyes were riveted to her face. Her eyes were filled with wonder and her lips were still. She wasn’t looking at me any more but down at the sand. It was clear that her mind was far away. Deep inside herself, wallowing in the profound pleasure Maceo’s throbbing cock was sending through her.

As Maceo dug the root of his cock into her his balls slapped gently against her clit. It pulled her from her rapture and she looked at me. “He’s so big,” she said again. But this time her tone was filled awe. Evidence of just how cathartic an event this was for her.

My guts hollowed when I realized that Maceo had been one hundred percent correct. His dimensions had exposed a new dimension of Paige. It seemed like she was having a divine revelation. About herself, the nature of women and the mind-altering consequences of accepting a big, black dick inside herself.

Maceo held himself buried deep inside her pussy for a few moments. A solemn moment of silence, a benediction of Paige’s transformation. Then he pulled his cock out and drove it back in with a vigorous thrust. He reached around Paige and palmed her tits with his hands. Pulling her up he made her shuffle forward on her knees until her lips were pressed against mine. “Have a moment with your man,” he rumbled.

Paige put her hands on my cheeks and started kissing me ferociously. Her body bucked and swayed as Maceo started driving in and out in a steady rhythm. Every few thrusts she would squeak softly, pushing her breath into my mouth. Her kiss was ravenous.

Then Maceo pulled her away again. He tilted his head and licked her neck, his hands kneading her breasts.

I leaned back on my hands, my cock a stiff rod between my legs. I drank in the sight of Paige, eyes closed and head tilted back against Maceo’s chest, getting ravaged by his monster prick.

Looking down I saw the cock, that overgrown genetic delivery system, fully flexed and penetrating Paige’s sweet pussy to depths she had obviously never felt.

She squinted her eyes shut in an almost sorrowful expression. Her upper lip curled again. I looked down to see that the color and viscosity of her lubricant had changed. The clear almost watery liquid had turned milky. It had started clotting, thick clumps of it calving from the main mass and landing in flecks along my leg.

Still pawing her tits, Maceo rolled a finger and thumb down to the tips and squeezed her nipples.

Paige’s body started shaking, along with her breath. Eyelids scrunching shut tighter, she let out a wispy breath of air as she came.

“Yes,” Maceo purred next to her ear. “Let your whole body feel it.” He was oddly dispassionate himself. More of a mentor than a lover. A teacher of dick instructing his newest pupil in the art of how to enjoy it more fully.

Paige fell back against him. Her hands fell to her sex. She pressed her fingers against her mound and let out a pained moan.

Maceo worked her through the climax, slowly driving himself in and out until Paige’s body went limp. When it did, he put his hands on her arms and pulled hers away from her pelvis.

My eyes fell between her legs. My jaw went slack. I’d never seen her pulsing like that. Filled with Maceo’s cock, the lips were squeezing and releasing around it, her body literally trying to suck the seed from him.

Maceo let go of her arms and patted her gently on the cheek.

Paige roused from her coma. She looked at my with bleary eyes as Maceo put a hand on her back and bent her forward pushing her face into my lap. “Give your man some pleasure,” he said. He put his hands on her hips and started fucking her again. Slow and easy, staring down at his dick disappearing into her entrance.

Paige wrapped a hand around my cock and slipped her lips over the head. Her tongue flicked side to side, then around the head and she looked up at me.

My body flooded with pleasure. The most intense arousal I’d ever felt.

Paige has another man’s cock inside her.

Paige has another man’s cock inside her.

Paige has another man’s cock inside her.

The thought spun in slow circles inside my head. I felt the first twitch of my coming orgasm. The inside of Paige’s mouth was hot and wet. Her hand stroked slowly up and down my shaft as she sucked on me. Her mouth doing the same work, with the same purpose, her pussy had done on Maceo. I was paralyzed by my own arousal.

Maceo grunted.

The sound interrupted the broken record in my brain and changed the tune.

He’s going to come inside her.

He’s going to come inside her.

He’s going to come inside her.

This large, black man was going to spill his sperm into my wife. And while I knew she was hormonally protected from insemination, my mind went to a very dark place. What if the protection failed? What if, through Maceo’s virility or just some freak statistic, his seed managed to find it’s way to her egg and infect it? What would it be like to watch her belly grow knowing there was another man’s offspring inside her? It was an incredibly disturbing question and the trigger for my ejaculation.

I felt my testicles constrict. My cock flexed in her hand. A gush of pent up ejaculate whooshed through it, erupting in her mouth and splattering all over her waiting tongue. At the same moment I heard Maceo grunt again. I looked up to see his brow furrowed in concentration. He tipped his head back toward his shoulders as he drove deep into Paige and held himself there.

I knew his cock was doing the same thing mine was. Pumping pulse after pulse of his genetic material into Paige. Except he was at the end of her that might result in something meaningful. Something tremendously dangerous. The hole I was spilling into was…inconsequential.

And somehow that sharpened my pleasure. I cried out before clapping a hand over my mouth to stifle the sound.

Paige sucked harder, her slow, even strokes draining my balls completely.

Pleasure chemicals flooded my brain. My world narrowed and at the peak of my climax consisted only of Paige on her knees with her ass in the air, a black dick buried inside her. As it opened again I heard Maceo let out a deep exhale. I looked up to see him pull out of Paige’s pussy. His cock was covered in her creamy lubricant and his own seed. A trickle of it spilled out of her and landed in a yellowish pool on the sand.

“I’ll let you have some time,” he muttered as he crawled out of the tent and disappeared into the night.

Paige closed her lips as she pulled her mouth off my cock. She got up on her hands, her face swaying a few inches from mine. She opened her mouth, offering up the sight of my cum inside it like a good little slut. Proof that she’d been a good, obedient girl and done what I asked and blown me while doing it. Then she tipped her head back and swallowed the evidence her lips closing with a satisfying smack. “Is that what you wanted?” she whispered.

“Oh my god…” I whispered back, still not really able to accept or believe what she’d just done for me. “He told you?”

“He told me,” she said.

“Out there? By the fire?”

She nodded.

“And…and you just did it?” I asked.

She smiled with one side of her mouth. “I guess I did, yeah.”

And now that the heat of the moment had passed all of those questions and doubts I’d had as I watched her were screaming to be asked. “You did it for me?”

She shrugged. “Yeah,” she said. Her face had changed. There was a lightness to her expression that hadn’t been there before. A playfulness I’d never seen. She was glowing.

“But…but…” I didn’t want to ruin this incredible moment with whatever stupid insecurity was currently swimming around in my guts. But I also couldn’t help it. “But…not just for me?”

Paige looked off to the side and scowled a little. She looked back at me with doubt in her eyes. “I mean I, like, enjoyed myself, or whatever. Not gonna’ lie.”

“Baby, baby, it’s okay,” I said, putting a hand on her cheek. I felt like an ass for making her feel bad in the slightest about what she’d done.

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“Positive,” I replied. Forgetting what she’d just done and quickly not caring, I kissed her on the lips, the brackish taste of my own seed flooding my senses.

She put her arms around my neck and pulled us both down onto the sand, returning my kiss and pressing her soft breasts against my chest.

I knew this had changed me. It had changed us. But in that moment it only felt like for the better. There was a connection between us that hadn’t been there before.

I was in heaven.


Chapter Eight

“Aaron?” Paige’s voice whispering my name filtered through to my consciousness and dragged me out of a deep sleep. As I opened my eyes I couldn’t remember having a single dream. I turned my head to find her lying on her side with her head propped up on her hand. Her breasts sagged toward the sand. It was still dark outside and I had no idea of knowing what time it was. For a brief moment I just lay there enjoying the sight of Paige looking down at me. She was smiling and looked wide awake. In that moment a warmth filled me. It was short-lived.

The memory of what she’d done the previous night immediately sent hot and cold waves of lust and jealousy coursing through me. There was a moment of anger, of feeling betrayed by her, before my mind rearranged how things had transpired and I was reminded that I had instigated her transgression. I forced myself to smile back at her, despite still not feeling completely in control of my reaction. “Hey baby,” I whispered back.

“Did you get a good sleep?” she asked, brushing her finger along my hairline. It was a warm, loving gesture. “You were snoring so much!” she added, then giggled.

I smirked, slightly embarrassed at being that passed out. I didn’t normally snore. “I guess I did, yeah,” I said. “Any idea what time it is?”

Paige shrugged and shook her head.

“Is everything okay? How come you’re up before sunrise?” I said.

Her smile faltered and she drew in a breath. “I wasn’t going to wake you but then I figured you’d probably want me to,” she said. She put her hand on my chest and rubbed it in a small circle.

“What is it?” I asked, growing a little concerned.

“I think Maceo wants to fuck me again,” she said.

The statement was jarring and unexpected. It sent a jealous excitement shuddering through me. My cock, half hard from a nocturnal tumescence, throbbed to life between my legs. “What? Really? Why do you say that?” I asked as my heart started thumping in my chest.

She flashed an angelic smile and leaned in to whisper next to my ear. “Because he has his fingers in my pussy,” she said.

I felt like the earth moved beneath me. I scrambled up onto my elbows and found that Maceo was lying on his side behind her. His cock was hard and he did, in fact, have two fingers buried inside Paige’s leaking pussy. “Holy shit,” I whispered. This was the last way I’d expected to wake up and it was like I’d opened my eyes then promptly ingested half a gallon of coffee. I felt like my synapses had started cracking and popping in my head.

Paige put her hand on my cheek. “Is that okay? He didn’t ask, just woke me up like that.”

Is that okay?

I wanted to burst out laughing.

Yes, sweetie. It’s fine that another man has two fingers inside your pussy.

Maceo started chuckling behind Paige.

She gasped and opened her legs a little wider as he fucked his fingers in and out of her.

My cock had hardened to steel. I sat up and crossed my legs to get a better view of Maceo behind her.

“I told you he wouldn’t mind,” Maceo said.

Paige’s eyes drifted to my crotch and she bit her lip before looking at me again.

I wasn’t sure about what Maceo had said, though. I wasn’t really interested in Paige running off and fucking him or whoever she felt like without asking me. This had been a fun, dirty, one-time thing. And though I couldn’t deny my own arousal I wanted to make sure Paige and Maceo both knew I had boundaries I wouldn’t let them cross. “No. I’m glad you asked,” I said, ignoring Maceo’s earlier comment.

“Can I?” Paige asked meekly. She seemed really keen to let him fuck her again.

Before I could answer Maceo reached around, put his hand on Paige’s shoulder and rolled her onto her back.

Her legs parted obediently.

Maceo grinned and crawled between them. He turned and looked at me. “Because I might have left out a small detail when we were speaking yesterday,” he said. Grabbing his cock he swiped it up and down Paige’s pussy, coating it in the slime leaking from it. He looked down at Paige. “You like this big, black dick, don’t you? You’ll be a good slut for it, right?”

Paige, gazing up into his dark eyes, nodded her head.

“Well it runs both ways. It’s not just the woman whose craving becomes relentless.” He turned to me. “Is it, boss?” he said.

I shook my head even as I felt my stomach sinking. “I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

Maceo chuckled. “Sometimes it takes a little time for a man to admit to himself what it is he needs,” he said to Paige.

She nodded again, then turned her head to look at me. “It’s okay, or whatever. You can say it.”

I shook my head, my whole being resisting what they were both implying. Even though I knew it to be true. Even though I knew what they were both talking about though they hadn’t explicitly stated it. It was like Maceo knew this was going to happen. Had seen it all before and would see it all again. I got the same feeling from the day before that he’d been here before. Knew how this would unfold and knew exactly what to say and do to make it happen the way he wanted. A serene calm descended on me again.

How many men’s wives had he slept with? And how did he know which ones would let him?

The last question was perhaps the most chilling. Not because I had regrets about anything that had happened. I didn’t. But there was obviously something about me that had hinted to Maceo that I would be willing to explore this. I felt a little sheepish that he’d read me so easily.

“Let me give you a bit of help coming around,” Maceo said, painting Paige’s pussy lips with his cock again.

