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Chapter
One

The cabin was a glamorous affair. Corrugated red
steel roof and wood paneling on the outside. About a thousand
square feet of hardwood with quaint, polished driftwood accents
hanging on the walls. Two large couches facing each other in the
center with a coffee table between them. Full kitchen with an
island bar to the left and the master suite to the right through
two wide double doors. Wall to ceiling windows opposite the
entrance looking out onto a pristine white strip of beach and the
azure waters beyond.

“Wow…just, wow,” Benjamin said, surveying the
space. He’d always known Jack to pull out all the stops when it
came to his Briana but this was next level. “How much do you think
a place like this costs for a week?” he asked, still in awe of
their surroundings.

Briana chuckled. “I don’t know but make sure you
don’t ask my dad that question. He hates talking about money when
he’s being generous.” She turned to him and put her hands around
his neck. “This is going to be amazing,” she whispered.

He smiled and nodded in agreement. A small knot
formed in his stomach. Leftover worry from when she’d been caught
by Carlos on the dock, then eyed by Dalian at reception. Now that
the sexual fever of their bachelor evening and wedding had cooled
an uncertainty had formed in his mind about the gift he’d given
her, the promise to let her be her true self. In any way she
wanted.

It had been one thing to make the declaration in
the heat of the moment. Somehow he felt it would be quite another
dealing with the consequences. It wasn’t sitting as snugly in his
brain as it had been earlier.

Her smile faltered and she seemed to notice
something was amiss. “You okay?” she asked.

He wanted to tell her. But in these first few
moments of their honeymoon he decided to keep his concern to
himself for the time being. They were here to enjoy themselves.
Getting all serious would spoil the atmosphere between them and
maybe even Briana’s mood, too. He didn’t want that. He leaned in
and kissed her on the lips. “Totally fine. Just a little
overwhelmed by all this,” he whispered, looking around the space
again.

“Come on,” she said, taking him by the hand.
“Let’s check the place out.” She walked over to the kitchen with
him in tow. Ran a hand over the counter and opened up the fridge.
It was stocked with water bottles and a few different jugs of what
looked to be fresh juice. She dragged him over to the huge windows
and the sliding door at the center of them. Flipped open the locks
and pushed the door to one side.

A blast of warm, salty air washed over them.
Briana closed her eyes, a wide smile stretching across her lips,
and took a deep breath. “This is going to be amazing,” she said
again.

Benjamin felt the same. He could feel the heat
blasting off the sand rolling over his feet. A cooler breeze higher
up tickled his neck. “You want to go for a dip?” he asked.

Briana turned and gave him a coy smile. “I want
to check out our love nest first,” she said.

The words love nest sent a sharp tickle
down between his legs. It would most certainly be that. But if the
last two days were anything to go by it would be exclusively
theirs. If Briana took him up on his offer she’d be
entertaining more than just her husband in it. He glanced down at
her ring finger, the wedding band and diamond engagement ring
behind it sparkling in the sunlight.

When Bri closed the sliding door he let himself
be led across the living area to the double doors that led to the
master suite. The bedroom was as awe-inspiring as the house had
been when they first stepped in. High ceilings and a massive king
size bed at the center with a large, wooden headboard behind it.
The sheets crisp and perfectly made and at the foot a large wooden
chest with a padded cushion on top.

Briana let go of his hand and walked over to the
bed. She ran her hand along the linens then picked up a pillow and
pressed it to her cheek. “Oh my god I can’t wait to go to sleep!”
she squeaked, her nose crinkling.

Benjamin’s heart clenched at her excitement. As
she dropped the pillow on the bed again and turned to face him his
eyes wandered down her shapely frame. The white dress she’d worn
hugged her curves impeccably. It ended just above her knees,
showing off her toned calves. The strappy leather sandals she put
on with it criss-crossed in zig-zags across the tops of her feet.
Her toes she’d painted red and, exposed, were a constant magnet for
Benjamin’s attention.

When she wiggled them he realized he’d been
staring. His eyes darted back to hers. Flashed a sheepish grin,
blushed and chuckled at being called out on his fetish.

She tucked hand under one strap of her dress and
slipped it off her shoulder. She did the same with the other and
the dress slid down her body and pooled at her feet.

Benjamin’s jaw dropped and his eyes widened at
the sight of her naked. Totally nude. “You…you didn’t wear
underwear on the plane?!?” he gasped.

Briana giggled. She put a hand on her hip and
cocked it to one side, making her beautiful body even more
alluring.

“Oh Bri…wow,” he said, unable to stop gawking at
her. His gaze dropped to her breasts, the nipples just starting to
harden with arousal. They fell lower, to her mound where the first
hint of dark hairs had started sprouting after she’d shaved them a
few days before the wedding. The pubic equivalent of a man’s five
o’clock shadow gave her pristine feminine appearance a dirtier
streak.

When he took a step towards her she held up a
finger. He stopped in his tracks and waited.

A mysterious smile formed on her lips. “Take
your clothes off,” she said quietly.

The whispered command sent arousal throbbing
through him. Briana was already up to something. She had
something in mind. Some dirty, sexual game she was about to reveal.
Something she’d been cooking up for some time, it seemed like. He
was just about to tug open the belt on his shorts when a knock
sounded at the door.

Briana didn’t budge. Stood there with her hand
on her hip, a wicked little smile on her lips. “You better go get
that before I do,” she said.

He spun and marched back into the living space.
Rounded the couches and took a few deep breaths to try and deflate
his cock which was already bulging in the front of his pants. When
he reached the door he grabbed the handle, twisted and pulled it
open. A thrill, with a hint of danger in it, rushed through
him.

Dalian was standing on the steps, a suitcase in
each hand, the sun reflecting off his bald head. He was wearing the
same stoic expression they’d seen at the reception desk. “I’ve
brought your things,” he said. “My assistant was with one of our
other clients and I didn’t want to keep you waiting.” He turned his
head and looked directly at the doors leading to the bedroom.

“Oh, gee, thanks,” Benjamin said. “If you want
to just leave them I can bring them inside. It’s no problem.” He
reached into his back pocket to pull out his wallet for a tip.

Dalian looked taken aback by his offer to take
the suitcases himself. He looked positively appalled when Benjamin
started thumbing through the bills in his wallet. “We…don’t do that
here,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m very well compensated. And I
would have to be severely incapacitated before I let a guest carry
their own belongings in.” He leveled a stern gaze at Benjamin.

A wave of embarrassment washed over Benjamin.
He’d stayed at a few upscale hotels before but never abroad. He
wished Jack would have mentioned that this place was so ritzy you
didn’t have to tip. He glanced back at the double doors and
swallowed to clear the small knot in his throat. Began to worry
that maybe Briana hadn’t heard the conversation. That she was still
in there completely naked waiting for him. He didn’t want Dalian to
be embarrassed.

He stepped inside and let Dalian come in before
closing the door behind him. Watched Dalian cross the room and,
when it looked like he was going to barrel straight into the
bedroom, held up a hand. “You can just leave them by the door!” he
said, his voice panicked.

“It won’t even take a minute,” Dalian replied,
not pausing for a second.

Benjamin darted across the floor. Already his
heart was thumping in his chest, his pulse ringing in his ears at
the prospect of the formidable Dalian stumbling onto a naked
Briana. He followed him in and breathed a sigh of relief.

Briana had put on one of the white robes that
had been hanging on the back of the bathroom door. She was lying on
the bed, propped up by pillows, her hair piled alluringly on her
shoulders and smiling at both of them. The only parts of her body
that were visible were her calves and feet.

Dalian turned and walked the suitcases to the
luggage racks by the dresser without missing a beat. He hoisted
both up then turned to face them. “There is fresh squeezed juice in
the refrigerator. And water if you prefer. Dinner is at six. Brunch
in the morning starts at seven, if you want to get an early start,
but lasts until eleven if you prefer to enjoy your morning before
eating.” His explanation was delivered with the patience and detail
of a schoolteacher, his eyes never roaming, more evidence of his
consummate professionalism.

“Thank-you, Dalian,” Briana said.

Dalian gave a gracious nod. “You’re most
welcome. Anything you need please feel free to call or stop by. We
are excited to make this an experience you will never forget. Is
there anything else I can assist you with presently?” he asked.

Briana glanced at Benjamin and her smile turned
sultry. “Not at the moment, no,” she said, staring at Benjamin.
“We’ll definitely let you know if we need anything.”

“Excellent. Then I wish you a pleasant first day
and I look forward to seeing you at dinner.” He turned on his heel
and walked past Benjamin. A few moments later the door to the
outside clicked softly shut as he left.

Benjamin sighed and wiped his clammy palms
against his pants. “I wasn’t sure if you heard he was coming in,”
he said.

“Take your clothes off,” Briana ordered.

He nodded. He started with his shirt this time.
Carefully undoing each button then peeling it off his shoulders and
tossing it on the armchair by the door. He tugged his belt open and
undid the button and zipper then slid his shorts down his legs.
While he was down he kicked off his shoes and pulled his socks off.
Then he grabbed his underwear and pulled them off, leaving them on
top of his shorts on the floor. When he stood up he glanced at his
cock. It was hard and red with excitement at what was coming.

Briana uncrossed her legs and let one dainty
foot fall to the floor next to the bed. She swung her other leg off
and sat on the edge. Stood up and undid the knot in the terry
cotton belt holding the front of the bathrobe together. Pulling on
it she drew it out of the loops and let the robe fall open. Smiling
at Benjamin she slowly wrapped the belt around one hand. She
shrugged the robe off and let it fall to the floor before walking
over to where he was standing.

His eyes moved from hers, to the belt, to her
breasts, then down to the cleft of her slit. A nervous excitement
gripped him at very naught, almost evil, sparkle in Briana’s eyes.
He flashed a nervous smile. “What’s all this?” he asked.

She let her eyes fall to his cock. Pressed the
tip of her index finger against the root then drew a line along the
top. She applied a little pressure then released, making his prick
bounce like a springboard. She wrapped the loose end of the belt
around his cock once. Tucked it under the other end and pulled the
knot tight before tying another, fastening it in place. She looked
up at him again. “Now that we’re married,” she said. “I want to
make sure you know that this cock belongs to me.” She gave the belt
a quick but gentle tug. “No more funny business like with the
stripper. Not unless I say. You’re mine now, Benji. I’m going to
give you the ride of your life but you’re going to do what I tell
you. You understand?”

His mouth had dried out at her whispered
monologue. His eyes were wide and the fog had descended on his
mind. He was slipping into the space again and it felt even
more magical now. Now that he knew who she was and how deeply he
could trust her. “What about…what about being used and all that?”
he muttered.

Her gentle laugh was filled with mirth. She
pressed a finger against the tip of his nose and let it fall to his
lips. “Oh there’ll be plenty of that,” she said. “You use me when
you need me. But I want to call the shots for a while. Is that
okay?”

He didn’t really feel like he had a choice but
didn’t really feel like he needed one, either. Whatever Briana had
in mind would no doubt be searingly erotic. He could see it in her
eyes. He nodded again.

Her smile widened. She turned and, hooking the
belt over her shoulder, started walking towards the bed.

The gentle tug on his cock set him in motion. He
skipped a few steps to catch up to her. Blushed and smiled when she
looked over her shoulder at him.

She spun around, the belt still twisted around
her hand, and moved him with her hands on his shoulders until the
bed was behind him. A gentle shove made him fall backwards onto it.
She raised the cloth belt, pulling him by his cock so he had to
scramble backwards on his elbows until his head was right up next
to the headboard. She slipped the robe off of her shoulders and
mounted the bed on her knees.

Throwing a leg over his lap she crawled forward.
Let her pussy glide along his bound cock making it stiffen and
twitch. She crawled higher up his body, her wet gash leaving a
greasy smear along his stomach and chest. Her five o’clock pubes
tickled his chin and nose as she settled on his face and he
giggled.

She stared down her body at him, pulled the belt
tighter over her shoulder and grinned. She ran her fingers through
his hair. “Open,” she whispered.

He let his mouth fall open. Stuck his tongue out
and swiped it along her tight slit. Her lips were puffy and damp
and when he teased them apart a gush of her lubricant drizzled into
his mouth. “You’re so wet,” he muttered, voice muffled by her
snatch.

She caressed his cheek and ran her fingers
through his hair again. “I can’t wait to fuck Dalian,” she said
quietly.

He groaned and closed his eyes, his tongue
reflexively swiping at her pussy again. Of course he should have
known she was thinking of fucking Dalian. His nervousness about
Dalian stumbling onto her naked had temporarily blinded him to
Briana’s desires. His cock stiffened harder as she gave the belt a
firm tug.

“Oh Benji,” she sighed. Spreading her knees she
pressed her pussy down onto his mouth, her clit settling at the tip
of his tongue. Her hips swayed back and forth and her fingers
balled, clutching his hair and pulling his head even tighter into
her groin.

He groaned again. His cock was painfully erect.
He also found her sexual dominance incredibly arousing. She’d
always been assertive in the bedroom. Now she was taking full
control. Using his mouth to appease her desires as she pleased.

More liquid spilled from her and he felt her
pussy start to squeeze as she worked herself towards a climax.
She’d closed her eyes and was kneading her left breast, jerking the
belt over her shoulder as she rode his face. “Oh Benji!” she
squeaked.

His mouth was full of her juices and he had to
pause and swallow when he felt like he was about to drown.

“Don’t stop!” she said, gripping his hair more
firmly and jerking his head up.

He obediently resumed his lapping. Licking her
like a thirsty dog at a puddle and gazing up at her face,
exquisitely twisted in tortured pleasure. He felt so lucky to be
able to do that for her. He was the guy she’d chosen and he’d do
everything in his power to give her a lifetime of happiness.

A thought struck him and he moved his hands from
his sides up to her ass. Gently pulling her ass cheeks apart he
found her tight sphincter with the tip of his ring finger.

Her eyes shot open and her jaw dropped.
“Yessss,” she hissed.

He pressed the finger into her back hole.

Her tits shook and her orgasm began. Rumbling
through her until he felt her pussy squeeze and a hot gush of lady
ejaculate sprayed into his mouth and all over his chin. “Oh fuck!”
she gasped. Another contraction gripped her. She dropped the belt,
let go of his hair and pressed both hands against the headboard,
bracing against a fresh wave of bliss.

His tongue was on fire and his jaw was sore but
seeing her excited made him able to ignore the pain. He flicked
back and forth, lovingly stroking her clit until the last gasps of
her climax left her in a shudder.

