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It all happened so fast. I
didn’t have time to think, and I didn’t have time to object. She
wanted it from the start I guess. And when
Rachel wants something, she gets.

We met them out on the beach. We
always went down to the shore on the weekends, the weather was nice
and God did she look good in a bikini. Rachel was average height
but her body was out of this world; big milky breasts and tanned
little nipples, a slim waist but a big, unbelievable ass that made
me cum in about minute the first time we fucked.

We had been together for
four years at this point and were fairly playful and exploratory in
the bedroom. Or at least what I thought was exploratory. My
definition of taboo and kinky changed a lot after that day. I guess everything changed a lot after that
day.

I saw their shadows and heard their
voices before I ever laid eyes on them. Rachel was lying out on her
back, her great big titties practically busting out of her striped
bikini top, her cute and innocent face wearing sunglasses far too
big. They two men loomed into view and blocked the sun from her
perfect body.

“My , my, myyyy.” The first one
said.

One of them was shorter, white or
maybe Italian, in blue swim suits. The other was tall, easily over
six feet, black as night. Both of them cut like they’d had gym
memberships since they were kids. The shorter one had a video
camera in his hand and thankfully it was pointed down. Had he been
filming Rachel without her permission, I would have lost
it.

Maybe that would have been for the
best, now that I think about it.

“Can I help you?” I asked, annoyed. Of
course they were checking Rachel out; I had grown used to the
attention she received from men- especially at the beach. But
rarely were they as blunt as this guy.

“That depends,” said Shorty, “We are
trying to make a documentary, and think you might be perfect for
it.”

Rachel sat up and turned to look at
the two men. I saw her scan them quickly, but she held her gaze
longer on the black one.

“How are you pretty little lady?”
Shorty asked, ignoring my presence. His large black friend just
stood there in silence with a small, sly grin on his face. I stood
up so we were on level ground, and Rachel did the same.

“What kind of documentary?” I
asked.

“Well, it’s about relationships. And
we could pay you of course,” he said.

Rachel looked at me, clearly somewhat
interested. We definitely weren’t swimming in the cash at the
moment, and I could tell her attention was peaked.

“We’re listening,” I said.

“What’s your name pretty lady?” He
asked Rachel, and his cutsie little nickname for her was already
annoying me.

“Rachel. Yours?” Her eyes were defiant
but kind.

“I’m Tony. This is Devon.” Tony said.
He shook her hand, and then she shook Devon’s. I noticed how
Rachel’s tiny white hand disappeared in the black catcher’s mitt
that was Devon’s hand.

“I’m Todd,” I interrupted, meeting the
two men who couldn’t take their eyes off of my
girlfriend.

“We are shooting a documentary about
couples, relationships. Doing interviews at our hotel actually,
just up the beach. If you sit down with us for an hour, maybe two
hours, we would love to include you…And pay you $3,000.” Tony
finished the last part with a smile, and if I’m not mistaken, an
all too obvious glance at Rachel’s breasts.

“Three thousand dollars?” Rachel asked
immediately.

“Three thousand.” He confirmed. I
glanced at Devon who still hadn’t spoken, but who was smiling and
staring.

“At your hotel?” I asked.

“Yes, at the SeaSide Inn. Right on the
water. We could even pour you guys a few drinks for your time…if
you are into that sort of thing.”

I felt uneasy but Rachel looked
undecided. I wished I could see exactly where she was staring
behind those sunglasses. Her posture seemed to include everyone,
but the slight tilt of her head made me think that she only had
eyes for Devon. He was, at the very least, great looking and
intimidating all at once.

“What’s your role in this?” I asked
Devon.

“I’m an actor,” he said, his voice
low. “In case there’s anything I can add or do to help the
process.” His white teeth shined, and he towered over the rest of
us.

“You’ll have to understand if I’m a
little skeptical. You two are strangers,” I said.

“Of course, of course.” Tony said. His
hair was blonde and wavy, his chest chiseled and flexed when he
crossed his arms. “But we can check in with the front desk on the
way in, and you could always call someone. Tell them you are going
to be somewhere?”

I took a moment to consider, but like
I said before, it was all happening kind of fast and one thought
played in my mind: $3000. There was a lot Rach and I could do with
that kind of money.