Paige, watching me, spread her legs wider and put her hands on the insides of her thighs.

“You give me the word,” Maceo said to me, “and I crawl out of this tent and we don’t have to speak about this again.” He smiled at Paige who was trying not to look disappointed at what he’d said.

“Or, and I’m letting you off easy here, you say nothing and I’ll take that to mean you want me to fuck your wife again.” He eased the head of his cock between her lips and teased her clit with the tip.

Paige looked at me, barely able to contain the desperation in her expression. The look was filled with love. Not hint of boredom or bitchiness in it. But it was filled with raw lust as well. A dirty need to feel Maceo filling her again.

If there’d been any doubt in my mind about what my choice would be that look erased it. That look broke me and made the only way forward completely clear. I wanted to see Paige satisfied. I wanted to see her body writhing in pleasure the way she had the night before. I wanted what she wanted and I knew she only wanted one thing. Maceo’s big, black dick inside her. I turned to her and gave one, tiny nod.

Maceo chuckled and grinned. With his fists planted on either side of her arms he pressed his hips forward feeding her pussy inch after fat inch of his pleaser.

Paige shook as she took it. Spread her legs wide, then, as the last inches of Maceo’s cock snaked into her she wrapped them tightly around his trunk and put her hands on his back.

“See that’s the magic of the black dick,” Maceo said, smiling softly, his mouth hovering above Paige’s lips. “It’s both the carrot and the stick.” He chuckled to himself.

Paige, seemingly oblivious to what he’d said, humped her hips beneath him, grinding her clit against his pelvis as she tried to get him to start fucking her again.

It was an awkward little couplet and I wasn’t entirely sure what it meant. It did reveal that there was more to Maceo than just a guy trying to make his way in life as a charter boat captain. But I dismissed it as a hot wave of arousal flooded up through me.

It was still hot watching his cock slide into Paige. But this time was different than the night before. There was a jagged edge to the pleasure. This wasn’t just watching a headless, live dildo fucking her from behind. Maceo was right up in her face looking like he was going to kiss her. This was intimate. This was closer to making love than fucking and it drove me a little crazy in a way I wasn’t sure was good or bad. When he did kiss her, not like a porn star but rather gently, I felt like my heart was rending.

And yet I was powerless to stop him. I was so turned on from watching Paige with another man between her legs, a huge, hung black man — because I now realized that also mattered — that all I could do was gawk and fondle myself as they coupled in front of me.

Maceo pulled away from the kiss and pulled his hips up, drawing his girth out of Paige. The muscles in his ass flexed as he pushed back in. Just as slowly and insistently, the motion he made a clear statement. I own this pussy and I’ll have it whenever it pleases me.

Paige mewled and craned her neck to kiss him again.

Maceo indulged her, opening his mouth and plunging his tongue into hers. But he kept the pace of his fucking slow and steady. Building the pressure and pleasure between Paige’s legs until she was shaking beneath him.

My eyes raked down her body. Her cheeks and chest were flushed again. Her nipples were stiff points at the peaks of her breasts. Each time Maceo entered her fully her toes curled and she pressed her head back into the sand, arching her back, trying to feel him even deeper.

Their bodies entwined and moving together, were mesmerizing. I slipped into a part of myself I rarely went. I imagine it’s the place performers go when on stage, or writers when they’re at their desk. A state in which everything flows easily and exactly the way it should because there are no choices or decisions to be made. The music has been rehearsed. The story has been planned. The only thing left to do is enjoy the act of creation.

And the way their bodies moved together was an act of creation. More beautiful than any I’d ever seen. Maceo’s rigid cock piercing the rippling lips of Paige’s stretched pussy. Her body reacting in the only way it could to all the pleasure centres he was hitting.

I watched Paige climb toward the peak of her pleasure. Prodded by Maceo’s dark staff that provided the fuel for her ascent as it plunged inside her and the need for more of it as he drew it back out again.

Was that what he meant by carrot and stick?

What I wasn’t ready for, what nothing could have prepared me for, was when Paige, nearly at the moment of climax, put her hand on the back of Maceo’s head, pressed her forehead to his and closed her eyes. “I’m—I’m going to come,” she whispered.

“Do it sweet thing,” Maceo replied, kissing her lips again.

Talk about opening another dimension. It was such a personal, intimate moment that witnessing it almost felt dirtier than Paige blowing me while Maceo fucked her from behind. It was the kind of moment you never see in porn. It was the kind of moment, if you’re lucky, you experience with someone else. I couldn’t say I’d ever felt that close with Paige. And now I wanted nothing else.

I let go of my cock, my load nearly spilling from the heat in the tent.

A moment before she tipped over the edge Paige’s eyes popped open and looked directly into Maceo’s. “I want you to come with me. Fill me. Please? Give it to me?”

Each word was like a tiny dagger slicing into my chest. Paige seemed as far away from me as she could get, locked in a world with Maceo I’d never be able to enter. It was a privilege just watching.

“As you please,” Maceo said. He drew out and pressed back in two more times.

Paige desperately struggled not to come as he summoned his own climax. She held on until he let out a low rumble and his cock started flexing inside her. Then she threw her head back and let out a shaky breath as her body shook beneath him.

Maceo, keeping his rhythm, palmed her breast and leaned into her chest. He slurped her nipple into his mouth and teased it with his tongue.

Paige squeezed his trunk with her legs and groaned as another wave of bliss seared through her.

I was desperate to finish myself. My cock was leaking pre-cum and throbbing in time with Paige’s hips rising and falling as she ground against Maceo. I was far more desperate to feel what it would be like to reclaim her. To get on top of her and fuck her the way Maceo had, slow and steady until I worked her up to another climax. To show her how much I loved her not just with my words but with my body, too.

Maceo brought them both down slowly. Stroking his dick in and out of Paige’s pussy until her hands fell away from his head and ran down his strong arms, fingers running along the ridges of muscle there. When Paige opened her eyes and looked at him I thought he was going to kiss her again. Share another lover’s moment, a reassurance that he felt just as strongly as she about what had just passed between them.

I wanted to scream at him to stop but my voice was caught in my throat. I didn’t want to witness that sort of connection beyond the boundaries of them fucking. That was…too much, somehow.

But he didn’t. Like a gentleman who knew his way around these sorts of delicate situations, he dismounted, easing himself slowly out of her sensitive pussy, and without a word crawled out into the twilight outside the tent.

Paige looked over at me and that angelic smile formed on her lips again. Her hair was a mess and her face was still flushed but she looked even more beautiful than she had the night before.

With my jaw hanging slack I crawled between her legs on my hands and knees. I was desperate to press my cock into her used hole. But the sight of it had me transfixed. Her labia were lewdly splayed apart. Maceo’s deposit was oozing out from between them. I glanced up at Paige to find her gazing down her body at me, eyes filled with an intense curiosity.

Embarrassment swelled through me. It wasn’t that I felt bad about this newly uncovered obsession. Not exactly. But I couldn’t help but wonder what Paige thought of me. Had her opinion of me changed because of my dirty streak?

“You like that?” she asked quietly. She put a hand between her legs and let her fingers wander along the closing seam of her sex.

Excitement rushed through me. She didn’t seem at all offended that I might. Even seemed open to playing into it if I did. I gave a hesitant nod.

Paige pushed two fingers into her vagina and twisted them. She pulled them back out covered in Maceo’s cum. “He’s inside me,” she whispered.

A shiver raced down my back. With that one sentence she’d nailed exactly what was so hot about it. He was inside of her. Even though he’d left the tent, he’d left a piece of himself in her. Like an infection. A foreign agent inside a pristine vessel. A vessel he wasn’t meant to even touch or look at, never mind invade. “He’s inside you,” I echoed. The jarring juxtaposition of my sexy, feminine Paige having another man’s semen churning inside her was…well, convention dictated it should have been taboo. To me in that moment it seemed like the height of decadence.

“Come here,” Paige whispered.

My heart swelled when she opened her arms in welcome. Warmth blossomed through me as she closed them around my neck and drew me into an embrace. My cock found her hungry, hot pussy and slipped in.

I groaned and had to close my eyes against the pressure of her cunt. Not just her tight walls but the feeling of Maceo spilling out around me had me on the very edge. I opened my eyes and looked down at Paige. I wanted to say something. I wanted to feel that intense connection again. Wanted to know if she was feeling it, too.

Paige realized I was trying to say something. She pressed her finger against my lip and said “Shh. Just fuck me right now. I want to feel your cock fill me, too.”

Hearing her reaching back for the memory of Maceo erupting into her while she had my cock in me made me groan with pleasure. I cocked my hips back then eased them forward. Air hissed out of her pussy followed by a soft, cummy fart.

She didn’t blush or giggle. Just stared into my eyes like there was something she’d never seen before there.

My cock was throbbing inside her. I was careful to go slow but I felt like I had a gallon of jizz in my nuts, all loaded and ready to blow. “Baby,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Baby,” she repeated.

“I can’t last much longer,” I groaned.

“That’s okay. You don’t have to. Just let go. I want to feel you fill me.” She reached up and touched my cheek. One of the most tender, affectionate gestures I’d ever received from her.

My head started to spin. Her suddenly somewhat shy demeanour, her radiant beauty cocked the hammer of my sexual pistol. Knowing she’d done the dirtiest thing and let another man come inside her, pulled the trigger.

I lost control of my hips as I came. Started furiously rutting into her, my hips slamming against her soft, parted thighs. My face contorted and I stared into her eyes through a red filter of lust as I exploded inside her.

Paige lay there caressing my cheek and watching me intently.

It was a roller coaster of a climax. Swooping up to a screaming peak then cascading down the other side of it in a zero gravity free fall before rushing up again. The convulsions in my groin were so intense they would have been painful if my brain weren’t flooded with all the happy chemicals. I shuddered as they relaxed and, finally ended. I regained control of my hips and slowed to a stop. As the clarity came, my inside hollowed a bit.

“What’s the matter?” Paige asked quietly.

“Huh?” I grunted.

“You’re expression changed.”

I rolled off of her and onto my back on the sand, putting an arm on my forehead. “It’s nothing,” I muttered.

“I want to know,” Paige insisted. “What is it?”

I was ashamed. I didn’t want to share what was bugging me. I didn’t like talking about feelings. Didn’t really like having them, for that matter. And now it felt like I was having all of them. And Paige wanted to know what they were. And I was helpless not to tell her. “I kind of wanted you to, you know…”

“Have an orgasm?” Paige asked.

“Yeah,” I muttered, unable to look at her.

“I did,” she said, rolling onto her side and putting her hand on my chest. “With Maceo.”

God what a stab in the gut that was.

“Not good?” Paige asked. “Not sexy?”

I groaned and shook my head. “I don’t even fucking know any more,” I grumbled.

Paige leaned close enough that I could feel her breath on my cheek. “It was really hot. You watching me,” she said.

I turned to look her in the eye. “Yeah?” I said.

She nodded and bit her lip.

“Why?” I probed. I was desperate to know. What made her tick? Was she getting off on this as hard as I was? Had she had feelings for Maceo when they were fucking? Or was it just fucking? Because it had looked like feelings.

Paige shrugged and her stare grew vacant. Vapid, almost. “I don’t know. It was sexy, or whatever,” she said.

I wondered if that was as deep as she could go inside herself. I was no psychologist but I at least felt like I could ask myself question about my intentions, if not always answer them. Was this the extent of Paige’s ability to analyze herself? I don’t know? Whatever? I pushed those thoughts away. They were darkening my spirits and sending me in a bad direction. “You looked really fucking sexy with him between your legs,” I said.

Paige smiled with one side of her mouth. “Thanks,” she said.


Chapter Nine

The sun was already heating up the sand as I crawled out of the tent in nothing but my swim shorts. I stretched. Then, a moment later, I heard voices coming from the trees. Male voices that didn’t exactly sound happy. I padded in that direction and turned my head to listen.

“…fucking know what happened last night, Maceo!” It was Ryan. He sounded pissed.

“Hey boss listen,” Maceo said.

“Don’t you fucking hey boss me! I saw you on the beach with Paige. What the fuck, man?!? I bring my fucking friend down here and you fuck his wife while he’s sleeping?”