Only when she looked down at him and smiled did
he realize that his cock was drooling pre-cum onto his abdomen.

She shuffled backwards until her pussy was over
it and let her weight settle onto his lap. Pressing both hands to
his cheeks she leaned down and plunged her tongue into his mouth in
wet kiss. Stirred it around, tasting the juices she’d deposited,
before pulling away and crawling lower down his body. She got down
onto her elbows between his legs and smiled lovingly at his prick.
“It’s so pretty all tied up in a little bow tie,” she said,
giggling.

He stared at her with wide-eyed astonishment.
She seemed even more obsessed with sex than she had been the last
two days. If that was even possible.

Raising her hand she stuck out her index finger
and scraped her nail gently along his urethra.

He twitched and groaned and his cock danced at
her touch.

She giggled again and looked into his eyes. “I’m
gonna’ fuck a lot of guys this week Benji,” she admitted.

He groaned and worked himself up onto his elbows
to get a better view of her finger moving up and down his prick.
Her admission sent a sharp, thrilling danger shooting through him.
It was one thing to watch her take Duncan and the guys. He knew
those guys. He trusted them. Knew they wouldn’t do anything to hurt
him or make him feel bad. But strangers? Strangers wouldn’t care
about him or how he felt about them fucking his wife. Strangers
were danger, as the saying went.

His cock was pulsing rhythmically now. Each time
she drew a line up and down it flexed and more gooey, clear fluid
seeped out of it. “Oh god Bri, please. I can’t take any more,” he
groaned.

Her eyes sparkled, a delighted smile lighting
her lips again. She stared at him. “You can take so much more,
Benji. You can take so much more and you don’t even know it yet.
I’ll show you. I promise. I’ll take you to the very edge of what
you can stand.” She feathered his balls with the tips of her
fingers. Pressed her finger more firmly against his prick and
rubbed.

His orgasm cracked open inside him, flooding him
with a pleasure so intense he thought it might break him. He moaned
and cried out as Bri drew her finger up and down his prick coaxing
out his ejaculate.

As the climax began to wane she opened her mouth
and took his cock into it.

The wet warmth brought another heave of
excitement that was almost painful. His stomach clenched, making
him sit up as Bri slipped her sensuous lips up and down his shaft.
Finally, when he couldn’t stand any more, he put a hand on the side
of her face and pushed her gently off, panting to catch his breath.
“Oh god. Oh god. I can’t. That’s enough…I’m sorry I just can’t,” he
said, letting out a throaty chuckle.

She pulled her mouth off and grinned at him.
“You can, Benji. You will. You’ll take so much more,” she
whispered.

He frowned and wondered if the ominous note in
her tone was just his imagination? What was she getting from this?
What itch was this scratching? “Babe? You’re…kinda’ scaring me a
little,” he said, his laugh sounding nervous.

Briana giggled. She got up on her knees, crawled
onto his lap and sat down. “I’m just playing, baby,” she said,
caressing his cheek.

“Playing at what?” he asked, trying to sound
good-natured. He really was a little frightened and not the good
kind.

She shrugged and giggled again. “Power?” she
asked.

“Power?” he echoed.

“Power,” she replied. “Isn’t that what sex is
about?”

He scowled. He’d never particularly
thought about it like that. As she put her arms around his neck and
drew him to her chest he made a mental note to ask her about it
later.

“But tonight’s going to be just about us, baby,”
she said, petting the back of his head. “Tonight’s just about
us.”

***

They took a long walk on the beach that
afternoon. Bare feet squishing in the sand, holding hands and
grinning at each other in that hopeless way young lovers do. To
Benji it really did feel like they had fallen in love all over
again. Why watching Briana having sex with other guys would do that
to him he still couldn’t figure out. But he was done trying to
analyze and he’d decided on the flight over that no matter what
happened he was just going to enjoy the feelings it gave him
instead.

After their stroll Briana took a long shower
while Benji made cocktails. Couple of daiquiri’s to get them
started on the first evening of their magical honeymoon. They
shared them out on the balcony overlooking the beach. When they
were finished Briana went into the bedroom to get changed while he
cleaned up the glasses.

She came out ten minutes later and took his
breath away with her outfit. White and covered in small navy dots
it had spaghetti straps and two little sleeves that wrapped around
her upper arms but kept her shoulders bare. It came down just to
the tops of her thighs and the neckline was low enough he could see
the tops of her breasts moving with each breath she took.

Seeing his bewildered reaction she spun around,
making the dress flare and giving him a glimpse of her white cotton
underwear. “You like it?” she asked.

“You look incredible,” he replied.

She swept up into an embrace, her eyes sparkling
with and her dazzling smile lighting up the whole room. “Should we
go and get dinner?” she asked.

He smiled and nodded but inside his stomach
twisted and churned. Every man in the restaurant was going to be
lusting after her because of that dress. Every set of male eyes
would be darting from their plates to her legs, guys fantasizing
about what it would be like to spread them and burrow into her
tight little pussy.

He smiled and shook his head at himself as they
left the cabin. Felt a little bit like the last two days had turned
him into a dirty old man. Describing Briana’s privates as her
“tight little pussy” was not something that came naturally. Her
slutty behavior had uncovered a dirty side of Benjamin he hadn’t
known he had. He kind of liked it. Felt natural like he’d taken his
clothes off at a nude beach and could swing free, be who he really
was instead of the buttoned up guy he’d left behind.

As they walked to the main building he realized
this was something he was going to have to deal with for the rest
of his life. Like it or not Briana wasn’t going to stop being hot
any time soon. He’d just have to get used to guys checking her
out.

Thankfully when they walked into the restaurant
there was only one other couple dining. A distinguished looking
gentleman who looked to be about fifty or sixty years old. He was
seated with a woman of similar age who, by the way they were
talking to each other, seemed to be his wife.

As they waited at the door the couple
acknowledged them with a smile. The man’s gaze, of course, lingered
on Briana’s bare legs a lot longer. His companion, though she
seemed to notice, didn’t have any sort of reaction about it.

Dalian appeared in a crisp white shirt and bow
tie. He very professionally avoided gawking at Briana and led them
to a secluded table in the corner opposite the couple, next to a
window that looked out onto some palm trees. He gave them two menus
and took their drink order then disappeared into the kitchen.

The four course meal was delicious and
stunningly plated. They shared half a bottle of red wine and
lingered at the table over a slice of tiramisu.

They took another stroll along the beach after
dinner. Briana walking with her feet in the water, Benjamin holding
her hand next to her.

When they got back to the cottage Briana turned
the lights down low. She turned and put a hand around his neck and
pulled his forehead to hers. They stood like that for a while
before Briana pulled away and looked up into his eyes. “Can I ask
you something?” she said.

“Of course,” he replied. “Anything.”

“Can we not do it dirty tonight? I kind of want
some sweet, cuddly sexy times after all that crazy nastiness.”

Benjamin laughed. “Of course we can do sweet and
cuddly baby,” he said, kissing her forehead. He realized as she
went into the bathroom he was grateful for the request. A part of
him had been worried that now that dirty Briana had been unleashed
they’d never have tender sex again. He sat down on the bed and
waited for her to come out.

She opened the door and turned out the light.
Emerged from the bathroom having changed out of her dress and into
a skimpy white negligee that hugged her lovely curves. She walked
over to where he was seated, took his hands in hers and made him
stand.

They gazed into each other’s eyes then Benjamin
leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. She pulled his shirt
and shorts off and they lowered themselves onto the bed, locked in
a warm embrace.

Chapter
Two

He woke the next morning to the sound of waves
and with a light breeze drifting in through the open window. His
first thought was to the magical evening the night before. To how
connected he'd felt to Briana. The way they’d gazed into each
other’s eyes as they’d finally consummated their marriage on their
own.

It put him in a dreamy head space and he felt a
smile form on his lips at the memory. He opened his eyes and took a
deep breath, then exhaled. The real world seemed far away and they
had four long days to enjoy each other, the beach, the surf and the
delicious food at the resort.

The angst came slowly then suddenly all at
once.

It started in his toes. A tickling on the soles
of his feet. It moved through his legs, gaining pace, gripping and
tightening his cock then surging through his abdomen and chest. It
collided with his mind like a freight train smashing through a car
that had stalled out on a level crossing.

Hot and furious and explosive it made him sit
bolt upright. A sweat broke on his brow. His head shot to the side,
to the side of the Briana had slept on and was now absent from. The
covers were mussed. Her suitcase was open, underwear and shirts and
bikinis dangling out of it and strewn about the floor.

He heard her voice drift in on the breeze. The
light-hearted laugh he’d fallen for all those years ago. A sound
she rarely, if ever, made alone. It filtered into his mind and
drove straight down, impaling itself in his heart, shattering his
dreamy feeling into a thousand tiny shards.

Their romantic night of lovemaking slipped
further into his memory. Hearing her laugh again brought the
immediate future looming over him. As ominous as it was erotic, it
made it hard to move. To get out of bed and confront what awaited
him.

Briana had obviously woken up before him,
slipped into a bathing suit and slipped out onto the beach for a
swim. She loved a swim first thing in the morning even though he’d
asked her not to go out by herself. No one should ever swim
alone.

Now he heard two other voices. Deeper and more
powerful. Calling words he couldn’t make out and joining Bri in her
laughter.

She was not swimming alone.

Somehow the sound moved him. Tripped some
circuit in his mind that had his legs swinging over the bed. He
stood up and the feeling of his feet on the cool tile grounded him.
He took a deep breath and walked slowly over to the window by the
bathroom. His heart thumped.

The surf was low and he could easily make out
Briana bobbing about fifty feet away from the shore. She was
submerged to the waist. She'd put on the sexy red bikini she'd
bought just for the trip. The top triangles that covered her
breasts were narrow enough that anyone who looked at her got a
generous helping of side-boob. Two strings ran down to a round
aluminum ring just above her belly button and helped keep the
bottom part up.

There were two men in the water on either side
of her. Both black. One up to his shoulders in the water while the
other was standing, towering over Briana. He was ripped like a
linebacker and obviously very pleased to have made her
acquaintance.

The angst gripped Benjamin even as his cock
tightened. He hadn't thought this through very well at all. These
were strangers. Men neither he nor Briana knew anything about. And
even though he was sure the resort was safe and they were fine
there was something deeply unsettling about knowing the designs
Briana had on them.

He stared and stared, unable to tear his eyes
away. Watching her flirt and laugh. The men were smiling and
laughing along with her but even from that far off distance he
could see their eyes wandering along Briana’s alluring figure.

The knot in his stomach tightened. But he’d made
a promise and he wasn’t about to go back on it on the first day of
their honeymoon. He managed to peel himself away from the window.
He walked over to his suitcase, rummaged through it and plucked out
a pair of swimming shorts. When he took his underwear off his cock
sprang out so hard it was painful. He knew he couldn’t go out there
like that and he knew it wasn’t going away.

He walked to the bathroom naked, his bare feet
slapping on the floor tile. He opened the window a crack. Just
enough so he could see out onto the beach. Peered through it and
saw Briana again.

All three of them were swimming now. Briana
still in the center, occasionally shouting and splashing water at
the guys. The guys were circling her. Closing in closer with each
stroke like sharks in the water.

He grabbed his cock and started jerking. A
furious, almost psychotic, masturbation. His imagination broke into
a gallop. Folding Briana into all sorts of compromised positions
with the guys. This twisted together with his memories of Craig and
Duncan and Grant having their way with her before the wedding and
then her menage-a-trois boyfriends having a go at her on their
wedding night. He thought of the feeling of sinking into her used
pussy, the gooey mix of semen that had oozed out all over his
balls. But what popped his rocket was remembering what she’d looked
like with his cock in her mouth and her two other holes
stuffed.

He grunted, doubled over and cum shot from the
head of his dick and splattered against the wall. He leaned
forward, one hand against the wall for support as he caught his
breath. Traipsing back out into the bedroom he put on his swim
shorts and picked up a beach towel. Fished his flip-flops out of
his suitcase and slipped them onto his feet. Grabbed a bottle of
water from the fridge before walking out the balcony door and out
onto the sand.

He walked a few dozen steps towards the shore
before stopping in his tracks. Briana seemed oblivious that he was
there. She was lost in her flirtatious banter with the guys. That
stung to think about. This was supposed to be their
honeymoon, after all. He couldn’t shake the thought that she was
being a little selfish out there in the water. Indulging her
fantasies, leaving him alone in the room when they should have been
together.

It took an effort but he shoved the dark
thoughts out of his mind. He’d agreed to this. Hell, he’d even
encouraged her, telling her he wanted to see the real, true Briana.
Well, now he was about to get what he’d asked for. She’d told him
he could put a stop to it any time. That memory reassured him and
somehow he regained his mental balance.

He saw motion off to the right and turned to
look. The older couple they’d seen in the dining room the night
before were out for a stroll. Holding hands and walking through the
gentle surf in bare feet. The woman looked out over the water and
seemed to recognize Briana. Then she turned and looked at Benjamin.
She nudged her husband’s arm with her shoulder then leaned over and
whispered something into his ear. The husband did the same. Staring
out at Bri gallivanting then turning to look at Benjamin.

His heart sank a little when the couple
corrected course and started walking straight towards him. He
wondered what they were thinking. Young couple, the wife out in the
water with a couple of tall, dark strangers while the husband stood
impotently by, watching from the beach. Nonetheless he put on his
game face as the couple approached. Acting sullen would only make
things more humiliating. “Good morning!” he called out with a
wave.

The man walked up, his back straight and his
gait still brimming with the confidence of a much younger man.
“Good morning,” he said, his low voice gravelly. “We saw you at
dinner last night, did we not?”

“That was us!” Benjamin replied with in his best
imitation of Briana’s relentless cheer.

The man stretched out a hand. “Lawrence Peckard
the third,” he said.

“Benjamin Bard,” Benjamin said, giving the man’s
hand three firm pumps.

“My wife Agatha,” Lawrence said, pointing a
wilting finger at the woman.

“A pleasure,” Benjamin said, shaking her hand as
well. “Benjamin,” he said, smiling at her.

“A pleasure to meet you too, Benjamin,” she
said.

“I hope you don’t mind us on your beach,” the
man went on. “The couple that was here before you generously
allowed us to use it. We like a stroll in the morning. We’re just
over there on the east side. Honeymoon?” he asked, raising an
eyebrow and looking out over the water again.