“Can we talk this over for a
second?”

“Take your time!”

Tony and Devon walked down the beach a
little way, looking over some footage on Tony’s camera and
laughing. I turned to Rachel.

“This is weird.”

“For sure. Very weird…but…”

“But…what?”

“You know, but what.” She
said.

“Three thousand-”

“Dollars.” She finished.

I sighed and ran my hand through my
hair. I looked down the beach at the strangers. They seemed normal
enough and were open to safety precautions. And after all, it was
just some questions right?

“Excellent!” Tony boomed excitedly
when we told them we were in.

We walked with them along the beach
towards the Inn and somehow, I ended up next to Tony, and Rachel
between Tony and Devon. Tony spoke to me as Devon struck up
conversation with Rachel.

“How long have you two been
together?”

“Uh, four years. Isn’t that something
you want to ask for the camera?” I said.

“Oh I’ll ask you on camera. Don’t
worry.”

About a half mile down we veered off
the beach and up some steps to a poolside bar. We went into the
lobby of the Inn and made our way to the front desk. After a brief
conversation with the bell boy, we got on the elevator.

The ride up was tense and I started to
feel unsure about all of it. Rachel stood the shortest of us,
barely coming up to Devon’s shoulder. I was holding the towel and
she just stood there glistening in her small bathing suit, her
perfect ass eating half of the bottoms.

Down the hall and to room 609 and they
opened the door.

It was a suite with a balcony facing
the ocean.

“Oh my God!” Rachel nearly shouted.
She walked across the living room and past the king size bed in the
middle. Out on the balcony she looked across the beach, and her
bubble butt faced the three of us. Neither of the men tried to hide
their stares from me.

“That bed for the two of you?” I
asked, half kidding. They didn’t laugh at my joke.

“Why don’t you two come sit on the
couch,” Tony said.

Next to the small kitchen was the
living room; it had a TV, a table and a couch. Rachel and I sat
side by side on the couch. I had a shirt on and bathing suit
bottoms, Rachel just her little bikini. He flipped the camera on
and I saw the red light go from where I was standing.

Tony pulled up a chair and Devon stood
a few feet behind him, watching.

“Have either of you ever cheated on
the other?” Tony’s first question.

We both laughed, caught off guard by
it. And then we of course both answered NO.

“So how long have you been
together?”

“Four years.” Rachel said.

“And in four years, you haven’t had
any other man except your boyfriend, here?”

“That’s right,” She
giggled.

“Ever thought about another man?” He
asked.

I squirmed and she laughed
uncomfortably.

“Come on, be honest,” Tony said. “I
can only pay you if you’re honest.”

“Well, yeah, and I’m sure he’s though
about other women, so what?” She said timidly, after shooting me an
apologetic look.

“Of course, it’s only natural.” Tony
said. “You see, the point of this documentary is to test a
relationship’s devotion.”

He reached into his pocket and pulled
out a wad of cash. He tossed it on the table between us.

“That’s $3000 grand. You can pick it
up right now and leave- after a few more questions of course. But
there’s plenty more money where that came from.”

Rachel bit her lip and looked at the
cash. Then she looked at me.

“Plenty more where that came from…for
what?” I asked.

“Well, like we told you. Devon here is
an actor. As part of our documentary, we’ve had him hug, or even
kiss girls in front of their boyfriend.”

I started to stand but Rachel put her
hand on my knee.

Tony smiled and continued. “If you
guys are willing too, we could keep paying you, just depending on
what you are willing to do on camera….When you say it’s over, it’s
over. That simple.”

“I think we’ll just take the money,
thanks.” I said, reaching for the bills.

Rachel reached out and grabbed my
hand. “Todd. Let him finish. What’s the harm in a hug?”

“He isn’t going to pay us a grand for
a hug, Rachel.” I said.

“No, I won’t.” Tony began. “But I will
pay you a grand for a hug, maybe Rachel takes her top off, and
maybe Devon here cops a feel.”

I was enraged. “What in the goddamn
FUCK is -“

“Todd,” Rachel was looking
at me now, “Don’t be a fucking
child. That’s four grand!”

“Do you two need a minute?” Tony
asked, his smile was poorly hid.

“No.” Rachel said. She came in closer
to my face and looked me in the eyes.

“Four grand is
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