“Better to keep your voice down, boss,” Maceo said.

This was bad. Ryan never got this angry. I realized I’d put Maceo in a terrible position. He wasn’t going to tell Ryan what had really happened, it seemed. Which meant things were going to either more heated or…

A wave of humiliation washed over me as I realized what I had to do. I had to be the big man, go in there and tell Ryan, my boss and my friend, that I had wanted Maceo to fuck my wife. My head started spinning and for a moment I didn’t know if I could bring myself to do it. What would that do to my relationship with Ryan? What would it do to our business? But the angrier Ryan got the more it sank in that I had to do something. So, swallowing my pride, I stepped into the palm grove and held up a hand.

Maceo and Ryan both turned and looked at me.

I looked back and forth between them, my guts constricting at what I had to do.

“Dude,” Ryan said, shaking his head. “Did you…how long have you been there?”

“Can you give us a minute, Maceo?” I said.

He glanced at Ryan, then nodded at me and walked away toward the water.

“What did you hear?” Ryan asked. The muscles in his jaw were tense.

My throat was tight and palms were sweaty. I knew I had to do this. There was no getting out of it. But it was going to be fucking hard. And then it was going to be fucking awkward between us. I wished there was another way but there wasn’t. “I asked him to do it,” I said quietly.

Ryan’s brow furrowed as he parsed what I’d said. For a moment he looked very confused. Then the realization sank in. His eyes widened. His jaw went slack as he stared at me. “You…you asked him to do it?” he said.

I had to look down at the sand. Couldn’t hold his gaze. “I asked him to do it,” I repeated. I’m not sure how long we stood there, the only sound between us the waves lapping onto the shore.

Finally, with the all the anger gone from his expression, Ryan walked over to where I was standing and clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Hey man. Whatever. Whatever gets you off. Shit. Now I have to go apologize to Maceo for being a dick.”

I felt like I was being let off easy. No demand for a humiliating explanation. It brought a welcome relief, though I still felt kind of ashamed for having to admit it.

Ryan pulled his hand off my shoulder and started walking toward the water. I turned to follow him. He stopped and turned to look at me. Tilted his head to one side and watched me like he was trying to figure out a puzzle.

I couldn’t bring myself to say anything. Just let him stare and stood there feeling sheepish.

After a while he tipped his chin in my direction. “You like watching or something?”

I sighed and shrugged. “I…I guess,” I said.

He nodded a few times. “You see what he did to her on the beach? The way he fucked her mouth?” he asked.

I nodded, warm humiliation drizzling down the back of my neck. Despite coming not ten minutes ago I felt my cock stirring to life again. I don’t know if Ryan noticed but I said a prayer in the hopes that he wouldn’t.

“Fuck she’s a babe,” Ryan said breaking the silence.

I gave a final nod and looked down at the ground.

“Fuck,” Ryan said. “Whatever. If I’d married her I’d probably feel bad for not sharing, too.”

“It’s not…”

Ryan held up a hand. “Doesn’t matter. Just…whatever. It’s cool.”

I wanted to thank him for that. For not making me explain the why of it. But we were already in uncomfortably awkward territory and that would just make it worse. The silence between us felt heavy.

“Hey. Buddy?” Ryan said.

I looked up at him. We’d known each other a long time, Ryan and I. We worked well together. People would often remark how we seemed to communicate without speaking. This was one of those moments. I almost knew it before he’d said anything. I’d felt it coming. And as I contemplated what he was asking me, my cock started inflating. I gave a slow nod. The meaning was clear.

Yeah. Sure. Go for it, man.

Ryan waited a beat. “Cool,” he said. Then he turned and walked out toward the beach.

I hadn’t thought this far ahead. I hadn’t thought about Ryan’s little crush on Paige. Hadn’t considered that this is where my admission would take us. Maybe I should have. Maybe if I had I’d have come up with a better way to diffuse the situation between him and Maceo. But I hadn’t and here we were. Ryan striding off toward the water, scanning the beach for Paige so he could try to get laid and me standing there with half a hard on getting harder with each second as I thought about them together.

As I walked out of the palm grove I saw Ryan and Maceo talking. Ryan seemed to be apologizing. Paige was nowhere to be seen for a few seconds. Then I saw motion at the entrance to the tent. A slender hand came crawling out. Then another. I saw Paige’s head, then her shoulders. My breath caught in my throat when I saw her breasts and realized she was naked. The arousal that had started churning in my groin a few moments earlier shot up through my trunk as she emerged and stood up, her ass and pussy and breasts on full display. The only article of clothing she had on were her sunglasses.

Needless to say Ryan and Maceo paused their conversation. They watched her stretch and yawn, then rub her eyes. I wondered if Ryan could see the cum that was caked on the inside of her thigh?

Paige’s bored expression had returned. She yawned gently again, adjusted her shades and strolled over the sand to the water. Without so much as a glance in Maceo or Ryan’s direction, or mine for that matter, she walked in to the water until she was up to her waist, then sank into it and started swimming back and forth along the beach.

The humiliation I’d felt while confessing to Ryan had evaporated. It helped a lot that he seemed chill with this. I had no idea what it would do to our business relationship. But with the waves lapping at the beach, the sun burning bright overhead and the heat coming up off the sand, I didn’t really care. I mean, somewhere in the back of my mind I did. But the whole scene lulled me into the strange place I’d discovered. Disconnected from myself and yet deeply aware of every emotion and thought I was having. It was weird.

I turned and walked over to where Ryan and Maceo were standing.

Maceo gave a slow nod. Ryan turned to look at me. “What’s up bud?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “What’s up with you guys?”

“You know. Just chilling,” Ryan said.

I looked out to where Paige’s head was bobbing up and down in the surf. “She okay out there?” I asked.

“She’s fine,” Maceo said. “How about you? How are you doing?”

“Doing alright,” I replied, still staring out at Paige.

“Good, good,” Maceo said. “You liked the way I stretched her out this morning?”

My eyes shot to his. In any other situation it would have been a pretty aggressive question. Asking me if I’d enjoyed watching my wife get fucked by another man? I’ll admit a flare of jealous anger shot through me. I felt the urge to puff out my chest and get in his face. But as soon as I saw his expression I know he didn’t mean anything by it. He wasn’t trying to dominate me or some shit. It was a casual question. One he probably got asked all the time, considering his lifestyle.

Still, answering something so personal in front of Ryan proved difficult. We were close but not that kind of close. I could feel his eyes on me. It was awkward again. I huffed a laugh trying to conceal my embarrassment. “Sure. Yeah. Great,” I said.

Maceo flashed a soft smile himself.

Ryan must have sensed the tension in the air. He peeled off the shirt he was wearing and threw it down on the sand. “I think I’m gonna’ go for a little dip myself,” he said.

I nodded. And then something started twitching in the back of my head. We were stranded on this deserted island. Weren’t we supposed to be stressed out or something? Here Ryan and Maceo, even Paige and I, were treating it like it was some kind of vacation.

Ryan stripped off his shorts and kicked them to the side. He turned and walked naked into the water, heading for Paige.

My throat went tight at his confident strut. He knew what he wanted. Looked like he knew he was going to get it, too. I wondered how Paige would react. After all Maceo had told her I wanted to see her with him. Ryan and I hadn’t made any sort of arrangement. All I’d done was nod and give him permission. Would Paige roll onto her back and spread her legs for him, too?

“You seem troubled, Aaron,” Maceo said.

I guess I was but I didn’t want to deal with it. My cock was growing the closer Ryan got to Paige. All I wanted to do was sink into that basement in my brain where everything was sex. Where all I could feel were the searing blasts of heat from watching Paige with another man. “You, uh, you try the radio yet Maceo?” I asked, not taking my eyes off of Ryan.

“I suppose it would be a good time for it, wouldn’t it?” Maceo said.

I turned to look at him. He looked calm, collected and didn’t seem the least bit worried that we’d been here two days and there was no help or end in sight. My brain started humming, trying to put things together. I wasn’t sure what, but something seemed off about the whole situation. “You want me to swim out with you?” I asked Maceo.

He took off his shirt and his shorts, his long fat dick dangling between his legs. “Sure thing,” he said.

I was the only one left with clothes on. It felt weird. It felt weirder still to just take them off like everyone else. Like I was normalizing this. Like I really had no problems at all that this would be a big fuck-fest with Paige as the main course, until help arrived.

The really crazy thing was that, if I really thought about it, I was okay with that. Maybe even wanted it. Maybe even didn’t want us to get rescued just yet. So I could see how far Paige would go. How dirty could a girl like her get?

Out in the water Ryan had reached Paige. They were out pretty deep and even though Paige was standing all I could see was the top of her chest. Ryan was circling around her and laughing. Like a killer whale teasing it’s prey before eating it.

When I turned back to Maceo he was already waist-deep in the water. “Fuck it,” I muttered. I yanked my shorts down off my legs and left them on the beach before following Maceo. Wading into the warm waters up to my waist, my eyes glued to Ryan and Paige, I finally dove in and started front-crawling after Maceo, whose powerful strokes were putting more and more distance between us.

It was an easy swim out to the boat and by the time I got there Maceo had already flipped on the battery and was keying the push-to-talk button.

“Base this is Blue Flyer. Blue Flyer to base,” he said into the microphone. As he released the button I heard static come crackling over the airwaves. Maceo scowled. “Mind stepping outside?” he asked. “I think you’re causing a little interference.”

I found it a strange request. Did human bodies close to the radio really interfere with radio waves? I’d never heard that. But I couldn’t be certain and I certainly didn’t want to start an argument with Maceo. So I stepped down onto the lower deck, feeling very self-conscious about my dick hanging out in the open. When Maceo called again I could hear him speaking but couldn’t make out what he was saying. So, instead, I turned toward the water, to where I’d last seen Paige and Ryan swimming. They weren’t anywhere in the water that I could see. I scanned along the beach and my heart stopped beating.

Paige was lying on her back on the sand. She had her legs spread, her pussy bared for anyone who cared to look. I was sure Maceo could see her from the cockpit. Ryan was lying next to her, or, more accurately sort of over top of her. He had one hand behind her head and was kissing her deeply. His other hand was slowly rubbing up and down her crevice, his fingers plying apart her delicate folds and preparing for entry.

It was a visual I’ll remember until the day I die.

It was way different than seeing her with Maceo the night before, or even that morning, had been. I’d been prepared for that. Expected it. Had some time to work myself up for it. And while I suppose I should have expected this, I just hadn’t expected it to happen so quickly. What had Ryan said to her out there in the water? Had he showered her with compliments? Told her how long he’d been crushing on her? Fed her lines about how she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen? I’d heard him say those things to women in bars before. Had this been any different?

But, more importantly, I couldn’t help but wonder again if Maceo was right. Was that kind of attention enough to disarm Paige and get between her legs? Was that all it took? I knew she liked looking good but was she that vain? A slut who’d gladly spread her legs for a few pretty words?

My pulse kicked back in as a potent jolt of adrenaline pulsed through me. Embarrassingly, my cock started hardening. It was far more embarrassing than if I’d had clothes on and I kicked myself for ditching my trunks on the beach. If I’d had them I could at least try to conceal my arousal response. Pretend like I had some say in the situation. Now it would be obvious to Maceo that this kink, this fetish, short-circuited or circumvented the thinking part of my brain. This was pure biology. An autonomic response that could be induced with a known stimulus: my wife lying with another man. It wrested what little control I’d felt over the situation right out of my hands.

Worse, all of those questions I’d had last night and this morning and now on the boat, loomed larger in my head. I needed answers desperately. I knew I had to get Paige on her own. I had to figure out what was driving this behavior, besides my own suggestion that Maceo had shared with her. Surely she wasn’t just doing this to please me. She was getting something out of this. That was equal parts terrifying, masochistic and thrilling.