“Is it that obvious?” Benjamin joked with a
chuckle.

Agatha was staring out over the water at the
trio. She rubbed one hand over the other and narrowed her eyes.
Pulling the sunglasses off of their perch on her wide-brimmed hat
she settled them on the bridge of her nose, continuing to look
out.

“Seemed to be last night,” Lawrence replied in
answer to Benjamin’s question. “Things look a little different this
morning though,” he said, nodding out towards Briana. He eyed
Benjamin for a few long moments. “Takes a special kind of man to
feel at ease with his young bride splashing in the surf with a pair
of new friends. You a special kind of man, Ben? Alright if I call
you Ben? My friends call me Larry.”

“Sure,” Benjamin muttered, his smile fading as
he looked out at Bri again. “And yeah. I guess. I guess I am. If I
say so myself.”

“Married a wild one, huh?” Larry asked.

Agatha smiled.

“I guess you could say that,” Benjamin replied,
voice barely above a whisper. He could feel his cock coming to life
again. Why was this arousing? Confessing his inner secrets to this
couple who obviously had a very good read on the situation.

“I can tell,” Larry said. “Look at that thing
she has on, Ag. Sex just oozing out of her pores, isn’t it?”

“Pretty little thing,” Agatha mused. She turned
to Benjamin. “You’re not going to keep her all locked up to herself
are you Ben?” she asked. “You’re not,” she said, shaking her head
and answering her own question. She gave him a once over with her
eyes. “You’re not the type. You understand what you’ve got on your
hands. And you’ll work with it. Filly like that isn’t easily tamed.
But she gives you everything you need, too. So it’s a win-win.”

Benjamin was more than a little taken aback by
their candor. He must have let it show. They both started
chuckling.

“When you get old like us you just stop giving
quite so much of a fuck about what people think. You’ll
see,” Larry explained. “Take your time though. Don’t rush it.
You’ll be there before you know it. Well you’ll have to come by for
drinks then. Tonight. Or maybe this afternoon. You drink scotch?
I’ve got a good one.”

“Uh…I…I’d have to ask Briana but I don’t see
why…”

“Oh she’ll be fine. Lovely name, by the way.
Briana. You talk to Briana then but don’t feel like you need to
ring us from the desk or anything. Just come by. That one over
there. It’s not as nice as yours but this was a last minute thing
and everything was booked. Plenty of room though. Stop on by.”

Benjamin nodded, watched them link hands and
trundle off down the beach. The whole thing had been a bit surreal
but now he was ready to go out and join Briana in the water.

To his dismay Briana and the guys seemed to be
making their way towards the shore. When she saw him she smiled and
waved. The guys didn’t seem put out by seeing him at all. The one
on her left gave a wave and the one on her right got up real close
to her and put a hand on the small of her back. He looked at her
like he owned her. Even leaned in and sniffed her neck.

She burst into giggles and leaned away,
coquettishly resisting his obvious advances.

Benjamin’s cock started to harden again. He put
the towel over his lap to cover up his embarrassment. Was he really
going to spend the next few days lurking and trudging around after
Briana trying to conceal an erection? He’d just orgasmed, for
fuck’s sake. Not wanting to be a stick in the mud he mustered
another wide smile and waved back. He threw the towel down onto one
of the dozen beach chairs that had been set up and stepped into the
surf.

The water was warm. As he approached Bri she
rose up out of the water. The skimpy bikini and the water dripping
off her glistening body made her look like a super model at a beach
photo shoot. He put a hand over his lap to cover his hard-on.

“Hey baby,” she said, coming up close and
putting her hands on his chest. The two guys stood a few steps back
staring at them. Her body was buzzing with an intense sexual
energy. Her nipples were firm and poking up against the fabric of
her bikini. Her eyes sparkled with mischief that drove him wild.
She leaned in and tilted her head to one side. Gave him a sensuous
kiss on the lips before pulling away and batting her eyes. “This is
Agwe,” she said, nodding at the guy on her left. “And Malik.” She
nodded right. “They work here but it’s their day off. I invited
them to use the beach. I know you don’t like it when I swim alone
and I didn’t want to wake you,” she said.

Behind her the two guys exchanged slightly
worried glances and their smiles waned.

“Guys this is my husband. Benjamin,” she said,
gazing into his eyes.

He put one hand on her hip and reached around
her with the other. “Just call me Ben,” he said, smiling at Malik
as he shook his hand. He did the same with Agwe.

Agwe cleared his throat with a hand over his
mouth. “Hope it’s not a problem boss,” he muttered. “We’ll be on
our way now if it’s alright.”

Briana held a hand out to one side. She stared
at Benjamin, her smile fading slightly, an intensity forming in her
eyes. “It’s not a problem,” she said, shaking her head. “He likes
it.”

Agwe raised an eyebrow and looked sideways at
Malik, who arched his brow.

Briana brought her hand to his chest and pressed
a finger gently between his pecs. She drew a line down past his
abs. Down to the elastic of his swimming shorts. Tugging the
drawstring she reached in.

“Bri!” he huffed as her hand wrapped around his
nearly stiff cock. Before he could say any more she pulled it out
and stepped to the side. A deep blush rose to his cheeks as the
guys glanced at it, then at each other. A glance at Briana
immobilized him. She was loving this. This is what she’d been
talking about when she said sex was about power. She was dominating
him, displaying his erection for her two new friends with nothing
more than a gentle caress of her soft hand. He felt powerless to
resist and something about submitting to her was deeply
appealing.

After a few moments of silence had passed she
tucked his cock back into his shorts and gave it a gentle pat. “I
was kind of hoping we could invite Malik and Agwe over to the
house,” she said quietly.

The pairs eyes widened and they’d obviously not
expected such an invitation. “We’re not supposed to attend the
guests houses. Even on our days off,” Malik explained. “The policy
is very strict,” he added.

“Oh I don’t think it can be all that strict,”
Bri scoffed. “Benji will you go over to reception and see if Dalian
can make an exception this one time?” she asked. Her steely-eyed
stare bored into the deepest, softest part of Benjamin.

He realized this was the beginning. Briana had
designs on these two and no policy, strict or otherwise, was going
to keep her hands off of them. And now that he was next to her
again, now that he had her close and felt safe in her presence, he
realized he’d do anything she asked of him. It was them
again. Benjamin and Bri playing their little game and everyone else
was just a pawn in it. “Of course I can,” he whispered.

She smiled, excitement filling her eyes. She
patted his cock through his shorts. “Good boy,” she whispered.

Chapter
Three

He jogged the distance to the main building.
Felt a little sheepish walking in with no shirt and a towel wrapped
around his wait, flip-flops slapping against the floor. The
reception area was empty but as he approached the desk Dalian
appeared in the doorway to the back room. He gave him a once over
and scowled, presumably at Benjamin’s lack of a shirt. “We do ask
that guests wear a shirt and shoes in the indoor public spaces,” he
said.

“I know,” Benjamin said, a little out of breath
from running. “I know and I’m sorry. I…Bri asked me to come by
and…” He paused, trying to think of the best way to explain Bri’s
request. Decided the easiest way would be to just come out and say
it, shame be damned. “Briana ran into a couple of your employees.
Malik and Agwe. Out on the beach.”

Dalian’s scowl deepened.

“She’s…she’s invited them over to the cabin.
They told her about the policy but she insisted. That’s why I’m
here. I was…Briana was hoping that you could make an exception this
one time. She’s…” He couldn’t quite bring himself to formulate some
version of she has the need.

Dalian splayed his fingers and leaned them
against the top of the desk. “It is indeed frowned upon,” Dalian
said. “But our guests desires are obviously our most important
priority,” he said. He eyed Benjamin for some time. “This is
something that you are comfortable with?” he finally asked.

Benjamin felt his cheeks heat again. “It is,” he
replied.

Dalian gave a slow nod. “Then I suppose we can
make an exception this one time,” he said.

Benjamin nodded back at him and took a step
backwards.

“Please do let me know if there is anything else
Mrs. Bard needs to make her stay more comfortable,” Dalian
said.

The insinuation that, at some point, that
anything might involve Dalian was made explicit by the look
in his eye.

Benjamin nodded again, thanked him, then
scurried back out of the reception area and into the sunshine. He
picked up the pace for his jog back. Bri had disappeared into the
house with the men as he’d been on his way to speak with Dalian. He
could only imagine what they were in there doing now. He arrived at
the front door completely out of breath and hand to lean against
the wall for a moment to catch it. When his heart was beating a
little steadier, he turned the doorknob and stepped inside.

The scene inside took his breath away. His hand
went limp. The towel fell down around his feet.

Briana was sandwiched between the two men. She
had her arms up over Malik’s shoulders, one hand cupping the back
of his head. Hers was tilted to one side, her lips locked with his.
Behind her Agwe’s dark hands were wandering the contours of her
shapely body. They cupped her ass and kneaded it. Then drifted up
over her hips and up her sides. Around front to her breasts. He
thumbed her nipples.

Hearing the door shut, Briana pulled away from
the kiss and looked sideways at Benjamin. Her eyelids were low,
eyes sultry. She bit her lip and tipped her head the other way as
Malik bent lower and began to kiss her neck.

Seeing the two dark torsos pressed up against
her white skin caused Benjamin’s erection to harden painfully. He
gazed into Briana’s lusty stare and felt the fog descend over him
and push him into what he now called the space. A place
where the outside world melted away and where Briana was at the
center. A place where he could observe the true nature of this
creature he now called a wife.

Malik and Agwe ignored him, focusing instead on
pawing at Briana and sucking on soft parts of her flesh.

She raised a hand from Malik’s shoulder and held
it palm up. Crooked her finger, beckoning Benjamin closer.

He felt the tiniest bit sheepish walking towards
them. His pasty white complexion and wiry build seemed inadequate
compared to their dark and muscled frames. Had to remind himself
she’d married him and not them and that this was all just
part of their shared game. His eyes closed when she raised her hand
to his cheek and caressed it.

“Benji,” she whispered.

He opened his eyes and gazed into hers.

“I want you to take your shorts off and go lie
down on the bed. Sideways, though. So your head is right at the
edge of it. Can you do that for me baby?” A sweet smile curled the
corners of her mouth up.

His heart squeezed in that now familiar way it
did whenever she made a request like this. Though he felt a bit
embarrassed about stripping with the guys there he again felt
helpless to resist. He pulled his shorts down, his cock springing
out and standing out straight from his body. He walked to the
bedroom and into the bathroom where he hung them on one of the
towel racks to dry. Made his way back into the bedroom and did as
she’d instructed. Laid down so his head was at the edge of the bed.
He put his hands over his crotch, not fully comfortable being so
naked in front of total strangers.

His head rolled to one side as Briana walked in.
The guys were on either side of her and she had her fingers hooked
into their shorts, leading them toward the bed and Benjamin. She
looked like she, too, was in a sort of trance at what was about to
happen next. She stopped and turned around so her ass was right
over his face.

A delightful shiver raced through him at the way
her gluteal folds tucked in towards her legs creating that lovely
rump that drove him wild. He wasn’t sure what she meant to do with
him, though, and it set his nerves trilling.

Briana hooked her thumbs into the shoulder
straps of the bikini. She turned and looked over her shoulder at
him as she peeled them off and down her arms. She bent, her ass
hole popping out from between her buns and winking as she let the
bikini slide down her legs. Steeping apart she backed up and bent
at the knees, squatting over him until she finally let her weight
settle on the top of his chest with her muff directly over his
mouth.

The fragrance of her aroma mingled with the
briny smell of seawater made his cock stiffen beneath his hands. He
gazed up at her breasts, the nipples pointy and stiff. He looked
further, up into her eyes as she ran a hand through his hair.

She smiled at him. “This way we both have the
best seat in the house,” she whispered.

He groaned and squeezed his cock as she swayed
back and forth, grinding her pussy against his face.

She sat up straight and reached a hand out.
Hooked her fingers into Malik’s shorts and tugged him closer. He
moved in with lumbering steps. Biting down on her lip she looked up
into his eyes as she tucked her hand into his trunks. Her eyes
widened and sparkled. Pulling his shorts halfway down his thighs
she simultaneously pulled her other hand out of them.

Benjamin’s eyes burst wide open at the
half-charged black hose that had flopped out in front of Briana.
Her fingers made it just a little more than halfway around the
thick prick. The root of the shaft was at her eye level and the
wide head hung at the level of her solar plexus. He watched her
eyes rake along the length of the cock, studying the veins crawling
along the sides.

“Oh Benji,” she whispered. Her hips swayed a
little faster, drawing his mouth open and his tongue out of it to
lap at her soaked folds.

It moved him hearing her whisper his
name. It was a good reminder that they were in this together, that
he was as much a part of her adventure as this fire hose of a
phallus would be. The thought of it intruding into her slight frame
was a little worrying but immensely erotic, too.

She held out a dainty hand and tucked her
fingers under the sagging head. Brought it up to her lips like she
was lifting a canape. She licked her lips, opened her mouth and her
tongue flicked out, licking around the urethral opening as she
looked up at Malik to see if that pleased him.

It seemed to. He growled and his cock began to
engorge and harden in her hands. His eyes opened wider and he
stared at it as she took the head into her mouth, her cheeks
hollowing around it.

Behind Malik Agwe had removed his shorts and was
stroking his cock as he watched sweet Briana suck his friend’s
dick. He had a wild and hungry look in his eye.

Briana wrapped both hands around Malik’s cock.
She leaned forward stuffing more of it into her mouth and stroking
it at the same time. She worked diligently, pumping it up until it
stood on it’s own, her fingers occasionally dipping between his
legs to fondle his dark, leathery sack.

Benjamin gawked at the peach-sized testicles.
Briana cupped one and gave it the slightest squeeze like she was
testing a fruit for ripeness. His mind revved at the thought of how
much genetic material each of them held. His body responded by
sending more blood surging into his cock, hardening it under his
hands.

He felt Briana’s pussy loosen over his lips.
More of her juices came in, spilling into his mouth and forcing him
to swallow. The taste turned slightly more acidic and made him
wonder what the biological reason for that might be?

She swayed as she sucked, using his face for her
pleasure as she gave Malik pleasure with hers.