“What a good little whore.” Maceo’s growled words rumbled over my shoulder. I didn’t want to turn to look at him. I didn’t want to show him my hard-on. I didn’t want to look in his eyes. He was like a devil whispering over my shoulder and to acknowledge him would be to acknowledge the truth in this. That no matter how much I wanted to be the man in charge, the guy at the wheel, that was beyond me. This thing controlled me. I didn’t control it.

“You’re still fighting this, aren’t you Aaron?” he said.

“Fighting it? What? No…I…”

“Please don’t lie to me. It’s not necessary. I can see your rigid equipment from where I’m standing. You’re ashamed of this and there’s no need to be.”

“I’m not ashamed,” I lied.

“I know what you’re feeling,” he went on, ignoring my lie. “I’ve felt it too. To submit to it is to submit to boundless pleasure. I know what you’re doing, too. You’re trying to explain it to yourself. To analyze it, to dissect it. Break it apart and pick at it so you can understand it. Trust me when I say it’s a far more pleasurable experience when left whole. Don’t fight it. Don’t try to name it or know what it means. Once broken apart it can’t be put together again. If it feels good just enjoy it. What else do you have in life that’s that simple? That virginal and pristine? Leave it be. Surrender to it.”

Maceo the erotic philosopher was back again. Except this time every single word he said rang true with me. I was trying to do exactly what he’d said. I wanted my control back. Was he right? Should I leave this alone and just wallow in it? It was so unlike me. I’d had success in business and in life by analyzing things. Seeing how patterns fit together and shifting them to my advantage. Leaving this be seemed like an impossible challenge.

A jolt of lusty jealousy shot through me as I saw Ryan’s fingers penetrate Paige’s petals and slip into her slit. My cock bounced between my legs, drawing my attention. I glanced down to see that a drip of clear lubricant had beaded at the tip. I blushed in embarrassment.

“She’ll never be the same, you know,” Maceo said.

My breath caught in my throat. “What?” I squawked.

“She’ll be changed forever. When a woman like that gets a taste of the boundless delights waiting for her outside her marriage she can never be re-cloistered into a traditional marriage. To your benefit, I might add.”

I shook my head. It was all too much. It was moving too quickly. I needed to get a grip. I needed to get to Paige and figure out what was going on in her head. If Maceo was right and she could never be de-slutified what the hell did that mean for our marriage?

“Don’t be shy about releasing yourself,” Maceo said. “That amount of sexual pressure is unhealthy for any man.”

That was a bridge too far. I wasn’t about to start jerking myself off on the boat with Maceo right behind me. “Did you get anyone on the radio?” I asked, hoping to change the subject.

“My man Anton was there, finally,” Maceo said.

My eyes bugged and I spun around. A moment later a completely unexpected emotion welled through me. Regret. I hadn’t been thinking when I’d suggested Maceo try the radio. I’d just wanted to take my eyes and my mind off of Ryan and Paige. And now I wanted to take it back. I found, bizarrely, that I didn’t want anyone to come out and help us out of this predicament. Not just yet. I needed to get to the root of this thing I was living through. If help was on the way I knew there wouldn’t be enough time to do that. And I wanted probe Paige’s brain about it in the moment. Somehow it felt like a post-mortem after the fact just wouldn’t be the same. I wanted to know her, the real her, when she was in the thrall of this thing. “What’d he say?” I croaked, my throat tight with nervousness and worry.

“Good news,” Maceo replied. “He’s coming to help. Knows just where we are.”

“T-today?” I stammered.

A faint smile curled Maceo’s lips. “Unfortunately not today. We’ll have to endure another night in paradise, I’m afraid. Tomorrow.”

I wasn’t able to contain the sigh of relief I exhaled.

Maceo smiled wider and glanced down at my penis then over my shoulder at the beach. “But by the looks of things that shouldn’t be too difficult for any of us. Come. Let’s join your wife and her new lover.”

Yet another jolt of hot-cold energy shot through me.

Maceo stepped around and dove off the side of the boat. He emerged a few dozen feet away and started pumping his powerful arms and legs, driving toward the beach.

I hadn’t spent nearly enough time on a boat to do the same. Instead I sat down on the gunwale and slipped into the water. As my head went under the surface I experienced a glorious moment of freedom. Suspended in the water, not a sound breaking through, I felt like myself again. The guy I’d been before this had all gone sideways. I felt centered. It only lasted an instant. As my breath ran out I propelled myself back up and broke through the waves. I drew in a massive breath, then started swimming as fast as my arms and legs would carry me.


Chapter Ten

My heart was thundering in my chest as I hauled myself onto my feet and started wading towards shore. I gasped at the sight of Maceo standing over Paige and Ryan, stroking himself as he watched.

Ryan had crawled between her legs. His stiff cock was stuffed inside her pussy and the muscles in his ass were flexing as he pumped it in and out of her.

I stopped in mid-stride, the water at the level of my knees, and stared as well. The sight was paralyzing and deeply hypnotic. Ryan’s haunches were the pendulum that dragged me under. Paige’s squirming and her hands drifting up and down his back were what kept me in my trance.

Her plush ass provided a a comfortable cushion for Ryan’s rutting. He had one hand on her tit and the other in her hair. Every few thrusts he’d look down, stare at his penis being swallowed by her cunt, and grunt.

Paige was watching his face. She didn’t seem nearly as aroused as she had with Maceo. In fact she seemed slightly detached. She looked more like a detached observer, watching the proceedings with interest, rather than a participant. Like she was submitting to this latest intrusion for purposes other than her own pleasure.

It was puzzling and a little bit disturbing. I couldn’t help but wonder what was going on in her mind? Was she doing this because it’s what she thought I wanted? She really didn’t seem to be ‘in the moment’ the way she’d been with Maceo. When Ryan groaned and bucked above her she nodded in a dispassionate way.

“I’m gonna’ fucken’ come,” he grunted.

“Do it,” she said, her tone unaffected.

“I’m gonna’ fucken’ into yer’ pussy,” he groaned.

“Yeah that’s what I want,” she said. “Fill me up with all your come.” But it sounded like she was woodenly reading a script and not succumbing to some deep need she had to feel another, different man, fill her again. As Ryan’s grip tightened on her breast she reached down between his legs, found his testicles with her hand and squeezed them.

He roared up at the sky, the pressure sending him barrelling over the edge of his climax. His movements became jerky and erratic, his body taking over the steady rhythm his conscious mind had begun. Propelling him toward his primary imperative at any price and sending his genetic material spraying into Paige’s pussy.

My cock was still hard, despite my swim. I looked down to see pre-cum oozing out of it. I couldn’t resist it’s magnetic pull. I wrapped a fist around it and started pumping myself.

Ryan, having crested his climax, furrowed his brow and slammed harder into Paige. “You gonna’ come for me, baby?” he panted.

Paige looked off to one side as if contemplating the question. A moment later she put a hand on his chest and pushed him gently away. “I’m good,” she said. “That was nice.”

He looked troubled as his thrusting eased. He pulled out of her and rose to kneel before her still spread legs. Looked down at his semen running out of her, then back up at her face. “Did you make it? Was that good?” he asked. He seemed…impatient.

“It was nice,” Paige repeated.

Seeing his jaw clench and anger flare across his expression yanked me from my trance. This wasn’t cool. This wasn’t sexy. Ryan looked like he was about to lose his shit. The under performing lover about to blame his partner for her poor showing.

My cock deflated as my own angry reaction hijacked my mind and prepared me to fight or flee. Except this was no choice. I was ready to throw down if kept this up. I started storming toward the beach.

It was Maceo who noticed me first. Still lost in staring at Paige’s supple body and pleasuring himself, he must have notice me coming from the corner of his eye. He let go of his cock and in a few quick steps put himself between me and Ryan and Paige. He looked over his shoulder to speak. “Alright boss. That’s enough,” he said, before turning to stare at me.

His stern gaze softened my response. I’d have gotten in there and given Ryan hell if it had just been him. But knowing I’d have to get past Maceo first made me think twice. I didn’t really think we’d actually fight. That would be ridiculous. It was just that the urge to protect Paige, even from a possible outburst by Ryan, was overwhelming.

Ryan looked over his shoulder and saw me. He glared for a second or so, then sighed. Probably realized he’d made a fool of himself. His expression clouded as he rose to his feet. “Yeah. Nice. Sure was,” he said. Then, waving a hand at Paige added “whatever.” His shoulders slouched and he stomped off into the trees sulking, grabbing his shorts of the beach before he disappeared.

Maceo looked disappointed. His cock had half-deflated and I could see this wasn’t how he’d seen this ending. But another glance at me and he must have realized the party was over. At least for the time being. He turned and offered Paige a hand.

She took it and let him help her up to her feet. She looked over at me with a slightly vacant stare, streaks of Ryan’s seed running down the insides of her legs.

Maceo took a deep breath and exhaled. “I better see if I can go find some fish for dinner,” he said. He walked into the water and started wading toward the boat. As he passed me he turned his head. “You good, boss?” he asked.

“I’m…I’m fine,” I replied without looking at him.

A moment later I heard him dive into the water behind me. The tension left me and I jogged up to the beach and Paige. I put my hands on her arms and looked into her eyes. “You okay?” I asked.

“Fine,” she said with a shrug. As if what had happened hadn’t made an impression on her at all.

It was a little maddening. As I stared at her all the questions and worries that I’d had came racing back, flooding through my mind. I didn’t care anymore if asking them would make her upset or break the crazy dynamic of the situation. All I wanted to know was that she still loved me. That nothing between us had changed. That we’d come out the other end of this not just the same as we had been but stronger and better. “Can I talk to you?” I asked.

“Of course,” she replied. It was a softer response than what I’d braced myself for: her usual shrug and ‘whatever’ and mild disinterest. She seemed to know this was important.

That made me feel a hell of a lot better.

“Can we…I don’t want to do this here. Can we go find some shade?” I asked.

“Sure thing,” Paige said. “I better…I think I should put some clothes on,” she added.

“Me too. I mean I should, too. I think that’s a good idea.”

Paige walked over to the tent and disappeared inside it.

I grabbed my trunks and poked my feet into them, then pulled them up my legs and tied the drawstring.

When she re-emerged I was surprised to see she’d put on a bra, a loose-fitting t-shirt that came down to the middle of her thighs and flapped in the gentle wind. As it rode up her leg I could see she was wearing her bikini bottoms, too. For some reason it was a relief to see. She’d sensed something too, her wardrobe seemed to say. That there was an edge to step back from. That a regrouping was necessary before we took this any further. It was a real fucking relief.

We walked into the palm trees and found a patch of shade. Sat down with our backs against a tree. Paige pulled her knees up to her chest and I sat cross-legged, drawing shapes in the sand. We were silent for a long time. I was hoping Paige would go first. Maybe ask a question about what it was I wanted to talk about. Or just say something so that I didn’t have to. When I realized she wasn’t about to I girded myself against the uncomfortable pressure in my abdomen and opened my mouth to speak. “You sure you’re okay?” I said.

“Yeah. Why do you keep asking?”

“It’s just…Ryan. He was kind of a dick at the end there.” To my surprise, Paige giggled. “What’s so funny?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she replied.

“No seriously,” I said, pressing. “I want to know.”

She turned and looked at me through her sunglasses. Reached up and pulled them off her nose and folded the temples. Paused for a while, thinking. “It’s just funny how…protective you’re being.”

Funny? Funny?!? I was trying to be a nice fucking guy and make sure she was alright after Ryan acted like an ass hole after fucking her. How was that funny in any way?

“Don’t get all bent out of shape about it,” she said quietly.

That got me even more riled up. “I’m not…I’m not getting bent out of shape,” I said, more anger in my voice than I’d intended. She was being a bitch.

“Yes you are. I can tell by your face and the way you’re talking,” she said.

“I’m trying to help you!” I barked. “How is that funny?”

She furrowed her brow and shook her head. “I’m not laughing at you trying to help me,” she said.

“Then what the fuck are you laughing at?” I demanded.

“I was just laughing because…I wasn’t laughing, first of all. I just giggled and smiled a little. And I was laughing because sometimes, no matter what a girl does, the guy’s gonna’ get upset. ‘Cause it’s not the thing he thought she should be doing.”