Malik, looking emboldened by the blowjob and her
enthusiasm for it, reached down and pinched her nipple. When he
twisted it sideways she gasped and Benjamin felt her labia clamp
around his tongue. Even considering the last few debauched days
he’d never been in a dirtier position. Briana sitting on his face
and rubbing one out while she sucked off a stranger. What most men
would have found horrific, to him, felt like heaven.

Her hands fell away from the cock and onto her
knees. Her swaying became more vigorous and her pussy started to
squeeze in a rhythm.

He knew she was close and trying to finish. He
redoubled his efforts, lapping at her clitoris every time it came
within reach. He stared up at more and more of Malik’s formidable
totem disappearing into her mouth.

With the pace she’d set she had to loosen her
lips every so often to get enough air. When she did her lips would
slurp and flap against the hard skin. She closed her eyes. Her
pussy squished and she squealed, the sound muffled by Malik’s
flesh. Pussy juice sluiced into Benjamin’s mouth and he felt her
shudder on his face at the apex of her climax. She reached up and
grabbed Malik’s cock and pulled her mouth off with a soft slurp.
She ruffled Benjamin’s hair before standing up over him. “I’m
ready,” she whispered to Malik.

Malik leaned down. His tongue stretched out of
his mouth and plunged between her lips. He indulged in a long,
sloppy kiss, his cock lurching in her hand. He walked her backwards
until her thighs touched the bed. Pressed on her chest so she sat
down then put his hands under her thighs and raised them up into
the air.

Lying on her back Briana reached over and
wrapped swatted Benjamin’s hands away from his prick. She wrapped
her warm hand around it and gave it a squeeze.

She was an arm’s length away and her waist was
in line with Benjamin’s shoulders giving him a nearly perfect view
of her engorged labia and her entrance between them. He said a
quiet prayer in the hope that Malik wouldn’t mind having another
dude so close as he fucked her. Even to just see him go in from
this close would be amazing.

Malik gave him an awkward, sideways look, then
turned to Briana. “He’s going to lie there like that?” he asked,
but he sounded more concerned about Benjamin’s well-being than
nervous.

Briana nodded. “This is for him as much as it’s
for me,” she said quietly.

Malik looked at Benjamin again and shrugged.
Hitching Briana’s legs up higher he stepped between them. Pointed
his prick at her pussy and gave it a few lazy swipes up and
down.

Briana’s grip on Benjamin’s cock tightened. She
stared down between her legs with her lips parted and her eyes
wide. “It’s so hard,” she whispered.

“You like to watch?” Malik asked. “See it go
in?”

She nodded and bit her lip.

He grabbed pillow and stuffed it under her head
so she had a clear view of his cock about to enter her body.
Holding his shaft, he eased his hips forward and the head slipped
into her folds.

She drew in a breath and gripped Benjamin
tighter. Her cheeks flushed red.

“Good?” Malik asked, eyebrow raised.

“Good,” she said, giving a few quick nods. “Just
really big.”

Benjamin stifled a groan. The cock was
really big. From where he was laying it looked roughly the length
of Briana’s thigh. He couldn’t imagine the whole thing fitting into
her and not hurting her. But Malik seemed like a considerate lover
by the way he was treating her.

Malik leaned his knees against the edge of the
bed. He pressed in deeper, his thick shaft sliding in and
stretching Briana’s pussy lips wide to accommodate him. He put his
hands under Briana’s ass and lifted her legs even higher. Then he
leaned forward again and pushed five inches or so into her.

She squeezed Benjamin’s cock so hard he worried
for a moment she was going to pop it. Each inch of Malik’s cock
that slipped into her made her body tense and her toes wiggle up in
the air.

Finally he relented. Two thirds of the way into
her he drew out and paused with just the head inside her. He looked
up at her. “Enough?”

Briana pondered the question then shook her
head. “I want to try and take the whole thing,” she said.

Chapter
Four

As Malik started feeding his cock back into her
pussy Benjamin felt the bed bounce. Agwe was crawling up onto the
other side, hard cock in hand. He came to a stop over Briana’s face
and started stroking it.

She reached up under his legs with her free hand
and tickled his balls with the tips of her fingers.

He pushed his cock lower, swiping it side to
side over her mouth.

Her tongue lashed out and licked it each time it
passed over her lips. She started stroking Benjamin. Slow but with
an iron grip over his hard cock.

He stifled a groan, not wanting to be a
distraction to either Malik or Agwe. He felt incredibly lucky to be
part of the action and not just out on the sidelines. Didn’t want
to ruin a good thing. But each stroke of Briana’s soft hand inched
him perilously close to his finish line. When he thought he
couldn’t stand any more he reached down and gently put a hand over
wrist.

Her head rolled to one side and she smiled at
him.

Agwe laid his cock out on her cheek.

It provoked a deep and probing question that
rose from the depths of Benjamin’s mind. What was the source of his
fascination with this pairing? His relationship with Briana was the
most precious thing he had in life. To him, even now, knowing about
her past, she was still innocent. Pristine and pure, even if she’d
been touched by countless men. She brought out all the best parts
of him. He was certain that one day she would be a loving mother.
Her womanhood was the source of all their future potential.

A cock, he thought, represented the dirtiest of
things. A totem that stood for men’s depraved desires. Their
basest, most feral instincts. The inseminating organ begged the
question: how low would men stoop to satisfy it’s cravings?

To see a woman’s beautiful face, the sweetly
smiling countenance that brought new life into the world, dominated
and subdued by such a dirty thing should have been appalling. And
still it was appealing. Did the beauty lie in how both needed each
to fulfill their purpose? The cock would never be free of the
cravings it inspired. The woman would never be free of it’s
dominating needs. Together they would dance this waltz of filth
until humanity was extinguished.

Briana’s body shook. She gasped and turned her
eyes down between her legs.

Malik’s giant was almost fully in her. An inch
or so of thick root left to take. Her eyes went wide. Her chest
flared red.

Agwe put a finger on her forehead and tipped her
head back. He drew his cock over her lips and nose until the head
was at her open mouth. Reaching down he palmed one breast and
pressed his shaft past her lips. It slithered in.

Malik grunted and thrust his hips forward. The
last inch of his organ squished into her sex. He planted his fists
on either side of her and began to sway.

Agwe’s prick plied into her open mouth. Benjamin
saw the outline of it’s head form at the top of her neck. She
squeezed his cock tighter and her fist made a few jerking pumps
against his abdomen.

Agwe only managed to get four or five inches
into her face. Her throat constricted and she let out a gargling
cough. He pulled a couple of inches out then started gliding in and
out, one hand on his hip the other on her tit.

Briana’s eyes glazed over. Her body relaxed and
she seemed to sink into her own space. A blissful state of
mind where her only task was to submit and let these men pleasure
themselves inside her body. She didn’t overuse booze or drugs. But
to Benjamin this seemed pretty close to an addiction.

He looked on in stunned silence. The only sounds
in the room came from the lazy ocean waves rolling onto the sand
and the two dicks gliding in and out of her mouth and pussy coated
in her juices. He felt her come, her hand twitching over his own
penis. Watched her relax. Saw the tension build up inside her again
before it exploded in another climax.

Her hot, moist pussy lips choked down on Malik’s
cock. He winced and grunted. Started hauling harder in and out of
her, his nuts tightening under his legs.

Agwe groaned. He slowly dragged his prick out of
her mouth. Gripped the head and stroked fast and hard. A plume of
white seed shot from it, glazing her tits. He groaned and shuddered
over top of her, pointing his cock side to side and covering her
chest with seed.

Malik saw the eruption out of the corner of his
eye and it tripped his switch. Heaving into her hard he buried his
cock deep inside her as his balls rose and fell beneath it.

She moaned at the feeling of him ejaculating in
her. Her hand rose up and fell holding Benjamin’s shaft.

Benjamin was right at the very edge of finishing
when he pulled her hand away. He needed to know the inside of her
again. He needed to feel her used pussy, another man’s semen
gushing out of it as he pressed in. Most of all he needed to
believe he still had a chance of making her pregnant. Only spending
inside her would grant him that.

As Malik rubbed out the last of his orgasm Agwe
was already in the other room. Putting his shorts on and slipping
out the sliding door. Malik let out another groan. He pulled his
cock out of her and it was covered in whitish wet. Without so much
as a glance at Benjamin or Bri he followed Agwe out into the living
room then out onto the beach.

Benjamin pressed up to sit and leaned on his
hand. His eyes roamed Briana’s beautifully defiled body, his
screaming with need. When she turned to him and smiled his heart
gave a hard thump. He scrambled closer to her on the bed, holding
her gaze. “Was it…was it good?” he whispered.

Her eyes fluttered shut and her smile softened.
“So good,” she replied.

He could see by her expression that she meant
it. She loved what they’d done to her.

The gremlins in his mind started whispering:
you better get in there, you better get in there. Hooking a
hand under her knee he pulled her leg to the side, opening her for
himself. A trail of ejaculate was leaking out of her pussy, down
into the crack of her ass. He crawled over her leg and stood where
Malik had been just moments earlier. Bent at the knees and pressed
his cock into her sopping hole.

He groaned and shuddered at the feeling of
gliding into her in the state she was in. The inside of her pussy
was searingly hot but stretched. He felt clumps of Malik’s deposit
squirt out of her and roll down his balls. He pressed in until he
felt their pubic bones press together.

“Ungh,” she groaned as he held himself deep
inside her. She followed it up with a giggle.

When he looked up into her eyes she was smiling
and red-faced.

“My pussy is so sore from him,” she
said.

It filled him with a burning need. Pulling out
he slammed back in like he wanted to punish her for what she’d
done. It wasn’t really anger driving him just a blinding sexual
rage. He pulled back and drove into her sheath.

Her hands slid down her legs and up onto his
ass. She caressed his flexing ass cheeks as he drove into her
harder. “Oh it’s so sore, Benji. My pussy’s so sore,” she
cooed.

It drove him to fuck her harder still. He could
see she was delighting in what it was doing to him. Giving her that
power she craved to be in charge of all of his sexual desires being
fulfilled. Sitting on his face and now coaxing his climax out of
him with her soft whispers. He grabbed her thigh and started
humping fast.

“Oh fuck yes!” she groaned. Her head fell back
onto the pillow and her eyes closed. “Fuck it into me, Benji. Fuck
all that hot cum into me!” she moaned through gritted teeth.

It arrived with a crash and a bang in his brain.
A hot burst of gooey pleasure spilling down his spine. Pulling the
trigger between his legs and making his cock shoot wad after wad of
seed up into her filled vagina. He squeezed his eyes shut tight and
his mind filled with the vision of the two men filling her. It
flung him over the peak of his orgasm and he shook and shuddered
all the way down the other side.

As his cock started to soften inside her he
finally got the relief he’d been craving. That sleepy post-orgasm
clarity that sent him sliding out of her then down on the bed next
to her. A worry followed it. The same one that had been haunting
him since he’d uncovered this side of her. For some reason this
time he couldn’t bury it. He turned to see her eyes closed and a
satisfied smile on her lips.

Of all the taboos they were breaking together
this was the most dangerous. Everything they’d done had brought
them closer, made him feel even more connected to her. With this he
couldn’t be sure. It haunted him sometimes in the middle of the
night. And no matter how much thought he gave it he couldn’t
understand why it excited him.

Briana getting pregnant by another man would be
a life-altering consequence of her promiscuity. It was, for most
people, the ultimate act of betrayal. It would most certainly be
seen as such by their families and possibly even their sexually
liberal friends. He could see it bringing deep feelings of shame
and regret. Definitely for him. Possibly for Briana. He understood
and was clear-eyed about all of this.

But on those same nights it haunted him it
provoked a deep arousal at the same time. Not thinking about what
everyone else might think. Only imagining Briana’s swollen belly,
growing a life that another man’s seed had implanted inside her.
Even now it caused his cock to twitch between his legs. A groan
rose through his throat but he stifled it.

“What brought that on?”

He felt her hand cup his nearly flaccid cock and
the question pulled him from his dark thoughts. “I don’t know,” he
lied, his voice a whisper.

Briana’s smile cracked wider. She slid off the
bed and onto her knees on the floor.

His eyes widened in shock at her endless sexual
appetite.

“I think you do,” she said, putting her arms on
his thighs and grabbing his cock in one hand. She squeezed it at
the base and licked the head like she was enjoying an ice
cream.

“What? What do you mean?” he asked, the mind fog
of arousal shrouding his mind again.

“I think you know exactly what’s turning you on.
I think I do too,” she said, tipping her head and licking along the
ridge of his cock head.

“Y—you do?” he stammered. His prick was growing.
Briana squeezing it tight to keep the blood in.

“I told you to trust me, Benji,” she said,
flashing a playful scowl. “I don’t think you’re doing a very good
job. You’re still worried about it aren’t you?”

It was like she’d read his mind. It warmed him
that she knew him so well. But how could she be so certain, so sure
this wasn’t going to end in tragedy? “Are you still on birth
control?” he blurted.

She shook her head. Her other hand fell to her
belly and she gave it a rub, gazing into his eyes. “It turns you
on, doesn’t it?” she whispered. “Thinking of me pregnant?”

His body shook with pleasure as the vision
formed in his mind again. A big, fat Briana sitting on their bed at
home, her belly ready to burst. This time he let the groan roll out
of him. “Oh god,” he muttered.

Holding his gaze she put her mouth over his cock
and moved slowly up and down. Her cheeks hollowed and the suction
hardened his erection to full stiffness.

He stared at her, mesmerized by her stare and
the sight of her sucking him off again. His body shuddered again
when she rubbed her belly then cupped her breast and squeezed it.
She pulled his cock out of her mouth. “Big fat belly,” she
whispered. She squeezed her other breast. “My tits all leaky. It’s
nasty isn’t it? You like it,” she said, giggling.

He shook his head and marveled at how she knew
exactly which of his buttons to press. His cock had turned an angry
shade of red and started leaking clear pre-cum. “God, Bri, you’re
killing me. I want to trust you. I do trust you. It’s just…I
can’t help but worry…”

She giggled again.

He couldn’t believe she was being this
lighthearted about such a serious thing.

She put him into her mouth again and sucked even
harder. Staring right at him she seemed to be delighting in his
reaction to her teasing. “If you really do trust me then just relax
and enjoy yourself, Benji. Show me that you mean it. Show me you
believe me.”

He watched her bob up and down on his prick. The
leap of faith she was asking him to make was daunting. Of
course he trusted her. But what if whatever was making her
so certain wasn’t foolproof? Had she secretly had an IUD put in?
Because sometimes those could fail, couldn’t they? The look in her
eyes finally convinced him. “Okay,” he whispered. “Okay. I trust
you.”

She grinned and sucked harder. Putting her hand
under chin she bobbed up and down, squeezing her breast and
pinching her nipple. The hand fell between her legs and she started
rubbing herself.

The soft sound of fluid splattering on the tile
made her pull her mouth off. She kept rubbing him with her hand as
she looked down between her legs. She shuffled her knees wider
apart.

Benjamin hoisted himself up to sit. He looked
down at the floor and his jaw fell open. A pool of yellowish cream
had formed beneath her pussy. It grew before his eyes, fed by a
steady drip of semen from between her lips. She stared at it for a
long time, her fingers spinning faster over her clit as her hand
pumped his cock harder.

The flush returned to her cheeks and her lips
parted. She was getting as aroused by this as he was.

He found that incredibly hot. His eyes darted
from the hand between her legs, to the puddle of jizz on the floor,
to her hand pumping his stiff prick. The muscles in his pelvis
seized without warning and he shouted as cum shot from his
cock.

Briana gasped and looked up. The spurt of cum
splattered across her face, making her wince. The facial tripped
her switch and her body shook as another orgasm rippled through
her.

He groaned at the intense pressure in his groin.
Watched two more spurts of ejaculate coat her face, then a dribble
roll out over her stroking hand. His hands clenched into fists,
gripping the sheets. His third orgasm of the morning ended in a
painful ache. He moved his hand to pull Briana’s away from his
cock.

To his surprise she pushed it away and kept
stroking.

His whole body started shaking as he endured
what felt like minutes of post-orgasmic torture, Briana’s eyes
glinting as she dominated him. Finally she relented. Slowed the
stroking and his discomfort became bearable. He fell onto his back
on the bed and groaned again.

She let go of his cock and climbed onto him. Her
face covered in his cum, her chest crusted with Agwe’s, Malik’s
still leaking from her slit. She stared at him with a wicked smile
and shook her head. “You’re a dream come true, Benji,” she
whispered.

He started chuckling and she joined him. He felt
like he was soaring, like they were both flying a mile high because
of their sexual hijinks.

Briana planted a sloppy kiss on his cheek.

“Eww,” he groaned, wiping off the mess.

“I’m gonna’ go take a shower,” she said, smiling
at him.

“Yeah? And then?” he asked.

“Then we’re going to go get some food,” she
explained.

“Yeah? And then?”

She looked straight into his eyes. “And then I’m
gonna’ go find some more dick to fuck me.”

He closed his eyes, grinning as she traipsed
across to the bathroom.

Chapter
Five

Brunch was served on the terrace of the main
building. By the time they arrived it was nearly eleven and they
were the only guests there. Briana wore another stunning white sun
dress. White with an embroidered hem and neckline.

When they arrived a busboy was clearing plates
from a table and Dalian had begun switching to the dinner menu’s.
He glanced at his watch and looked up at them. His eyes lingered on
Briana’s body and pretty smile. Then he waved them to a table
without a word. He waited on them personally again.

Benjamin was fairly certain Briana’s pretty
dress was the reason they were able to eat. She looked irresistible
and gleefully prattled on about going snorkeling and going
parasailing the next day. Something he was grateful for because he
had very little energy himself. He found himself sexually and
emotionally exhausted by her morning tryst. She seemed energized
and aroused and he wondered if they were the sexual equivalent of
an introvert and an extrovert, or if there even was such a
thing.

After finishing their meal he thanked Dalian for
making an exception and reassured him they’d come earlier the next
day. They wandered off towards the dock they’d arrived on the
previous day. Then set off towards the east side of the island. As
they rounded a grove of palm trees they saw another cabin. Smaller
than theirs but in the same style. There was a couple sitting on
the covered porch and Benjamin recognized them as the pair he’d run
into that morning.

Turning to Briana he asked if she’d mind paying
them a visit as they’d extended the invitation earlier in the
day.

“Oh! That would be lovely,” she said, obviously
delighted.

As they walked towards the cabin Larry stood up
and waved. Agatha stared at them over the rim of her cocktail glass
with an imperious gaze. They walked up to the porch, Briana
twisting side to side in her sundress, fingers linked in front of
her lap and smiling at Larry. Benjamin leaned against the railing.
“Agatha, Larry, this is my wife Briana,” he said.

Agatha stood up, flashed a tight, somewhat
frigid smile and leaned over the railing to shake Briana’s hand.
Larry set his drink down, trundled down the steps and came to a
stop directly in front of her. He put his hands on her arms and
shamelessly sized her up with his gaze. “Oh yes,” he muttered.
“Very nice.” He looked up and when he saw Briana seemed a bit taken
aback burst out into a hearty laugh. “Oh I know, I know!” he
bellowed. “I’m not supposed to say things like that any more.
Women’s rights and all that. But I’m too old for that shit any more
and when I see a beautiful woman I don’t mind telling her as much.
And, besides my lovely wife,” he said, with a perfunctory nod
towards Agatha, “you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve seen since
setting foot on this island.” His lips twisted into a lecherous
grin.

Briana burst into giggles at the eccentric old
man and rolled her eyes at Benjamin.

“Come. Come have a drink. You must tell us all
about your wedding.” Taking Briana by the arm he led her up the
steps and seated her in the chair next to his.

Benjamin took the only other chair, across the
porch from Briana and next to Agatha. As Larry began peppering
Briana with questions about the wedding an uneasy silence formed
between Benjamin and Agatha. Finally she turned to him and locked
him in a cold stare. “Ben, was it?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Benjamin but Ben is fine.”

She pressed a finger and thumb against her chin
and leaned her elbow on the arm of the chair. “That’s some prize
you picked up,” she said.

He looked over at Briana who was laughing at
something Larry had said. “I’m very lucky,” he said quietly.

“Very lucky indeed,” Agatha agreed. “How’d she
get on with those two black studs this morning?” she asked with a
pointed stare.

Benjamin’s eyes went wide and his face heated.
“Uh…fine. Just fine.”

Agatha pursed her lips, then smiled. She leaned
towards him. “You don’t have to be shy with us, Ben. It’s the
reason we keep coming back here.” She looked out over the island.
“Good stock and plenty of it. Larry loves watching and stroking his
floppy old cock. And every once in a while we stumble onto a little
treat for him. They’re getting along well aren’t they?” she asked,
turning and glancing at Briana and Larry.

Benjamin felt his exhaustion dissipating as he
looked over at an increasingly flirtatious Briana and a more
lascivious Larry who made no apologies for the long stares he
directed at her breasts. He turned back to Agatha, who was watching
him.

“Did she take them both?” she asked.

Embarrassment welled through Benjamin, who was
surprised at how much he enjoyed being asked what normally would
have been a very humiliating question. He nodded. “She did,” he
said quietly.

This seemed to please Agatha, who smiled again.
“At once?”

“Yes,” he said.

“And you watched like a good little cuckold did
you?”

Benjamin wondered if any other man would have
grabbed Briana’s hand and stormed off at the question. Felt a
little guilty for being titillated by his own shame. “I did,” he
said. He felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end and a
familiar shiver raced down his back.

“Of course I knew it,” Agatha said, sounding
very sure of herself. “As soon as I laid eyes on you in the dining
room last night I said to Larry ‘Larry you’re in luck.’ That pretty
little thing has that poor boy right under her thumb. And she has,
hasn’t she? You’ll move mountains to make her happy.”

He looked over at Briana who’d crossed her legs
and was wagging one foot gently back and forth. She wasn’t wearing
the lusty expression he’d seen her don before her trysts with her
other lovers but her curiosity about Larry seemed piqued. Every so
often her gaze would travel down his aging body, as if she were
wondering what it would be like to do it with an old man.

“I will,” he said in response to Agatha’s
question. “But it’s not like that. Not like the thumb thing. We
have…we have an arrangement.”

“Ha!” Agatha exclaimed, throwing her head back
and a hand up into the air. “That’s what they all think. Pulling
yourself off while your wife spreads her legs for other men. An
arrangement. I’ve heard that one before. You’re a good
little cuck but don’t fool yourself.” She leaned towards him again.
“Your pretty little wifey knew just what she was getting when she
said ‘yes’ to you. When you’re a woman who knows what she wants you
know just the man who’ll give it to you when you meet him.”

He furrowed his brow, Agatha’s confident
pronouncements digging under his skin. A glance at Briana brought a
sharp stab of pain to his guts. Was Agatha right? Had Briana known
this about him all along? Was that really the reason she’d married
him? So she could fuck whoever she wanted without consequence.

He realized his mind was bending towards the
darkness a moment before it was too late. He sat back in his chair
and talked himself down. Who was Agatha anyways? They’d just barely
met and she didn’t know a thing about him or Briana or their
relationship. And who cared what she thought?

“Oh don’t get all sullen about it I’m only
teasing,” she chided. “Men. I’ve yet to meet one who didn’t have to
have a pout after a joke at his expense. I’m sure you’ll be very
happy. What’ll you have to drink?”

“What’ll you have to drink?!?” Larry shouted,
throwing his hands up in the air. “Your lovely wife was so
distracting I forgot my manners!” He checked his watch. “Time for
my medicines anyways. Dear will you come help me find the pillbox
and pour some cocktails?”

Agatha clucked and rolled her eyes but stood up
and followed him to the door. “We’ll be right back,” she said.
“Don’t go anywhere.”

As the door closed Benjamin and Bri exchanged
glances. Her soft giggling chased the remains of his dark mood
away. She stood up, crossed the porch and took a seat in Agatha’s
chair. “They’re hysterical,” she said, putting a hand over his.

“They’re something,” Benjamin said, glancing
over his shoulder to try and peer through the window into the
house.

“I think Larry wants to fuck me.”

A fleck of spit went down the wrong way and
Benjamin burst into a fit of coughing and swallowing. As the cough
sputtered out he met Briana’s gaze again.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Fine,” he said, clearing his throat.

She let a silence pass. “If you don’t want me to
I don’t have to. I’ve never had a guy that old before. Probably
wouldn’t be very fun anyways.”

Benjamin felt his brain wobble. Agatha’s
“teasing” came screaming back at him and his knee jerk reaction to
test her hypothesis came flying out. “I don’t really want you to,”
he said, shaking his head. He watched Briana like a hawk to catch
any momentary disappointment in her eyes.

All he got was a shrug and a smile. “No problem.
I’m kind of sore anyways.”

He should have just accepted her reply but
Agatha’s sinister prediction had burrowed in deep. “I don’t…I don’t
know if I want to keep doing this any more at all,” he said. Again
he watched her eyes, praying she’d give him the answer he needed
and fearing she wouldn’t.

She smiled warmly and patted the back of his
hand. “Okay. No worries. We can go snorkeling today instead,” she
replied, cheerful as always.

His stomach sank at having doubted her for a
second. He groaned, leaned back in his chair and pressed a hand to
his forehead. “I don’t…I didn’t mean any of that,” he said, shaking
his head.

“Huh?” Briana asked.

Benjamin realized that the only person playing
mind games was Benjamin. With himself. “Just never mind for now.
I’ll explain later. Do what you want. I mean…if you want to I’m
totally game.”

She shot him a funny look and tipped her head to
one side. “Is everything okay?” she asked.

“Everything’s fine. Totally fine. I…”

Agatha poked her head through the front door.
“Larry says it’s getting too hot out here. Won’t you join us
inside?”

Briana looked at Benjamin, waiting for him to
answer.

“That’s fine. Absolutely. It is a little
toasty,” he replied.

Agatha ducked back into the house but left the
door open.

He stood, took Bri’s hand and helped her out of
her chair. Leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Just forget all that
please?” he said. “I’m being a little crazy.”

She furrowed her brow, chuckled, then shrugged
again. “Okay. Whatever you say.” They stepped into the cool
air-conditioned cabin.

Larry was sprawled on the large couch in the
center of the room, drink in hand. He waved them over to the love
seat across the coffee table. There were two large mojitos
in front of their seats. Agatha walked in from the bedroom carrying
a small container of pills and handed them to Larry.

Larry popped the cap, shook one out and
swallowed it. He grabbed the remote to the TV and turned it on.
“You must see pictures of our last vacation here. You’re going to
love them,” he said.

Agatha took a seat next to him.

The slideshow came on the TV. The pictures were
mostly of Agatha on the beach. Dressed in a one-piece bathing suit
and looking not at all bad for her age. In a good number of them
she had a black man on her arm. In a few she had one on either side
of her.

Benjamin recognized Malik in one of them and
quickly understood the purpose for the impromptu showing. They
already knew about him and Briana. This was to make clear to Briana
that they knew. And perhaps to suggest that might take the evening
in a more interesting direction. When he looked over at Larry he
saw that a large erection had sprouted between his legs. He glanced
at the container of pills and put the two together.

As the slideshow finished Larry leaned back in
his seat with his arm on the back of the couch. he looked over at
them and grinned. Agatha’s hands were neatly folded in her lap and
she was smiling at them too.

“Ag just loves it here. Don’t you Ag?” Larry
said, glancing at Agatha.

“I love it,” she remarked nonchalantly, looking
off through the window.

“The scenery. The sea. The food,” Larry went on.
“And there are other perks aren’t there Ag?” he added.

“Many other perks,” Agatha said quietly, staring
at Briana.

Benjamin felt Briana bristle next to him. He
looked over and saw her smile looked kind of funny. The way she
shifted in her seat made him think something was off. “You know,
and I’m so sorry about this, I’m actually feeling a little
queasy.”

“Really?” Larry asked.

Agatha cast her ice queen gaze at him.

“Oh no honey are you okay?” Briana asked.

Hearing her call him honey cemented his
certainty. She almost never called him that. “Yeah. I think…I think
I might have to go and have a lie down,” he said, rubbing his
forehead.

“Oh well you can always just…” Larry began.

“I think that’s probably for the best,” Briana
said, pressing a hand to his forehead. “You probably got too much
sun. Did you put on sunscreen?” She got up, took his hand and
pulled him off the love seat. They were by the door in a flash,
before Larry could even get up off the couch. “We’ll catch up with
you some other time?” Briana called out. “Maybe in a few days?”

“Of course,” Agatha shot back, her voice terse
with irritation.

Briana pulled him through the door and he pulled
it shut as soon as they were on the porch. She flashed a weird
smile, dragged him around the side of the house and leaned against
the wall.