That gave me pause. I wasn’t exactly sure what she meant but it sounded like possibly the most profound thing I’d ever heard come out of Paige. “Well…well what’s that supposed to mean?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Ryan getting pissed because I didn’t scream about how great his skinny dick was. Or you getting cranky because I didn’t fall into your arms crying and thanking you for saving me from him.”

It felt like my whole chest cavity hollowed out. Holy shit. She was…right. She was fine. And she was right. And I didn’t want to hear it because it wasn’t the way I’d seen things.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered, her expression clouding. “I didn’t mean for that to sound so bitchy. I like that you got kind of protective, or whatever. It was…kind of sexy.” She reached out and put her hand over mine in the sand.

And that crushed me. Because somehow, even if she wasn’t doing it on purpose, I knew she was just slipping back into the role she felt she had to play. Pretending she was just a submissive little woman who needed to a Big Strong Man to feel like he was looking out for her so that he could feel good about himself.

And I guess on some level that’s why I’d married her. I didn’t think of myself as misogynistic. But the truth was that I didn’t really want a woman who was going to talk back too much or question me about everything. It’s why Paige and I had a good thing going. We were both getting what we wanted. We were both playing the game to get what we needed out of it.

But now that just didn’t feel like enough. I don’t know why it just didn’t. I didn’t want that anymore. Watching Paige take Maceo’s big dick had changed something in me. I wanted to know all these things about her now that I hadn’t before. I wanted us to be partners in this adventure and not actors in a play. I slipped my hand out from underneath hers and put it on her knee. “I’m an ass hole,” I said.

“What?” she asked, scrunching up your nose. “You’re not an ass hole. I wouldn’t have married you if you were an ass hole.”

There were a million things I felt I wanted to say and none of them would come to mind. “I really just wanted to make sure you were alright,” I muttered.

“I know you did,” she said. “But listen that’s kind of the other part of why I was laughing. Like you think that’s the first time I had to deal with a guy that got his panties in a knot because I didn’t look at him the right way while he was fucking me?”

My shoulders sagged. Of course I couldn’t keep my mind from wandering to all of the other faceless boyfriends Paige had had. How often had she had to perform for them so they didn’t get butt hurt? “Men are dicks,” I muttered.

She chuckled. “Not all of them,” she said. “But it’s like that quote. I forget where I read it. Male egos and fruit have a lot in common.”

I looked over at her. “Oh yeah? Why’s that?” I asked.

She bit her lip and shrugged. “They both bruise easily,” she offered, meekly.

Well shit.

I smirked and shook my head. “Yeah. You got me.”

She reached up and squeezed my arm. “Hey,” she said, a slight smile on her face.

“Hey what?”

“You’re not like that. You’re different.”

“You just said…”

“That was just ‘cause you got all upset. And…” She looked to one side then the other. “And this is all a little weird. Fun. But weird.”

I let out a gigantic sigh. I knew she was being honest. And I really appreciated it. I wanted more of that. I turned and looked at her. We stared into each other’s eyes for a long time. “Why’d you do this?” I finally asked.

She looked at me and I saw her features shift. She was slipping back into it again. Back into the role. Coming up with a all for you, baby or a because it was so hot that you were watching. Which may have been the truth. Or part of it. But it wasn’t the whole thing. “Tell me for real,” I said. “I mean it. Like, pretend I’m a block of concrete and not a fruit.”

She covered her mouth as she laughed at the poor choice of words.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” I said, chuckling.

She thought for a long time, looking up at the sky. She finally drew in a breath. “I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “It was kind of…fun, or whatever.”

I was about to start probing again, trying to pry more answers out of her. Real answers. True answers. Answers I wanted to hear. And then I decided to just wait. Maybe if I didn’t rapid-fire leading questions at her then maybe, just maybe, I’d get the truth she wanted to speak and not the one I wanted to hear.

She seemed to appreciate the silence that I gave her. She picked up my hand and folded hers over it. “I don’t know, Aaron. I don’t…I don’t spend a ton of time thinking about these things. Like, it was kind of sexy.”

“What was?” I whispered, unable to contain myself.

She glanced sideways at me. Opened her mouth, then paused. “Maceo’s pretty sexy,” she whispered.

It was like a hot knife stabbed into my guts then gently twisted. Maceo’s pretty sexy. Sure, he was. But in a perfect world Paige, my Paige would be completely oblivious to him because she had me. Of course that was ridiculous but I think somewhere deep down that’s the truth I wanted. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath and tried to let the idea go.

“Does that make you feel bad?” she asked.

“I’m a block of concrete,” I said, my voice gravelly.

Paige burst into giggles and slapped me lightly on the arm. “Oh shut up. You’re allowed to feel things.”

I opened my eyes and looked at her again. “Yeah I know. But right now I want to know how you feel.”

“Aww,” she cooed. “That’s sweet.”

“Tell me more,” I said.

She sighed. “Well he’s sexy. And then he told me that you wanted it.”

“And you believed him?” I blurted.

“I guess? He said you were watching. And then that felt all wrong and kind of dirty and I kind of got swept up in the moment or whatever.”

“Would you have done it if you hadn’t known?”

“Hadn’t known?” she asked.

“If he hadn’t told you I wanted it?”

She scrunched her whole face up. “What? No! What are you talking about? I wouldn’t cheat on you,” she said.

The concrete I’d been trying to be, crumbled. I wanted to throw my arms around her neck and squeeze her till her head popped off. My insides turned to mush. All the fear and wondering about Paige’s motivations got sucked right out of me by her reaction.

“Why the hell’d you tell him something like that anyways?” she asked. “You didn’t think that maybe telling me first would have been a good idea?”

“I…I don’t…I guess I didn’t really consider it. Or, didn’t have time. And then…” I looked nervously side to side. The question had me pinned and there was really no good answer or excuse that I could come up with.

“Look whatever,” Paige said. “For some reason it’s not even a big deal. You probably just got caught up in the moment too, right?”

“I guess so,” I muttered.

“Yeah. It’s fine,” she said. “Just, maybe, next time, you know…give me a heads up or something?”

I looked up at her to see her smiling. I smiled back. “I didn’t want to bother you,” I said.

Paige cracked a huge grin. Her fist came flying out and, before I could react, connected with my arm.

“Ow! Shit!” I cried out, rubbing the spot she’d punched.

“Yeah. You deserve it,” she said, chuckling.

“Yeah alright,” I agreed, laughing with her.

Our laughter waned. A long silence stretched out between us. No one seemed to know what to say. But I felt closer to her than I had twenty minutes earlier. Closer than we’d ever been. I looked up at her out of the corner of my eye. “Can I ask you one more thing?” I said.

“Maybe,” she replied.

“Maceo said…he told me that you’d never be the same. You think that’s true?” I asked.

Paige arched her brow. “Never be the same about what?” she said.

“Like after, you know, after you had someone like him.”

“A black guy?” she asked.

“Not just that,” I said. “You know,” I added, putting my hands apart to indicate his size.

Paige rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Oh my god. Men,” she said. “What do you think? That because I got fucked by a huge dick now I’m going to be slobbering for it forever?”

I waited for a beat. “Are you?” I asked.

“Oh god Aaron grow up!” she said. “You’re like this super successful guy with a hot wife who’s winning at like, everything and then you throw out this teenage boy shit? Seriously?”

I wasn’t sure if the question was rhetorical so I said nothing.

“Dude you really thought I was going to turn into some huge slut who could only think of sex because I got fucked by a big dick? I’ve fucked a lot of fat cocks, Aaron, and I haven’t given them another thought since.”

Her snarky admission tore through my guts like an ice cold steak knife. Sure I’d known Paige had had a past. No, I hadn’t ever bothered asking her about it. But this revelation unveiled a fresh new field of erotic pleasure. I couldn’t wait for the chance to ask her about her sexual history. “I don’t know,” I muttered. “I don’t really…I guess I don’t really know how girls brains work all the time.”

She snorted. “Yeah. Really? I hadn’t guessed. No I’m sorry. That’s not fair,” she said, putting a hand on my shoulder.

A question burbled up out of the depths of my own brain. “Why’d you come out of the tent naked this morning?” I asked.

She drew in a breath and held it for a few seconds, like she didn’t have a good reply to the question. “I don’t know,” she finally said, shaking her head. “Just got into the spirit of things, I guess. Thought it would be fun or something.” She poked at the sand with her toe. “Was it?” she asked.

“Kind of,” I said. “Was it for you?”

“Yeah. Kind of,” she replied.

“You liked the attention?” I asked after a silence.

She furrowed her brow at me. “That’s a weird thing to ask,” she said.

I was dying to press her on it. Had Maceo at least been right about that? Was Paige an attention whore? Did that have anything to do with what had happened? I didn’t want to spoil how close I felt to her but it was just itching and itching in my brain. “Well? Did you?” I whispered.

She sighed. “I don’t know. I guess so.”

“You like it when men look at you?” I went on. “Sexually, I mean?”

She narrowed her eyes. “Ew. Don’t make this into some gross creepy thing. I just like to be cute, okay? Like we were doing this whole sexy game and it seemed like the thing to do. You don’t have to write a psychology book about it.”

“Okay, okay,” I said, sensing her irritation. I knew there was only so far I could push her before she came unglued. I went back to drawing in the sand with my finger.

“Hey so seriously. Why did you tell Maceo about this thing?” she asked after a few minutes.

I mulled it over for a moment and shrugged. “He kind of dragged it out of me?”

She raised an eye. “Dragged it out of you?”

“I don’t know. He’s got this way of talking. It’s…kind of hypnotizing or something,” I said.

Paige chuckled. “Yeah he’s got the whole shaman thing nailed that’s for sure.”

“What? Wait, what?”

“Oh he laid it on pretty thick by the fire after you’d left. Telling me how beautiful I was and trying to pull that whole hot-mystery-man thing on me. Said it like he really believed it, too. Like he’d really eaten enough of his own shit to believe that that’s what was going to get him laid.” She rolled her eyes again. “That guy is such a con artist,” she said.

My eyes widened. Paige was saying this? Because truth be told I kind of had fallen for his shit, if that’s all it was. Was it really just an act? “He told me women like you really crave attention. Is that true?” I blurted, not thinking what I was saying. Wanted to kick myself the moment the words were out of my mouth. What a stupid fucking thing to confess.

Paige looked at me sideways. “Oh,” she said after a long pause. “Oh I get it. Maceo planted that little nugget in your head,” she said, nodding. “Ohhhh. Oh, okay,” she said, nodding as if she’d just made an enormous realization. I get it know. You wanted all this to be true.” She waved her hand around in the air.

“What? No I…”

She rolled over onto her hands and knees and crawled over to where I was sitting. Grabbed my shoulders and yanked down onto my back on the ground then threw her leg over my lap and straddled me. She ground her pelvic bone against my cock. “You wanted your wife to be an actual bimbo. Roll over panting with her legs spread just because she saw a big dick and just couldn’t…”

She stopped in mid-sentence at the sound of soft voices drifted towards us.

I propped myself up on my elbows and cocked my head to listen.

Paige pressed a finger to her lips.

“…fucked this whole thing up, Maceo.”

“You fucked nothing up, boss. We’re just having a bit of fun. Your friend’s having a great time. His wife is, too.”

My eyes widened.

Paige looked down at me, her eyes bugging too.

“Where are they anyways?” we heard Ryan say.

“Probably in the tent having a good time,” Maceo replied.

“Fuck this is all messed up. I saw this going totally differently. Aaron’s pissed at me I know he is. If he ever finds out we set this up then it’s…”

“Keep your voice down,” Maceo said, cutting him off. “No one’s going to find out nothing. Just keep cool, boss.”

“Stop telling me what to do!” Ryan snapped.

Paige’s eyes lit up and she covered her mouth with her hand to keep herself from laughing. Ryan and Maceo were bickering like an old married couple.

It was funny. It was also becoming clear that none of this was real.

“When’s your guy coming?” Ryan barked.

“Tomorrow morning.”

“Get to the boat. Call him back. Get him out here tonight. I don’t want to deal with this. I don’t want to spend another fucking night on this goddamn island you understand?”