“You okay? You alright?” he asked.

She started laughing, shook her head and pressed
two fingers to her temple. “Thank-you,” she said. “I just got a
really creepy vibe in there. Like what was with the pictures?” She
let out another laugh.

“I think they were trying to be subtle?” he
offered.

“Yeah, right,” she said, rolling her eyes.
“You’d think a couple of swingers would be a little better at
seduction than that. And that boner? You know that was because of
the pill he popped.”

“Yeah I figured that,” Benjamin replied.

Briana looked at him and smiled. “Hey what
happened on the porch that got you all freaked out?” she asked.

“Oh god,” he replied with a groan. “She just
started saying all this crap about how you only married me because
you knew I’d let you fuck other guys. Really got under my skin for
a few minutes. Sorry about the freak out.”

She shook her head. “What a bitch,” Bri
muttered. “And it wasn’t a freak out. And you know that’s not true,
right? I told you we can stop this any time. I meant that,” she
said, looking him right in the eye.

“I know you did,” he said, nodding. “She just…I
don’t know what that was supposed to be. Some kind of weird power
play or something.”

The heard shouting coming from the cabin and
both of them turned to look at the window. “What the fuck?” Briana
muttered. Pulling him by the hand she crept towards the window and
peeked inside. Larry’s voice was muffled but he was shouting loudly
enough they could just make out what he was saying.

“…fucking chased them away! What the hell did
you say to him out there? Fucking Ag the Hag. What am I supposed to
do with this now?” he barked, pointing at his erection with both
hands.

Agatha shook her head. She yanked Larry’s pants
down and his surprisingly large cock sprang out. He closed his eyes
and sighed as Agatha grabbed it and started jerking.

Briana giggled.

Benjamin saw her eyes linger on the cock,
though. A jolt of arousal traveled through him at her curious
expression. “Sad you missed out?” he asked, not sure what answer he
wanted to hear.

She shrugged, turned away from the window and to
him. “Maybe some other time,” she said, planting a kiss on his
cheek. “Come on. Let’s go get some more sun.”

Chapter
Six

They went for a swim together and by the time
they got back to the cabin it was almost four in the afternoon. Bri
took a shower and Benjamin turned on the TV and zoned out to a
tennis match. Twenty minutes later she emerged from the bedroom
drying her hair with a towel. Plopped herself down on the couch and
cuddled up to him.

He looked at her and smiled.

“You sure you’re alright?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” he replied. “Sorry again about
getting weird. Guess I’m still learning the ropes of this whole
thing.”

“You’re doing great,” she said, patting the back
of his hand. “We can take a break if you want.”

He shrugged and shook his head. “Sometimes I
think that would be a good idea. Then I see you with another guy
and it just…it takes over, you know? I can’t help myself. It’s just
so hot watching you take another man. It’s kind of hard to say it
out loud but it’s the truth.”

She arched her brow. “Oh Benji,” she said
quietly. “That’s so sweet.” She cuddled closer and her hand dropped
to his crotch. She palmed his cock then squeezed it.

He turned to see her staring at his groin and
arousal welled through him again. He started chuckling.

“What’s so funny?” she asked, a funny smile on
her mouth.

“I don’t know,” he replied. “Aren’t we supposed
to be, like, talking about our hopes and dreams for the future or
something? Not just fucking all the time? Like is this normal?”

She laughed with him and shook her head. “This
is definitely not normal,” she replied. “I’m definitely not
normal,” she added. “Sorry about that.”

He put a finger on her chin and turned her head.
“Don’t be sorry. I love you. I love the way you are. Freaks me out
a little sometimes. But I wouldn’t change a single thing about
you.”

She smiled, pulled her hand off his cock and
patted his thigh. “Why don’t we see if we can get an early dinner?”
she said. “Pretend we’re a normal couple for a while?”

He liked the sound of that. “That sounds
perfect,” he replied.

They hauled themselves off the couch and into
the bedroom. Briana put a dress on and he put on a pair of tan
shorts and a white golf shirt. They walked to the main building and
were greeted at the dining room by Dalian.

“Did you enjoy the sunshine today?” Dalian
asked.

“It’s gorgeous here. Loved every minute of it,”
Briana replied with a smile.

Dalian nodded. “And the staff? Did they…meet all
of your expectations?”

She smiled wider at the question. “Above and
beyond,” she said.

Benjamin was surprised when the wave of
embarrassment he was expecting failed to materialize. Instead he
felt a strange pride when he looked at Briana. So hot and confident
and not at all ashamed of her insatiable needs.

Dalian nodded again. “I have the evening off
tonight,” he said glancing at Benjamin before turning to look at
Briana again.

When Briana turned to look at him he felt the
warmth oozing down the back of his neck again. Dalian was fit and
quite handsome. He began to imagine what it would be like to see
his strong, black body between her legs as she writhed on the bed
beneath him and it sent his heart soaring and blood surging into
his cock. “Would you like to join us for a drink after dinner?” he
asked quietly.

Briana stood up a little straighter and squeezed
his hand, excitement sparkling in her eyes.

“I finish my shift at eight. I could stop by
your cabin afterwards,” Dalian suggested.

Benjamin looked at Briana and felt the heat
sparking between them. After seeing her with so many guys it would
be kind of romantic watching her take just a single lover. “That
would be great,” he said, his eyes still on his wife. He loved that
she’d left it up to him to decide. Let him take the lead, feel like
he was in charge. It reassured him after the bizarre interaction
with Agatha earlier in the day.

They ate mostly in silence. Exchanging smiles
and glances that got his blood pumping hard with excitement about
her coming tryst with Dalian. After dinner they walked to the west
side of the island and watched the sunset and then the moon come
up. Holding hands they walked back to the cottage.

When they stepped inside Briana turned to him
and kissed him gently on the lips. “I’m really looking forward to
this,” she said. “I wanted Dalian as soon as I saw him.”

That seemed to crush his heart and make it soar
all at once. He leaned in and kissed her back.

“Help me get ready?” she asked.

He nodded and she took his hand and led him into
the bedroom. His nerves started to buzz as he helped her take her
dress off, then her bra.

She pulled her underwear down and stepped out of
them before turning to face him.

His eyes moved down her body and he raised his
hands and cupped her breasts. He leaned in and kissed the soft skin
on her neck then laid a trail of kisses down her shoulder.

Putting her hands around his back she pulled him
towards the bed and sat down on it. Gripped the front of his shirt
and pulled him down. When he lowered himself to his knees she put a
hand on the back of his head and spread her legs, gently pulling
his face in between her thighs. “Help me get ready,” she whispered
again.

He inhaled deeply, the scent of her pussy
hardening his cock. He pressed his mouth against her pussy lips and
pushed his tongue between them. The hairs on the back of his neck
stood up as she purred with pleasure above him.

She ran her fingers through his hair as he
licked her lips. Pulled him closer and up onto her clit. “Suck it,”
she whispered.

He pulled her clit into his mouth and sucked it,
then spun his tongue around it. He loved the way her hips jutted
out, her pelvis mashing against his nose, her wiry pubic hairs
tickling the insides of his nostrils. His cock was rock hard again
and he couldn’t wait to watch her take Dalian inside her sweet
pussy.

Her body shuddered and she pulled his mouth away
from the sex. “Get up,” she said, gently pulling the collar of his
shirt. She led him over to the arm chair in the corner of the room
and sat him down. Then she walked to her open suitcase and rummaged
inside. She pulled out a sheer, black teddy, stepped into it and
slowly pulled it up onto her body. Tucking her breasts in one at a
time she pulled the straps up over her shoulders and stared at him
with a sultry look.

He could just make out the outline of her
nipples and the triangle of dark hair between her legs through the
fabric. He gasped when she pulled out a pair of black high-heeled
shoes. All of this had been packed a few days before the wedding.
Before he’d known the truth about the woman he was going to marry.
All of this had been packed for him. For his enjoyment. Now
it would be used to seduce Dalian. The thought ground up his
insides and hardened his cock.

She sat on the bed and slipped the shoes onto
her pretty feet. When she stood back up the muscles in her legs
flexed and her ass was plumped out. She turned sideways to him and
ran a hand down her tummy. “You think he’s going to like it?” she
asked.

“You look spectacular,” he whispered.

A knock sounded at the door. Briana strutted
over to where he was seated, bent down and looked him in the eye.
“I don’t want to fuck tonight, Benji. I want to make love to him.
You okay with that?”

His guts clenched and his throat went tight at
the question. His cock stiffened between his legs. He’d seen her
acting like a porn star and that was incredibly hot. But making
love? That took things to a whole new level. That was so…intimate.
“I—I think so,” he stammered.

They heard another knock.

Briana shook her head. “That’s not good enough,
baby. I need you to be sure. I don’t want to do anything that’s
going to freak you out.”

He thought about it for a few moments. Talking
himself into the possibility. Pumping himself up and giving himself
a pep talk in his mind.

“I don’t want to do anything if it’s going to
hurt you, baby,” she whispered.

“I’m sure,” he blurted. He wasn’t certain and he
hated telling the little white lie. But the prospect of not
seeing it now that she’d suggested it seemed worse than anything
that might happen if he did.

She smiled and took him at his word. Pressed a
finger against the tip of his nose before walking over to the front
door. She turned the lights down low, turned the handle on the door
and opened it. She put a hand on her hip and took two steps
back.

Peering around the entrance to the bedroom he
watched Dalian step inside and swing the door shut. He’d changed
out of his resort uniform and was wearing a white t-shirt, brown
chinos and flip-flops. He reached out and ran his dark hand down
Briana’s arm, his eyes wandering down her body. He turned his head,
looked at Benjamin and nodded.

Benjamin nodded back. Despite the change in his
attire Dalian’s demeanor remained the same. Stern and stoic.
Benjamin wondered if he ever smiled. He watched Dalian turn and
cast another long glance at Briana. So long that Briana seemed to
get a little uncomfortable, shifting her weight from one foot to
the other.

“Can I get you a drink?” she finally asked,
waving towards the kitchen counter.

Dalian looked up into her eyes. Instead of
answering he reached up and put his hand on the back of her neck.
Took two steps towards her, tipped his head to the side and pressed
his lips against her mouth.

Benjamin’s insides twisted as he watched her jaw
fall, Dalian’s tongue plunging into her mouth and toying with hers.
His hand slipped down her back and settled on the top of her ass.
He squeezed the firm flesh then slid lower. Grabbing the underside
of her ass cheek he gave it a firm squeeze.

The kiss might have lasted seconds, minutes or
hours. It pressed Benjamin into that aroused trance he’d come to
love so much. When Dalian finally pulled away and looked into
Briana’s stunned eyes Benjamin knew he’d made the right decision.
Watching them stare at each other was almost painful but also
smoking hot.

Without a word Dalian turned and walked towards
the bedroom.

Briana looked a little shocked. She’d
surrendered to all the other guys she’d fucked but never lost her
confidence. Now she seemed knocked slightly off balance by Dalian’s
casual dominance. When she turned and followed him her stride was
tight and nervous. Not the smooth sway she’d walked to answer the
door with.

Dalian casually pulled his shirt off over his
head and threw it onto her open suitcase. He turned to face her and
his eyes roamed her curves again. He looked at Benjamin. “Would you
kindly get us a drink?” he asked.

Now even Benjamin felt under Dalian’s thrall. He
couldn’t quite put his finger on why but he got the distinct
impression not many people said “no” to the man. His dark, steely
gaze demanded obedience. “Of course. What would you like?” he
muttered.

“Water will be fine,” Dalian replied, turning
his attention back to Briana.

Standing, Benjamin put a hand over his crotch to
hide his embarrassing erection. Shuffled into the kitchen and
pulled out two bottles of water from the fridge. As he walked back
into the bedroom Dalian’s lips were pressed against Briana’s in
another deep kiss. He stood there awkwardly for a few moments
before walking over and setting both bottles down on the night
stand. He walked back to the chair and sat down.

Dalian pulled away from the kiss and directed
that dominating stare of his straight at Briana’s eyes. After
thirty seconds or so had passed Briana seemed to become even more
nervous, lowering her eyes to his chest. Dalian reached up and
gently pulled one of the straps off her shoulder and down her arm.
He tugged at the top of the teddy exposing her breast just past her
nipple. He slipped his thumb over it and rubbed a few circles. “You
like to have sex in front of your husband?” he asked.

Briana, eyes still on his chest, nodded.

He pulled the strap off of her other shoulder
until her other breast was showing. Did the same to her nipple,
rubbing his thumb in slow circles around it until it was plump and
stiff. “What does he think of this?” he asked.

Briana turned her head and locked eyes with
Benjamin. She looked nervous, almost scared. “He likes it,” she
whispered.

Her answer sent lust and heat surging through
Benjamin. He hunched his shoulders and resisted the urge to touch
himself, though his cock was straining in anticipation of watching
Dalian take her.

Dalian raised his hand and pressed his thumb
against her lower lip.

Briana’s eyes fluttered to his. She looked at
him from under her brow and her lips parted. When Dalian slipped
his thumb between them she closed them around it and her cheeks
hollowed.

It was the most submissive gesture Benjamin had
ever seen her make. It sent a finger of worry through him. He
wondered if this time was going to be different? Her reaction to
Dalian was unlike her reaction to any of the other guys she’d
fucked.

Dalian gazed into her eyes again and this time
he didn’t look away. He worked his thumb gently in and out of her
mouth then pulled it out and trailed it across her cheek. It left a
trail of saliva that glistened in the dim light. “Good,” he said.
He pinched the edges of her teddy with both hands and pulled it
lower, until it was just above her belly button.

Letting his hands fall to his belt he tugged it
open. Undid the button and zipper and let his pants fall to the
floor before stepping out of them. His cock formed a generous bulge
at the front of his underwear. He put his hands on Briana’s
shoulders and turned her towards the bed. Eased her down to sit on
it. Pulling open the elastic of his boxers he tucked his other hand
into the underwear. Slowly he drew out his cock.

Briana’s eyes widened as each inch was
revealed.

He pulled the head free and pointed it at
her.

Benjamin’s prick throbbed.

Chapter
Seven

It wasn’t the largest cock Benjamin had ever
seen. Seven, maybe eight inches. But the skin was dark as night,
the head exceptionally thick and it arched slightly upwards. He
shuddered when Briana’s eyes fell to it.