“Ryan, boss, relax. Chill. Take a deep breath okay? You let me talk to your friend. I’ll straighten it all out. I’ll straighten out his pretty little wife, too. You’ll get another chance. I’ll work her up for you and you can give her the big finish, huh? What do you say? You paid a lot of money here. Why spoil it now?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. This was, in a word, a conspiracy. Ryan had set this up. He’d set the whole fucking thing up. He’d paid Maceo to fake an engine problem so he could have a crack at Paige. How could I ever trust the guy again? What the fuck was this going to do to our business? What was this going to do to my life?

I jostled under Paige, trying to get out from beneath her.

She didn’t let me up. Put a hand over my mouth and shook her head. Her eyes were sparkling with mischief.

“You good?” Maceo asked.

“I don’t know,” Ryan muttered.

“You’re good. You go and have a swim. Get the last of the beer from the boat. It’ll do you good. I’ll find the lovebirds and set it all straight, okay?”

A pause ensued. “Yeah, fuck, fine. Whatever,” Ryan muttered.

We heard footsteps in the sand as they made their way back to the beach.

I turned to look up at Paige again. Her hand was still over my mouth. She held it there for another twenty seconds or so.

“That fucker set this up,” I said as she leaned over me, her breasts sagging against my chest.

“So?” she whispered.

My jaw dropped. “So? He fucking…he paid Maceo to…to fucking talk me into this and seduce you. All so he could…”

“Who cares?” Paige asked, shaking her head.

I raised an eyebrow. “Who cares?” I asked, aghast.

“Who cares?”

“I fucking care!” I hissed. “You’re my wife! I knew he’d always had a thing for you but to actually go and…”

“Aaron,” Paige whispered.

I locked eyes with hers.

“Did you have a good time? Watching?” she asked quietly.

I pondered the question for a moment. “Sure but…”

“Then who fucking cares who set up who? You had a good time, found a kink you didn’t know about and spent a few days in the sun and the surf. Sounds like a pretty good time to me.”

A hollow cold feeling formed in my chest. My eyes narrowed. “Hang on. No,” I said, shaking my head. “No. Don’t tell me you were in on this t…” I gasped as Paige smacked my cheek with her hand.

“If you don’t stop accusing me of being a lying cheater I’m going to divorce you,” she said, voice cold as stone.

The smack and the threat knocked some sense back into me. “Okay. Okay, sorry. But also…ow!” I said, rubbing my face.

Paige smiled and leaned lower. I could feel her breath on my lips as she spoke. “You went to get him back?” she asked.

“I want to punch him in the face,” I growled.

Paige grinned. “Follow my lead and I’ll do you one better,” she whispered.


Chapter Eleven

I managed to avoid Ryan until the sun had nearly set by hanging out on the boat. Paige spent the afternoon, presumably the last of our pretend shipwreck vacation, swimming and sunning herself on the sand.

Ryan spent his time propped up against a palm in the shade reading a book. Maceo did a little fishing.

I’d asked Paige probably a hundred times about what she was cooking up but she wouldn’t say a word. Strutted around the beach every so often collecting furtive glances from both Ryan and Maceo. Looked a hell of a lot more self-assured than I’d ever seen her. Cocky, almost. It was strange and attractive at the same time.

I don’t think we’d ever talked as openly or honestly as we had under the trees that morning. And now, after overhearing Ryan and Maceo’s conversation, it felt like we were in cahoots. And that was a good feeling. I felt like I’d arrived at fake shipwreck island with a wife and a friend. Now it felt like I’d lost one friend and gained another. Paige. Made me warm inside to think about it.

As the sun was dipping into the ocean I slipped off the boat and swam the length to shore.

Maceo had the fire going good. The last of the beers were tucked into a cooler and he had a fish all filleted and ready to be fried. To be honest it was all pretty cool. Sort of an experience vacation. Actually sounded kind of like a good business idea. Adventures for couples who don’t know they’re about to have one? I tucked the idea away in the back of my mind.

Ryan came strolling over, looking at me a little sideways like he wasn’t sure what I was going to do about the fact that he’d fucked my wife earlier that day. “Hey buddy,” he muttered. “Holdin’ up okay?”

I flashed the fakest smile I could, stretched my arms out and looked around. “Living the dream, my friend. Living the dream.”

He seemed relieved at my reaction. “Okay,” he said, nodding. “Cool. So, like, we’re cool, right?” he asked.

I flashed my no-big-deal face. “For sure,” I lied.

The worry eased on his expression. He smiled with one corner of his mouth. “I wouldn’t have ever guessed it you know?”

“Guessed what?” I asked, my anger rising at what was going to come out of his mouth next.

“That you and Paige were, you know, swingers,” he explained, his smile stretching out into a grin. “Like, that’s really cool.”

Scheming fucker.

I shrugged. “Yeah. Whatever. I guess,” I said, trying to sound as dismissive as I could.

In a way Paige was right. Ryan had done something good for us. He’d totally transformed our relationship. If the circumstances had been different I’d have been thanking him. But they were what they were. The fact remained that he’d betrayed my trust. Gone behind my back so he could get something he wanted: sex with Paige. Even if he felt bad now the damage had been done. I wasn’t sure what I’d do after we got back but I was sure it wouldn’t be working for Ryan any more.

“Hey gentlemen come have a beverage!” Maceo called out from beside the fire.

I turned to see him waving us over. I glanced at Ryan and flashed another smile, trying to reassure him things were fine. I wasn’t sure how I was going to quit but it wasn’t going to be politely. I wanted to string him along thinking things were fine between us for as long as I could.

We both turned and walked towards the fire. We sat down cross-legged next to Maceo and each took a beer he was offering. As I cracked mine Paige walked past us, looked at me over top her sunglasses and winked.

An electric charge of excitement shot through me and my heart went soft. I couldn’t help but wonder again what she was cooking up.

As I turned back towards the fire I caught the tail end of the look they’d exchanged. They were obviously convinced that they were going to score again tonight. I wasn’t so sure. But it was becoming clearer to me that it was Paige who was going to call the shots that evening.

We ate a quiet dinner of fried fish and the last of the fruit from the boat. Maceo deciding that since we were being “rescued” the next day we could stop rationing our food. We mostly ate in silence.

It was only after the sun had set and Maceo pulled out another bottle of rum that the evening started heating up.

Maceo and Ryan had been stealing glances at Paige all evening. As the alcohol eased their inhibitions they became less discrete. Ogling her ass and her tits and grinning at each other. Maceo cracked a joke that cracked Ryan up.

I was too lost in my thoughts to be paying attention. My eyes were mostly fixed on Paige, a mix of awe and wonder drifting through me at how little I’d known about my wife.

Paige snickered, glanced at me and winked again.

Maceo saw her and took that as an invitation to begin the night in earnest. He set down his cup, clapped his hands together and rubbed them, then grinned at Paige. “So? Last night in paradise? What should we do with it? What do you think miss Paige?”

Paige uncrossed her legs and stood up. She walked around the fire to where I was sitting and came to stand behind me. She put her hands on my shoulders and let them slide down my chest until they came to rest on my abs. “I think,” she began before turning and pecking me on the side of the neck. “I think my husband’s been such a good sport that we should let him decide,” she said.

I turned and looked sideways at her. My heart was thumping hard. I had no idea what she wanted me to do and no way to find out. She’d said to follow her lead but the trouble was she wasn’t leading. “What do you want, baby?” I asked, looking into her eyes.

“What do you want?” she asked with a wicked smile.

I was mesmerized by her playful good nature and easy-going manner. I don’t think I’d ever seen her like that. “I want whatever’s going to make you happy,” I replied.

She smiled a little wider. “Perfect,” she whispered before turning to look at Ryan and Maceo. Her hands drifted down into my lap. She touched the outline of my cock through the shorts I was wearing.

It twitched to life in her hand.

“You hear that boys?” she asked. “Whatever’s going to make me happy. You guys on board with that?”

Maceo smirked. Ryan looked a little nervous but forced a smile. “Hey whatever,” he said. “I’m game.” Maybe he was still worried about what we’d overheard him talking to Maceo about earlier. About getting discovered and what the consequences of that might be. Or maybe he’d sensed the change in Paige as well.

Maceo’s smirk faded. “I prefer a woman who knows that I’m the boss,” he said. He reached into his shorts and hauled out that absolute anaconda of a cock of his. He let it hang between his legs and leaned back with his arms at his sides. As if expecting that Paige would swoon and fall to her knees at the very sight of it.

In that moment I realized that he really did believe his own bullshit. He really did believe in all that shit he’d told me about women and attention and what big cocks do to them. He looked smug.

“Huh,” Paige said, shrugging and walking around to stand in front of me. She turned to face me and smiled as she hooked her thumbs into the belt line of her cut-offs. Staring at me she peeled them off down her ass and legs, along with her underwear. She bent at the waist giving Ryan and Maceo an unobstructed view of her beautiful gash.

My eyes went wide. Behind her I saw Maceo’s smug expression fade. His eyes were locked on her cunt. His cock twitched, then started swaying between his legs. Ryan was watching her, too, looking like he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her pussy if his life depended on it.

Paige stepped out of her shorts and threw them off to one side. She sank to her knees in front of me and undid my pants, gazing up into my eyes. “Trust me,” she mouthed.

I tensed as she pulled my cock out and ran a finger down its hardening length.

Maceo took his own cock in hand and started stroking. He didn’t look nearly as confident as he had the last few times. Not as certain, either. He looked like he was in uncharted waters and a little confused for it.

The tension in my body ratcheted up as Paige leaned forward and licked the head of my cock. It wasn’t so much that I was embarrassed. I’d seen her do so many dirty things the last few days. But I’d never been at the center of the guys attention. I’d been the one on the sidelines watching. It felt a little weird that I was center stage now.

Thankfully neither Ryan or Maceo gave a single shit about me. They were still staring at Paige’s ass, which she’d conveniently rounded out by squatting as low as she could to the ground. I was pretty sure they had at least a partial view of her snatch.

Paige’s lips parted and she slipped the head of my cock into her mouth. Eyes locked on mine, she started bobbing up and down and kept going until I was completely hard. She popped off with a satisfied sigh and lewdly wiped her lips with the back of her hand. Glanced over her shoulder at Ryan, lifted her hand and crooked a finger to beckon him towards us.

Ryan looked nervously at Maceo. Maceo shrugged, a silent admission that he didn’t know what was going on. Ryan slipped off his makeshift seat and shuffled across the sand on his knees. He stopped just behind Paige, his eyes on her ass, hands reaching out to touch it.

“Hey,” she said, snapping her fingers over her shoulder.

Ryan snapped out of the trance he was in and looked up.

“You want this pussy?” Paige asked.

Ryan gave a vigorous nod.

“Then get your mouth on my ass,” Paige commanded.

Ryan’s eyes and mine shot wide open at the same time. I’d never heard Paige talk like that. I was pretty sure Ryan had never been talked to like that by a woman. He looked over her shoulder at me and quickly looked down, embarrassed that our eyes had met. “I…I…” he stammered.

Paige leaned forward, kissed the head of my cock and stroked the shaft with her hand. “Your choice,” she said to Ryan. She flashed a conspiratorial smile at me before turning her head and running her lips sideways up and down my cock.

I stared at her beautiful mouth as it worked my shaft. She followed it with her hand sending bolts of pleasure pulsing up from my crotch and making me dizzy.

Ryan, who’s expression betrayed that he’d obviously never been ordered to eat a woman’s ass before, took a long time making his decision. Finally the promise of feeling the inside of Paige’s sweet, tight cunt pierced through the last of his inhibitions. Finally he knelt on his haunches in what the yoga studio would call a vajrasna pose, put his hands on Paige’s ass cheeks and spread them apart.

My eyes wandered down Paige’s back. From my vantage point I could just make out the tiny, winking hole of her sphincter. It flexed and released as she moved her head up and down my cock.