Something changed on her expression. Her eyes
glimmered, filling with a strange curiosity. She’d treated all the
other cocks like dildos. Sucking and riding but always turning to
Benjamin and flashing reassuring smiles, letting him know she was
doing all of this for his pleasure. Now she was fully
immersed in her own experience. Staring at the dark staff with a
look of awe and wonder. She absently raised a hand and drew a small
circle at the tip of the head, around the urethral opening. She
leaned forward looking like her lips were drawn to the organ on
their own. Every move she made seemed unbidden, like her body was
operating from signals coming from her subconscious and not her
self. She looked like she was under a spell.

Dalian put a strong but gentle hand under her
chin. He drew her eyes to his. “Kiss,” he said quietly.

She leaned forward. Puckering her lips she
pressed them against the head. Her eyes closed as she kissed it
gently.

This was a strange but thrilling new sight for
Benjamin. In the few short minutes since he’d arrived Dalian had
taken complete command of the situation. Briana seemed powerless to
resist any of his instructions. Benjamin felt immobilized and
somehow also under the effects of Dalian’s spell.

Dalian didn’t move or speak but Briana opened
her mouth and licked her lips. She pressed her lips against the
prick and slowly let it slip past them. Her eyes closed again and a
soft sigh escaped her. Her lips hollowed again and she moved back
and forth over the glans her tongue occasionally protruding over
her lower lip and flicking side to side.

Dalian watched over her as his erection
hardened. He thumbed her nipple and drew a few more circles around
it then squeezed her breast. When Briana’s eyes opened and
fluttered up to his he cupped her chin again. “Good slut,” he said,
nodding once. He took his hand away.

Briana’s cheeks heated at the compliment. She
leaned forward taking two more inches of him before starting to
sway again.

Benjamin felt his body rocking side to side. In
time with her swaying, her body acting like a sexual metronome and
keeping the scene right on the beat.

Dalian stood and stared. Arms at his sides his
gaze fixed on Briana’s mouth moving over his prick like he was
studying a piece of fine art.

She pulled away and off of him again. Drew in a
deep breath and looked up for more instruction.

“Now deeper still,” he said.

Opening her mouth wide she slid over the shaft,
slowing at the halfway point, the head of it at her throat. A
sticky click escaped her lips as she pressed on. The head of the
cock appeared as a bulge at the top of her neck. She began to sway
again.

Dalian drew in a deep breath and let it out in a
slow sigh. Obviously very contented by her performance but looking
totally unsurprised. Like he’d never encountered a woman who didn’t
know exactly what to do when presented with his prick.

Rocking back and forth and back and forth,
Briana’s hand floated up between his legs and she twisted it,
sending the tips of her fingers in a swirl around the leathery skin
of his testicles. When she looked up at him he gave a small nod
again. Good slut the gesture seemed to say. A few more
minutes of this and Briana again retreated.

Watching the shaft ease out of her mouth,
polished and gleaming with her spit, sent a charge to Benjamin’s
cock and it went absolutely rigid in his lap. Every worry and doubt
he’d entertained had vanished. He couldn’t imagine a more beautiful
sight than seeing Briana with her mouth full of stiff dark flesh,
lovingly servicing it for Dalian.

When the head popped out she put her hands on
the bed behind her and looked up at Dalian. Her upper lip had the
slightest curl to it. A sultry snarl she kept on as she raised her
feet up onto the bed and crawled backwards, crab-like. She kept her
legs spread lewdly apart, hands on the insides of her thighs, the
pose an invitation to Dalian to begin having his way with her.

He got up onto his knees on the bed. Dropped to
all fours and crawled slowly between her legs. Reaching down
between his own he stroked his cock a few times then pointed it at
her sex. He hooked two fingers under the crotch of her lingerie and
pulled it aside revealing her soaked pussy.

Benjamin leaned forward on his chair. Again the
sight of a dark column against her pale skin sent a thrill racing
through him. Why a difference in melanin would trigger the reaction
was a mystery to him he didn’t care to try and unravel. It was as
beautiful as the blowjob she’d given had been and that was enough
for him.

His body tensed when Dalian pressed the thick
head of his prick against Briana’s tight pussy lips. He drew in a
shallow breath and held it as her flesh gave way and Dalian entered
her.

There was something novel in her reaction to
this as well. She didn’t mewl or squirm or perform any of
the usual signals of pleasure she did for other men. The snarl
faded from her lips and they trembled. The tremor ran down through
her body and her hands fell to her sides. Her mouth opened and her
eyes went wide, head rolling to one side like she was undergoing a
spiritual event.

Dalian raised his hand to her chin and tipped it
to the other side until her eyes were on his. “With me,” he
whispered.

“With you,” she said, nodding.

He drew his body up against her torso and his
hips moved with it. His cock glided into her in a smooth and fluid
motion that made her body tense.

She looked at his arms on either sides of her.
Put her hands on them and slid them up the sinewy muscle, eyes
darting from one to the other. Up onto his shoulders and down his
back, her fingers following the line of his trapezius then coming
back up his spine and forward over his hard chest.

She appeared bewildered and that’s how Benjamin
felt. This man they’d just met seemed to have been designed to be
between her legs. His cock nestled perfectly in her slippery
sheath. His dark skin a perfect contrast to her pale flesh.

His hips rolled back drawing his cock half way
out of her then sliding in again. He lowered his mouth to her
breast and sucked her nipple into his lips. His jaw moved gently up
and down as he licked it.

Briana’s feet, still clad in heels, rose up and
rested on his flutes. Her hands drifted over his back again and
when he pulled away from her breast she put one on the back of his
head and drew him into a kiss. Her back arched and fell in time
with his slow thrusts.

Benjamin rubbed the line of sweat that had
formed on the back of his neck. Fell deeper into his trance as he
watched darkness and light undulating on his honeymoon bed. The
engagement ring on Briana’s finger caught the light spilling in
from the other room and glimmered.

It gave him a violent reminder of the reality of
what was happening. The woman he’d just married was on the bed. A
strange black man was between her legs, his cock inside her. And
they weren’t just fucking. They were making love. That
grabbed him by the heart and by the balls and squeezed them
both.

He shook his head and his burning lungs reminded
him to breathe. He leaned in even closer and put a hand over his
open mouth.

Dalian was thrusting faster now. His cock was
slathered in a creamy film of Briana’s clear juices. It slid
effortlessly in and out of her. She was clinging to his body with
her arms and legs. Gazing into the depths of his dark eyes, her own
widening. Her mouth fell open and a passionate moan poured out. She
arched her back, closed her eyes and her head pressed back into the
pillow.

Benjamin saw the entrance of her pussy constrict
around Dalian’s prick. More fluid leaked out through the seal.

Dalian swept into her with a long, deep thrust.
He drove in to the hilt of his cock, his balls mashing against her
ass and pinned her down as she came.

Three quick shudders shook through her. When
they passed Dalian began to sway again. The muscles in his back and
ass flexed as he fucked her faster. As she emerged from her orgasm
he touched her cheek and brought her eyes to his. He ran a thumb
over her lips as the headboard tapped rhythmically against the
wall.

She narrowed her eyes into a sultry gaze and
caressed his neck. Stared back at him with equal intensity, her
gaze imploring. Come for me. Come into me.

Benjamin whirlpooled into the core of his dark
fantasy. Soon he would see Dalian’s cock begin to flex. He would
watch his testicles rise and his body expel a mess of his, no doubt
potent, genetic material into Briana’s waiting, fertile pussy. That
material would remain inside her after he’d left. It would still be
in her when Benjamin took her and in the days to come. And if it
took it would change her body in countless ways, growing it until
it emerged as a new life, theirs changed forever by it.

The thought made him grab his cock and
squeeze.

Dalian let out a soft grunt and sighed. Again he
drove deep into Briana. He held his cock pressed into her, as deep
as it would get, as the root pumped just like Benjamin had imagined
it would. Their eyes were locked in an incredibly intimate gaze as
if the same thoughts were running through their minds as
Benjamin’s. The room throbbed with sexual energy.

With another sigh Dalian resumed his thrusting.
A shiver worked it’s way down his back as he wrung out the last of
his pleasure inside Briana’s wet cavity.

Her fingers fell to his ass and the tips
feathered against the dark flesh.

Dalian’s hips slowed. Pressing deep into her
again he rested the weight of his torso on her and took her mouth
in another kiss. Their jaws moved in time, languid now that their
reproductive drive had been expended. Their lips parted with a soft
smack. He hoisted himself up on his arms and drew out of her. His
flagging cock wiped along the bed leaving a dark smear of their
shared juices. He crawled backwards off the bed and stood.

Briana lay with her arms and legs splayed.
Looking off to one side, her eyes seemed focused on some far off
spot. Beyond the wall and over the ocean somewhere. Her face and
chest still held the pinkish hue of excitement.

To Benjamin, she looked saintly.

Dalian stayed at the foot of the bed for some
time. One arm loose at his side, the other stroking his chin one
knee bent in a Davidian pose. A dark angel that had just delivered
a holy sacrament. The silence in the room was deafening. Finally he
bent and plucked his clothes from the floor. Dressed with a
surprising grace before walking to the suitcase, picking up his
shirt and pulling it on over his head. He paused at the door and
turned to look at Benjamin. “A good evening to you,” he said.

Benjamin, feeling like he’d just had a religious
experience himself, found himself at a loss for words. He watched
Dalian nod, then slip into the living room before disappearing
through the door and into the dark night. The sound of the latch on
the door clicking shut brought him to his senses.

He stood up slowly, eyes moving to Briana who
was still somewhere else. He circled the bed, a visceral fear
gripping him. She did, in fact, look changed. She was not the
hungry slut she’d been after all her other sexual encounters. He
didn’t know what that meant but it scared him.

But his desire had not been spent. It was still
pent up inside him, raging for release. His cock throbbing between
his legs and the sight of Briana’s perfectly used pussy promising
relief. He she his shirt and his shorts and underwear and staggered
forward. “Briana? Bri?” he whispered.

To his great relief, she stirred. Blinked her
eyes a few times and turned her head to look at him. “Benji,” she
whispered back, sounding like she’d forgotten he was there.

He crawled between her open legs, unashamed
about leering at the still gaping gash of flesh between them. Cum
was dribbling out of her and her lips were wet with arousal fluid.
He crawled further up her body until he could feel the heat of her
pussy on his prick. Gazed into her eyes and wondered if she was the
same woman she’d been that afternoon?

“Benji,” she said, a soft smile forming on her
lips.

It warmed him and chased most of his worry away.
He pressed a hand against her warm cheek. “Are you okay?” he
whispered.

She managed a small nod. Put a hand around his
neck. “Just so full,” she said. “There’s so much of him in me.”

He groaned and pressed his body against hers.
There’s so much of him in me. It was beautiful
because it was so perverted. So wrong. So contrary to his
own deep need to breed her. A heat shot through him.

“Put it in me,” she whispered.

His hips jerked forward at her words. Driving
his prick into her sloshing hole. He was instantly on the edge of
release but didn’t want to let the moment slip through his fingers.
He needed to spend more time inside her. Feeling the evidence of
what he’d just seen oozing out around his prick.

She ran her hands down his back the same way
she’d done with Dalian. “Fuck me?” she begged quietly.

“Oh Bri. Oh god…oh god I want to. I’m so close
though. I just…I just need a few seconds to…”

“Shh,” she whispered, her breath warm against
his cheek. “Just stay there then. Right there. You feel good right
there,” she cooed.

He hoisted himself up onto his elbows and stared
into her eyes. “What was that? What happened?” he asked. He didn’t
care about sounding needy. He had to know she was still his.

She blushed and smiled again. Shook her head on
the pillow. “I don’t know,” she said. “I’ve never done it like that
before. I mean…with you…I don’t mean…”

“It’s okay,” he reassured her. “It’s okay. I saw
that it was special. It was something special wasn’t it?”

She gave a shy nod.

Her admission elicited another groan. The way
Dalian and Briana had looked at each other, the way they’d made
love, he’d known it was something extraordinary. Hearing her say it
sent shivers down his spine.

She pressed her hand between them. Fingers
against her clit, rolling in gentle circles as she pleasured
herself, her other hand on his neck.

He tried a slow thrust in and out of her and it
made his body seize. He winced and hung on not wanting the moment
to end.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Just stay there. I like
feeling you in me.”

Each twist of her fingers pressed the tips
against the root of his prick. He closed his eyes and held out,
thinking of all the unsexy things he could come up with. He felt
her pussy squeeze and dared to open his eyes to look at her
again.

Her lips were parted and the wild pre-orgasmic
look was back in her eyes. “Come with me?” she whispered.

His body burst out in a rut. Hips cocking back
then flexing, driving his prick deep, deep, deep into her channel.
He saw her lip tremble then felt her thighs shake against his legs.
He succumbed as she let out a low moan in pleasure.

In his mind’s eye he envisioned his seed
hurtling through his shaft. Erupting inside her with enough force
to penetrate the thick blob of ejaculate Dalian had spent into her.
Millions of sperm plunging smoothly into the creamy pool then
bursting into frenetic undulations like Olympic swimmers. As his
body constricted and released, dopamine flooding his brain with
pleasure, he imagined a few of them breaking through the morass and
burrowing through to her Fallopian tubes, sniffing out their target
and inseminating.

He crashed through wave after wave of that
visual, his body racked with pleasure. Somewhere in the periphery
of his senses he felt her warm hands pressing on his ass. Imploring
him to drive deeper. Cheering him on to win the race.

He drifted out of his sexual flow and back into
his rational self. Opened his eyes to see Briana’s warm smile and
the cheerful look back in her eyes. A wave of relief swept through
him at seeing her looking like herself again. He leaned forward and
kissed her. Pulling out he rolled onto his side, putting his head
next to hers on the pillow.

She ran her fingers through his hair. “Nice
work, champ,” she whispered.

He smirked. “Not exactly but thanks
anyways.”

She shrugged. “Hey, you made it. I really wanted
to come with you inside me. That was really special,” she said.

Hearing her call it special brought the gremlins
out cackling from the corners of his mind. Don’t ask. Don’t
spoil the moment. Trust me, she would say. But how? How could
she not be the slightest bit worried? With everything she had in
her?

It took enormous effort but he beat the little
bastards back. Allowed himself to believe she had a foolproof plan
to not get pregnant. Gave himself permission to trust her, to have
faith. He wondered if that was what true true love felt
like?

“You’re not going dark on me in there are you?”
she asked, tapping a finger gently against his forehead and
smiling.