Ryan opened his mouth. He bent at the waist and toward Paige’s ass. Halfway there he paused. His nostrils flared. He sniffed the air wafting up from her cunt. His cock stretched to life in his trunks. “You…you want me to…”

Paige pulled her mouth off my cock just long enough to say “I want you to eat, bitch.”

Ryan drew in a sharp breath in shock.

Paige didn’t miss a beat. Went right back to sucking on me and gazing into my eyes.

After another few moments Ryan bent lower. His tongue flicked out. The tip touched the center of Paige’s ass hole. He flicked a few circles around it. “Like…like that?” he asked. Again our eyes met as he looked up. Again he looked away almost at once.

I wasn’t sure if this was humiliating for him but it sure seemed like it. Maybe he felt bad about what he’d done. But he looked so damn uncomfortable that even I felt a little bit bad for him. I looked at Paige, wondering if I should intervene.

As if reading my mind she gave her head three gentle shakes side to side and mouthed the word “don’t.” She reached behind her ass. Finding the back of Ryan’s head she grabbed fistful of his hair and yanked him towards her backside.

He harrumphed as his mouth was mashed against her ass.

“Like that,” Paige growled.

Ryan reacted like he’d been put under a spell. He started sloppily working his mouth against her ass and groaning like he loved it.

“That’s better,” Paige said softly. She grinned at me.

I was completely shocked by what she’d done. Turned the tables with a few commands. Used that sexy body of hers that Maceo had insisted would do anything for some attention and a stiff cock and had Ryan literally eating out of her ass with nothing more than the promise of letting him use it later.

Maceo seemed to be enjoying the view. His cock was fully erect and his stroking had slowed as he stared at the menage unfolding in front of him.

Paige kept suckling and licking my cock. Every so often she’d wiggle her ass and back up farther against Ryan’s mouth.

Made him groan every single time like he absolutely loved what she was doing to him.

After a few minutes of that she reached back around and gave him a gentle smack on the cheek. “That’s enough. On your back on the ground,” she ordered.

Ryan reacted in double-time. He pulled away from her ass, his face a mess of his own saliva. He dropped down onto his back and started tugging his shorts off.

Paige looked over her shoulder. “Not like that,” she chided. “Get your face under my pussy,” she said.

Ryan frantically spun around then wiggled himself towards us until his mouth was positioned right beneath Paige’s drooling snatch.

She reached down between her legs and grabbed his chin. “Open your mouth,” she said.

Ryan’s jaw dropped.

“Get your tongue out,” Paige barked.

He stuck his tongue out wide.

“Good,” Paige said. “Now hold it just like that until I tell you otherwise.” Grabbing his hair to keep his head in place she sat down on his face with her clit pressed against his tongue. “Hm,” she said, looking up at me. “Not bad.” She let out a small giggle.

I sat there slack-jawed and staring as it all played out. Never in a million years would I have guessed Paige had this side to her. Ordering a man around like she owned him? Holy shit. It was yet another layer of her revealed and incredibly hot.

As she resumed stroking and sucking my cock she ground her pussy against Ryan’s tongue.

Ryan groaned again and shoved his hand down his pants. Started feeling himself up, his toes curling, his body wriggling and obviously desperate for release. He seemed as shocked by it all as I was from the sounds he was making. Raw and unbridled noises of feral pleasure I would have never imagined him being capable of.

After a few minutes Paige started panting. She pulled her mouth off my cock and grabbed it with her hand. Put her other hand on my thigh to steady herself. Rode out the last thirty seconds or so of her climb to ecstasy really mashing her sex against Ryan’s tongue. She squinted and scrunched her nose as she neared the end. Let out a sharp shriek as she came. Her body shuddered. Her grinding slowed and finally stopped. She panted for a few seconds before she caught her breath. Put her hands on her thighs for a moment before grabbing the hem of her t-shirt and pulling it up over her head. Her tits fell out and my eyes immediately sank to them.

She smiled, lifted them in both hands and pressed them together for my enjoyment. “You ready?” she whispered.

I had no idea what for but if it was going to be half as good as what had just happened I was more than ready. I gave a few eager nods.

Paige rose up off of Ryan’s face but stayed on her knees. She looked down at him with a severe expression.

He’d stopped tugging at himself but his hand was still in his shorts.

Paige looked over her shoulder at it before turning her eyes on his again. She put a hand between her legs and rubbed herself. “Yeah?” she asked. “You like that? You like being a little bitch?” she asked Ryan, contempt in her tone.

I was shocked again when Ryan groaned and nodded vigorously.

Paige rubbed two fingers quickly side to side over her folds. Flecks of Ryan’s saliva and Paige’s lubricant landed on his lips and tongue.

He greedily licked them off before swallowing them.

Paige did it again and he did the same thing.

I stared at him with my mouth hanging open, unable to contain my disbelief. This was the most macho, competitive guy I knew and he’d folded in a snap and let Paige dominate him. I had no idea what was going on.

Paige put one foot on the sand, then the other and stood up. Towering over Ryan’s face she put her hands on her hips. She lifted a leg and wiped the sand off her foot on his shirt. Then she pressed her foot against his face, his nose poking out between two of her toes.

Ryan let out the loudest groan yet and started violently stroking himself.

Paige pulled her foot away, bent over him and smacked him on the cheek. “Stop,” she ordered.

Ryan froze.

“Good boy,” Paige cooed.

Ryan let out a whimper when she stood back up and gave him the foot again. She wiped it all over his face.

His tongue flew out and he started licking and kissing the arch, his face twisted like he was about to cry. I would have felt sorry for him if he didn’t look like he was having the time of his fucking life. Totally withdrawn inside himself, not caring that there was anyone else there but him and this surprise of a stern dominating woman that had come out of nowhere.

Paige gave him one foot for a few minutes, then switched to the other. Once he’d sufficiently worshipped them she walked back three or four steps and sank down onto her knees straddling his lap. She yanked his shorts down his legs and threw them off to the side. Gave his cock a light slap.

He winced but didn’t protest.

“Yeah? You like that too?” she asked.

“Yes,” Ryan whimpered.

Paige wrapped her hand around it and stroked it very slowly a few times.

Ryan’s whole body tensed. His back arched and came up off the sand. He groaned, seeming near the edge of a climax.

Instead of finishing him off, Paige put her finger and thumb just under his glans and squeezed hard. With the thumb of her other hand she started rubbing his urethra until a thick, clear and very sticky liquid came oozing out of his tiny opening.

“Oh fuck I’m gonna’ come!” Ryan cried out.

Paige immediately let go of his cock. She put her hands on her hips and watched it twitching and flailing in the warm evening air. Nothing came out. She crawled up his body making sure to smear her wet pussy along his shaft. Grabbed his face in her hand and looked into his eyes. “No touching yourself,” she said. “Understand?”

Ryan gave a few quick nods. He filled his fists with sand at his sides and held them tightly shut.

Paige stood up with her feet on both sides of his head. She leaned forward, her hands settling on my shoulders, looked at me and smiled. “You ready?” she whispered.

“For what?” I whispered back.

“Whatever you want,” she replied. “You want to see me take a big black cock?” she asked.

Lust surged through me. My cock stiffened and waved side to side in my lap. “Yes,” I said. “So much.”

Paige pressed her lips against mine and plunged her tongue into my mouth in a deep kiss that seemed to last forever. When she pulled away she snapped her fingers over her shoulder again. “Maceo. Get over here,” she said.

Maceo hauled himself up off his chair. Pulled his shirt and shorts off and lumbered up behind Paige.

My cock throbbed as I watched his dark hands encircle her trim waist. “You know I don’t really go in for this sort of…”

“You go in for fucking a nice tight pussy?” Paige snapped and smacked her ass.

Maceo’s brow furrowed. He glared at her.

For a moment I thought everything was going to go south. Thought the whole thing might descend into Lord of the Flies. By the look in Maceo’s eyes I would have said he was right on the edge. I like to think it was something about the way I looked at him that pulled him back. I have a feeling it was more about the energy Paige was exuding than anything.

He lowered his eyes and grunted.

“Well?” Paige asked.

“Yes,” he muttered.

“Yes what?” she barked.

The muscles clenched in Maceo’s jaw. It was clear he wasn’t used to being treated like this, either. He looked down at her exposed pussy. Seemed like he was weighing his options and response. A long silence followed.

Paige didn’t flinch. Stared Maceo right into submission.

I nearly came in my lap watching it.

“Yes I go in for fucking a tight pussy,” he muttered.

Paige reached back and smacked his thigh. “That’s better,” she said. She grabbed his cock and tugged it.

Maceo grunted and stumbled forward a few steps. Sucked in a breath between his teeth when the tip of his prick touched Paige’s soaked lips.

She brought her hand back around to my shoulder. Tilted her head and kissed me again. “Tell me what you want,” she whispered.

Maceo had his hands on her ass, kneading her ass cheeks. But he’d obviously been put in his place because he didn’t try to thrust into her. Patiently waited for me to give the word to Paige and for Paige to relay it back to him.

“I want you to take his big black cock inside your pussy,” I whispered, my voice shaking.

“Anything for you, baby,” Paige whispered back. She reached around and wiggled her fingers, a silent command for Maceo to begin his intrusion. She drew in a breath as the head of his cock slipped into her. She let out a low groan as he pierced her soft cunt, plying up into the depths of it. She closed her eyes and purred as his balls slapped against her clit.

I glanced down. Ryan’s eyes were wide open. He had a pristine view of Maceo’s big dick slipping into Paige. His hands were almost shaking at his sides as he tried desperately to keep from fondling himself.

“He’s deep in me, baby,” Paige whispered, opening her eyes, leaning forward and plunging her tongue into my mouth.

I groaned and met it with mine. A glance over her shoulder mid-kiss found Maceo standing still, planted inside her and staring at his organ breaching her sex.

Paige pulled away. She reached back again and smacked Maceo on the side of the ass. “Fuck me!” she barked. Turning to me again she smiled a wicked looking grin and bit her lip.

“With pleasure,” Maceo growled behind her. Gripping her waist he pulled out and slammed back into her crevice. So hard it drove Paige up onto the tips of her toes.

Her jaw fell. Her eyes popped as Maceo’s formidable prick kissed a spot inside her no one had ever felt.

Maceo started pounding her with a vengeance. He was angry, I could tell. But he took it all out on her pussy, venting his sexual frustration and the disappointment he surely felt that this had not gone his way.

Paige’s hands dropped to my lap and she started jerking me off hard. Her face twisted and contorted into all sorts of lewd shapes at Maceo’s deep-dicking. She started panting and whimpering. At one point, when her hands dried out, she spat into her palms before resuming my tug job.

My vision narrowed once more. Tunnelled until all I could see was Paige’s face twisted in pleasure, her tits smacking against each other beneath her, and just the outline of the dark invader pounding her from behind.

Lust and arousal roared through me. The muscles in my crotch tensed. How could something be vulgar and beautiful at the same time? That’s what this was. My pretty trophy wife — who I’d married for looks and fallen head over heels for in the last few days — getting her pussy nailed by a dark stranger. Ryan lying beneath her and staring up at the dirty banging she was getting. Ryan who’d orchestrated all this now diminished and utterly submissive to Paige’s dominant streak. I almost felt sorry for him. Almost.

And then there was Maceo. He was staring intently at his own cock as he mashed it in and out of Paige. Sure he’d been an accomplice. But the fact that he actually believed his own bullshit made me feel kind of sorry for him. All it took was a petite little dominatrix to disabuse him of his fantasy that he could have whatever he wanted with any woman he pleased. All because of his dick. He wasn’t really a bad guy at all. Just a little naive.

Paige’s pumping intensified. As Maceo doubled down on his thrusts she pressed a hand against my chest to keep from bowling over onto me. Our eyes met. “I’m gonna’ come baby,” she mewled. “That big, black dick’s gonna’ make me come,” she said, sounding like she was about to cry. “Come with me, Aaron. I want to feel your cock coming. I want to see it.” She started to tremble.

My body responded immediately. When Paige threw her head back and shrieked up at the dark sky above the first contraction hit me. An almost painful pump-squish. First in my balls then in my shaft. A thick rope of semen shot from the head of my prick. It sailed up through the air and landed on Paige’s left cheek.

Still stroking she reached up with her other hand and smeared it all over her face. “Give me more of that fucking cum!” she growled.

I roared as an orgasm gripped me. My eyes darted back and forth between Paige’s hand pumping my dick and her face. The next two shots landed on her other cheek and her forehead. The tightness in my dick and balls were insane as I soared over the crest of a climax so powerful it made my head spin.

Paige’s finished first. She fell to her knees, not caring at all when her cum-filled pussy leaked out all over Ryan’s neck. She opened her mouth and devoured my dick, swallowing until it hit the back of her throat. Then she started bobbing up and down, squeezing out what was left of my pleasure and the seed from my nuts she gobbled up and swallowed.

Maceo stood behind her. His cock deflated as he watched her blow me. He looked sullen and a little offended. Maybe sad? It was hard to tell.

As my orgasm eased I had to put a hand on the side of Paige’s head and ease her off of me.

When she looked up her eyes were wild. She started laughing, a sound that quickly turned into a cackle, like she’d lost her mind a little out here in the heat.

Maceo took a few steps back, then sulked over to where he’d dropped his shorts. He put them on then, without saying a word, walked into the water up to his waist, dove in and swam to the boat.

I had a feeling we wouldn’t be seeing him again that evening.

Paige chuckled as she watched him leave. She looked down when Ryan let out a grunt beneath her. “Oh. You.” She looked up at me. “What’ll it be?” she asked.

I looked down at Ryan. I’d never seen him look so perplexed. Like a deer in the headlights. Didn’t know what the hell to do with himself or with Paige. She’d dominated him completely. My anger at him felt distant and weak. Sure he’d been a dick. In a way, though, I was grateful. My relationship with Paige felt changed in the best way. I suppose he deserved some credit for that, even if he’d brought it about in bad faith. “Finish him,” I said. I didn’t want him anywhere near her pussy but leaving him with blue balls seemed a little cruel. “Just not…”

Paige held up a finger. “Don’t worry,” she said, shaking her head. “I have just the thing.” She got up off her knees and stood up off to one side. Looked at his dick, then poked it with her big toe. “On your knees, bitch,” she said.

Ryan scrambled up to his knees instantly. Knelt there patiently waiting for what was next.

Paige walked around him, pressed a foot against his back and bent him over until he was on all fours. She dropped to her knees behind him, reached around and grabbed his cock and gave it a tug.

“Aw come on why do I…” Ryan whined.

Paige raised her hand and brought it down on his ass with a powerful smack that echoed out over the water.

Ryan hissed.

“Keep your mouth shut or your not getting anything,” Paige said. “Understand?” she asked.

Ryan whimpered and nodded.

Paige smacked his other cheek. “Yes, miss,” she growled.

“Yes, miss,” Ryan echoed.

Paige looked down at his ass. She leaned forward and spat on his sphincter. Then she spat on the tip of her middle finger and pressed it against it.

“W-what the…” Ryan stammered.

She smacked him again. “Mouth shut I said.” She pressed her finger into his anus.

Ryan howled up at the sky. His body started shaking as Paige started jerking him, her finger going in and out of his ass and massaging his prostate. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck!” Ryan panted.

I’d never seen anything like it. He completely lost control. Dropped forward and pressed his cheek against the sand moaning. “Yes! Yes! Yes, miss!” he cried. “Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass with your finger!”

Paige sneered. The hand rubbing out his cock greased up with his pre-cum. A wet thwacka-thwacka sound came from beneath him. “Now come,” she grunted.

Ryan screamed as he came. His cock flexed and pushed a river of seed out, the liquid forming an impotent puddle in the sand. Soon he was whimpering, obviously finished.

Paige pulled her finger out of his ass. She let go of his dick. Stood up and stared down at him

. For a second I thought she was going to kick him. I was thankful she didn’t. Instead she walked over and mashed her toes against his nose. “We good?” she asked.

Ryan nodded.

Paige turned around, grabbed my neck and hauled me to my feet. She planted a feral kiss on my lips then pressed her cheek against mine. “I need more dick,” she whispered. A moment later she was dragging me to the tent.


Chapter Twelve

Things were a little awkward the next morning. Paige spent the first half of it swimming, enjoying the last few hours of being “stranded.”

Ryan spent the morning hiding out on the boat below deck.

Anton, Maceo’s friend, showed up mid-morning. The two of them made a big show of “fixing the engine.”

I took a stroll along the beach. Had a good think. I was nowhere as pissed at Ryan as I had been the day before. Felt kind of sorry for him, actually. He was a good guy. He’d made a mistake and I was pretty sure he felt bad about it. Seeing Paige dominate him had been oddly arousing. But I was pretty sure he felt like shit since he wasn’t showing his face. I swam out to the boat and went below decks.

Ryan was huddled in a corner pretending to read. He looked up at me as I walked in. His face turned red.

I sat down at the table next to the kitchen. “That was, uh, that was some evening last night, huh?” I said.

Ryan looked away. “That was something alright,” he muttered.

I’d been mildly ashamed the day before when I’d had to confess my kink to him. I imagined he was feeling something similar. Still, I couldn’t resist getting in a small jab. “Hey man listen, don’t worry about it okay? It is what it is. Whatever gets you off. No big deal.”

Ryan smirked and shook his head.

I wasn’t sure if he understood the reference but I didn’t want to be cruel by pressing it. I let a silence pass between us. “So listen. I know what you did.”

Ryan looked at me sideways, his expression full of suspicion. “What I did?”

“I overheard you talking to Maceo. You set this up, man. You set me up,” I said.

Ryan’s shoulders sagged as he sighed. “Fuck,” he muttered. He shook his head.

“Honestly? I’m not even that mad about it,” I said.

“You’re not?” he asked, hope springing in his eyes.

“Nah. I don’t think we can work together any more. Nothing personal. That was just…it was kind of a dick move, dude. I don’t know if I can trust you again.”

He put his head in his hand. “I’m such an ass hole,” he muttered.

“Kind of. Yeah,” I agreed.

“I can’t believe I let my dick get the better of me, man. You deserve better.” He looked up and straight at me. “I’m sorry.”

“Thank-you,” I replied. “Apology accepted. But I still think I have to quit.”

He shook his head. “I can’t let you do that,” he said.

“What?”

“I’m laying you off. Your getting a severance. No fucking way I’m letting you quit. I’m the dick, remember?”

That was big of him. He really was a good guy. Just horny, I guess. “I appreciate that,” I said.

He smirked. “Honestly? After last night? I don’t think I could work with you either. I mean, I guess I have no business asking this but if you…if you could maybe keep…”

I held up a hand. “What happens on the deserted island stays on the deserted island. Your secret’s safe with me,” I said.

Ryan looked at me solemnly for a good minute. “Thanks, dude,” he finally muttered. “I don’t deserve it but that’s really…big of you.”

I nodded again. Got up and walked over to where he was sitting and clapped a hand on his shoulder. “Maybe it was time for a change anyway,” I said.

He sighed and nodded back. “Maybe,” he said. “What the fuck are you going to do?”

I smiled at him. “You know…I got this little idea for a business.”

“Really? What is it?” he asked.

“I’ll let you know if it works out. Okay?”

“Sure. That’s fair.”

“Alright. I’ve got go up and say a few words to Maceo.”

“Dude go easy on him. This was all my fault. My bullshit. Let me eat it.”

“It’s not like that,” I replied, smiling. “Maceo’s not in trouble. Not at all.” I turned and climbed the ladder up to the deck, then the next one up to the cockpit.

Anton had returned to his boat. He waved as he revved the engine, then sped away. Maceo was at the wheel staring out over the water to where Paige was swimming. He looked sideways at me. “Hey boss,” he muttered.

I flashed a wide smile. “Hey my friend.”

Maceo looked a little taken aback by the greeting.

I looked out over the water at Paige. “You want to honk at her so we can get going?” I asked.

“Sure thing,” Maceo said. He gave the boats horn a hoot.

Paige started swimming in our direction.

“So I wanted to ask you something.”

Maceo raised an eyebrow.

“I have this idea. For a business,” I said, turning to him. “A sort of…adventure excursion business. Couples sign up but they don’t know what they’re getting. Who knows? Maybe an engine breaks down? Maybe they find a deserted island? Maybe…maybe things go sideways. Get a little kinky.” I let it sink in for a moment. “You think something like that could work down here?”

A slow smile spread across Maceo’s lips. “Are you…are you asking for my opinion?”

“I’m asking because I think I’d need a partner to get something like that going. Someone who knows their way around here. Someone who knows all the…dimensions. Who knows. It might come with other…benefits.”

His smile turned to a grin. He held his hand out.

I took it and shook it.

Paige was nearly at the boat.

“Let’s see what we can come up with when we get back. I’d have to talk to Anton. I have a good feeling, though,” he said.

“My too,” I replied, looking out at Paige.

We both watched as she swam up to the side of the boat. “Some woman you married,” Maceo said.

“She’s something that’s for sure,” I agreed.

“She is,” he concurred.

Paige hauled herself up the later, water dripping down her bikini-clad frame.

“One thing’s for sure,” Maceo went on. “She won’t be any man’s rotten egg.”

I chuckled at that. He had a way with words, Maceo did. “No she won’t.” I leaned out of the cockpit. “Hey baby. You want a beverage or something?”

Paige lowered her sunglasses onto her nose. Cool as a cucumber. She shrugged before walking to the bow and stretching out in the sun. “Sure. Yeah. Whatever.”

THE END
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Honeymoon Lodged

Nigel and Theresa, newly married, arrive at their honeymoon destination, Moosehurst Lodge. A gift from Theresa's controlling father, sending them to the fly-in resort where she grew up. George and Martha, the lodge owners and as close as anyone could be to Theresa, are a little quirky. They drink too much. They cuss. And after a few they like to call each other names. Nigel notices George has a hard time keeping his eyes off of Theresa. Finds out Martha has a hard time keeping her hands off anyone who isn't George.

Worst honeymoon ever? Not if George can help it.

But is Nigel man enough to let him?

Finley's Secrets : A Hotwife Fantasy

Beautiful house. Beautiful wife. Beautiful life. Jacob has it all.

Well...okay. Maybe not everything. Things could be more adventurous in the bedroom. Turns out all he had to do was ask. Doing it with the lights on? No problem! Who would have thought?

Then Quinn shows up with her big, tattooed, motorcycle mechanic boyfriend Johnny. Johnny doesn't talk much. Mostly works on his bike.

Which leaves Quinn and Finley lots of time to catch up. They haven't seen each other in ages, after all. But why are they always whispering?

Who could resist listening in?

Finley wasn't always the sort of woman Jake thought he married. Finley's been keeping secrets. Secrets that could blow Jake and Finley's life apart...

Sharon Hits the Deck: A Hotwife Fantasy

Mark’s neighbor, the refrigerator sized Reggie Decker, invites him over for a beer. Turns out he’s as crass and oafish as he seems. High school football star turned retail worker who’s still riding high on memories of better days.

He also has a thing for Mark’s wife, Sharon. He doesn’t mind sharing what he’d do to her if he could get his hands on her.

Mark gets mildly unsettled at this but not in the way he feels he should. There’s something tantalizing about the thought of the big bull next door having his way with his uptight wife. Arousing, even.

But Sharon would never go for it. Not in a million years. She’s too busy spending their staycation tidying up the house and purging the basement. Except when Sharon stumbles onto them having a beer in Reggie’s garage she seems not the least bit put out by the attention he pays her. Which gets Mark thinking very dirty things. And wondering if maybe there’s a way after all…

Scarlet Learns to Swing: A Hotwife Fantasy

Steven overhears a conversation intended for "Girl's Night Only." A lewd admission by his wife. She wants to know what it's like with another man.

He finds the morsel strangely thrilling.

It haunts him though. Follows him to work. Infects their intimate moments.

Soon it's all he can think about.

Funny thing is, Scarlet's appetite for intimacy has been on the rise as well.

Will Steven confess his growing kink? And what will Scarlet say? 
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