He smiled back. “Not anymore,” he whispered.

She chuckled and leaned in to kiss him. “I’m
proud of you,” she said. “Very impressive.”

He saw her eyelids start to get heavy and pulled
the sheets over both of them. “So that was really something, huh?”
he asked.

She bit down on her lip. “It was…pretty
intense,” she said.

“You’re not…you’re not gonna’, like…”

She rolled onto her other side and wiggled
closer until her chest was against his back. Turned her head and
looked over her shoulder at him. “I’m yours, Benji.” She rested her
head back against the pillow. “I always will be.”

Chapter
Eight

He woke up with the sunrise to find Briana still
sleeping soundly. He watched her for a while, curled up on her
side, her shoulders rising and falling with each breath. He slipped
out of bed and into the bathroom. Used the toilet and brushed his
teeth before padding across to the living room and quietly shutting
the door between them.

Not wanting to wake her with the smell of coffee
or dishes clattering, he slipped his flip-flops on and headed out
through the front door to watch the sun rise.

A few fluffy clouds dotted the purplish-orange
sky. The sea was calm. He walked slowly to the east side of the
island and the small beach there past Larry and Agatha’s cottage.
He sat down on the sand and crossed his legs, steepling his fingers
and pressing them against his lips.

His mind wandered back to the previous evening.
Remembering Briana’s transformation to Dalian’s intense fucking
filled him with angst. Recalling her words right before they’d
fallen asleep helped, but just barely. Something was still
bothering him about their interaction. A menace he couldn’t quite
put his finger on. Dalian had been perfectly polite. Gentlemanly,
even. But the spell he’d cast over her, and Benjamin too, seemed
ominous.

Or had it all been his imagination?

“Hey Ben.”

He turned to see Larry towering over him.
Sunglasses perched on the peak of his ball cap and holding a
steaming mug of coffee. “Hey, Larry,” he said, giving him a
friendly smile.

“Gorgeous out here this time of day isn’t it? We
got a great view from our window but Ag’s still sleeping,” he said,
jerking his thumb towards their cabin. “Hey you mind if I join you
for a bit?”

“Uh…no. Not at all,” Benjamin replied.

Larry folded down into a cross-legged sit with
surprising dexterity for a man his age. He looked at Benjamin and
grinned. “Yoga, kid. I swear by it. Three years ago I was a wreck
after a small car accident. My physio convinced me and I’ve never
looked back. I couldn’t cross my legs when I was eighteen
ferchrissakes!” He took a sip of his coffee, pulled his shades down
onto the bridge of his nose and stared across the water at the
sunrise for a few moments. “Hey I wanted to say sorry about
yesterday,” he said, giving Benjamin a nudge with his shoulder.

“Sorry?” Benjamin asked.

“Oh about how it all went down. How we scared
you guys off and whatnot. Ag and I got kind of excited when we ran
into you on the beach. It’s not easy to find young people that are
into the lifestyle, you know? And then that whole awkward thing
with the pictures. Sheesh,” he hung his head low and gave it a
shake. “And Ag. I’m sorry but she can be a real bitch sometimes
when she gets hotted up. It’s kind of our thing. She likes being
dominating. I like being dominated. She got ahead of herself. I
hope Briana’s not too upset?”

Benjamin shook his head. “Briana’s fine,” he
said wistfully, the memory of what had happened with Dalian still
fresh in his mind. “And no apology necessary, really. We’re still
kind of…figuring things out, I guess.”

Larry looked at him and nodded. “Hey I get it. A
creepy old white guy and his wife showing you vacation pictures
doesn’t exactly do the same thing as a couple of strong black
dicks. Amirite?”

Benjamin chortled at his description.

“You get it,” Larry said, grinning. “That’s
mostly why we’re down here. Ag’s a little addickted, if you
know what I mean.”

“Ha…ah ha ha. Yeah. I get it,” Benjamin replied,
giving him the pistol fingers and a wink. Larry’s goofy sense of a
humor was a surprisingly welcome change to the the intense day he’d
just had with Bri.

“Hey so on that note,” Larry went on. “I wasn’t
spying or anything. We were just out for an evening stroll and we
saw…was that Dalian you had over last night?” he asked.

Benjamin tensed. He wondered if by now the whole
island knew about Briana’s promiscuity and his weird kink.
“Uh…yeah. It was,” he said.

Larry’s shoulders sank a little. “Look I’m not
really sure how to say this. It’s your business and I shouldn’t be
poking my nose in it. But mano-a-mano I’d be kind of a jerk not to
tell you.”

“Tell me what?” Benjamin asked.

Larry let out a sigh. “You guys are young so
maybe it won’t be the same. But I nearly lost Ag to that guy a few
years back.”

Benjamin’s stomach sank. “What?” he whispered.
This was the last thing he needed to hear, given he’d already been
feeling a little queasy about Dalian.

Larry shook his head. “I don’t know. Guys got a
magic wand for a dick or something. Drove Ag crazy. She wouldn’t
stop talking about it. Wouldn’t stop fucking it. When I tried to
put the brakes on it she started going behind my back. Fucking him
when I wasn’t there. Crazy shit. She’s not like that. She doesn’t
get emotionally involved. Not usually. I don’t even know if that’s
what it was. She lost her fucking marbles about that dick.”

Benjamin went quiet for a minute, processing
what Larry had just told him. “How did you…what did you do? To get
her back?” he asked.

Larry shrugged. “Got down on my knees and
begged. Told her it was him or me.” He paused at the memory. “You
know the worst part? She had to think about it.”

Benjamin winced without thinking. “Geez. I’m
sorry that happened to you,” he said quietly. “Why in the heck do
you still come back here?”

Larry smirked. “That’s the real kicker. He’s a
nice guy. When he found out what had happened he wouldn’t stop
apologizing. Gave us more or less a lifetime discount. I don’t know
how he cooks the books but it’s a damn good deal for us. And Ag
digs the local guys. She won’t touch D again, though. I won’t let
her.”

Benjamin let a silence pass. “So you’re telling
me this because you think that maybe…” He couldn’t bring himself to
say the same thing might happen to me? Just thinking it made
his guts twist.

“I’m telling you because I got caught up in it
too. I was almost equally to blame. She looked so hot with him.
Like she was having so much fun. And the sex afterwards? Sheesh.
Through the freaking roof! I should have seen the warning signs
earlier.”

Benjamin sat very still, staring at the
sand.

Larry clapped a hand on Benjamin’s shoulder.
“Hey you guys are young. You got your whole life ahead of you.
Seems like she’s in love with you, too. Maybe it won’t be a
problem. I’m just saying watch out for the signs. If it starts to
seem like it’s becoming more about her getting with him than about
you guys having fun together, you might have a problem. Keep your
eyes open. That’s what I’m saying.”

Benjamin turned and looked out over the water,
contemplating what Larry had just shared. It was kind of touching
getting sage advice from a seasoned veteran of depravity. It made
him smile. He turned to Larry. “I really appreciate you being so
open about all this stuff,” he said.

“No problem kid,” Larry said, patting him on the
back. “If I’d been your age when we started I would have wanted
someone in my corner showing me the ropes. Speaking of which how
did you guys get started? You’re pretty young. This is
usually something people do later in life to spice things up. If
you don’t mind me asking.”

Benjamin smirked, shook his head and looked down
between his legs at the sand. “You’re not going to believe this,”
he said. “It just sort of…happened a few days ago.” He turned and
looked at Larry again.

Larry’s eyes were wide, presumably in
disbelief.

“Our friends set up a bachelor/bachelorette
party neither of us had wanted. They hired a couple of strippers
and things kind of…spiraled out of control.”

“Wow,” Larry whispered. “That’s wild.”

Benjamin nodded in agreement.

“Don’t tell me you…did you get to see her, like,
do the nasty in her wedding dress?”

Benjamin nodded again, his insides warming at
the sexy memory.

“Oh man I’m so jealous!” Larry said, smacking a
hand down on his thigh. “So you’re still in the honeymoon stage of
this whole thing. While being on your honeymoon?!?”

Benjamin laughed. “Yeah. I guess you could say
that,” he replied.

“Oh my god I think my dick would pop off. That’s
so hot!”

The sun was up over the horizon, the air warming
around them. Behind them a sleepy voice called out Larry’s name.
The both turned to see Agatha on the porch steps, squinting against
the sunlight.

“Well there’s my cue,” Larry said, rising as
gracefully as he’d sat down. “Ag the hag needs her morning cup of
Joe and a walk. Good talking to you, man.”

Benjamin looked up and smiled. “Hey thanks. I
really appreciated all that.”

Larry shrugged. “Husbands gotta’ stick together.
You’ll find that out soon enough. Have a good day, pal.” He gave
Benjamin another friendly pat on the back before walking off
towards the house.

Chapter
Nine

When he got back to the house Briana was sitting
out on the balcony on a deck chair. Feet tucked under her legs and
a big mug of steaming coffee in her hands.

He stood just inside the front door for a while.
Looking out at her as she sipped her morning drink. He felt a
certain lightness despite Larry’s ominous warning. At least now he
knew what to watch out for. It gave him a sense of control.

Briana got up and turned around to come into the
house. When she saw him, she smiled. She opened the sliding door
and stepped inside. “What are you doing silly? I didn’t realize you
were home.”

He smiled and walked towards her. Put a hand on
her arm and gave it a rub. “I was just watching you,” he said
quietly.

“You should have come out and joined me,” she
replied. “Where’d you go?”

“Out to the beach to watch the sunrise,” he
said. “You were sleeping so soundly I didn’t want to wake you.”

She arched her brow and cooed. “Aww, that’s
sweet,” she said. She put an arm around his back and pressed her
cheek against his chest. “Dalian stopped by,” she whispered.

A pleasant tightness formed in his groin. He
remembered Larry’s warning again. But wondering about the nature of
Dalian’s visit didn’t stress him out. Briana was being honest. She
wasn’t trying to hide the fact. That had to be a good sign? It was
kind of hot thinking that she’d indulged in a quickie while he’d
been chatting with Larry on the beach. He looked down at Briana.
“For an encore?” he teased.

“No, silly,” she chided. “I wouldn’t do that.
Not without you here.”

Her words reassured him even more. But the idea
of Briana truly embracing her slutty side, fucking whoever she
wanted even without his permission, had lodged itself into his
mind. And when he really thought about it Larry’s warning had had
an unintended side-effect. His curiosity was piqued now. What would
it be like coming back to find Briana lost in a world of carnal
pleasure with another man? Not performing for him but doing it
simply for her own enjoyment?

The thought wrapped itself around him and
wouldn’t let go. It tickled a darker side of him than he’d ever
known. “You’re sweet to say that,” he said quietly. “But I don’t
think I’d mind, you know?” The look she gave him, equal parts
shocked and terrified, caused heat to ignite inside him.

“You don’t really mean that,” she whispered, her
eyes filled with disbelief.

That question, and her expression, led him down
an even darker path. Just how low would Briana go if he let her?
What did she look so scared of? The sensible thing to do would be
to share Larry’s warning with Briana. That way they could both be
on guard for any signs of trouble. But having it in his back pocket
made him feel…powerful. Not like he had the upper hand or anything.
This wasn’t a competition. More like he was in charge. Like he was
the one that could keep Briana safe from herself. “Does that really
surprise you?” he asked her.

She looked off to one side, her eyes glazing
over a little as she got lost in her thoughts.

What was she contemplating? Was she worried what
that sort of freedom would inspire? It was tantalizing to think she
might be worried about losing all control. What would that
look like? “I told you I wanted to see the real you. The real
Briana. What would she do if I turned her loose on the island?” he
said quietly.

Her brow furrowed. “Oh Benji I don’t know…” she
muttered.

Her apprehension only made him more excited. “Of
course you don’t have to,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m just
saying. If you did I wouldn’t mind.” Saying it with such certainly
got his nerves tingling. He’d already seen her be incredibly nasty.
Now he wanted to know the reason behind it. “So what did Dalian
want?” he asked, changing the subject so she had time to sort out
what he’d said.

“Huh? Oh. Yeah. He wanted to know if we still
wanted to go snorkeling. And if I’d like a tennis lesson.”

Benjamin smiled. Surely both questions had just
been an excuse by Dalian to see Briana again? “And what did you
say?” he asked.

“I told him I’d have to check with you,” she
replied.

He let out a soft laugh. “You’re allowed to go
snorkeling and take tennis lessons without my permission you
know?”

She scowled. “I know. But it’s our
honeymoon. We should be doing this stuff together. The two of
us.”

“You’re right,” he replied. “I’m sorry. I was
only teasing.” Now the desire to see her true colors had become
insatiable. Staring into her pretty eyes all he wanted was to put
Briana in a situation where she didn’t know she was being watched
with Dalian or some other guy. Somewhere he could sneak a peek of
this private Briana even Briana seemed worried about. “All of that
stuff sounds great. But to be honest I’m feeling pretty worn out
after yesterday. Why don’t you take Dalian up on both offers? Go
for a tennis lesson and then have a snorkel? I kind of just feel
like lazing around here today. Would that be okay?”

Her eyes moved side to side as she pondered that
option. She bit down on her lip then turned and walked her mug to
the sink and set it down. “I guess that would be alright,” she
finally replied.

“Awesome,” he said, adding an extra cheerful
note to his tone. If you change your mind I’ll just be puttering
around here. You can come get me and I’ll join you if you want. But
I’m sure Dalian will show you a good time. How does that
sound?”

She folded her arms across her chest and
strolled towards the bedroom. “Yeah,” she said. “I guess that
sounds fine.” She spun around and scowled at him. “You’re not
getting bored of me already are you?” she asked.

He could tell she was joking. But there seemed
to be a hint of insecurity underneath the question. Putting on a
warm smile he walked to where she was standing. Put his arms around
her and kissed her forehead. “I love you,” he said quietly. “We’ve
got our whole life ahead of us. I just feel like being lazy that’s
all. If you really want me to I’ll join you.”

The tension left her shoulders at his
explanation and her smile returned. “No. I’ll be okay. Sorry I’m
just…I think I’m still sleepy or something. I love you too.” She
kissed his cheek and disappeared into the bedroom.

He walked to the counter and poured out a mug of
coffee for himself. The deck outside looked breezy and inviting. He
grabbed his sunglasses and put them on, took his cup and his phone
and stepped through the door. Settled into a deck chair to have his
coffee and scroll through the news.

A few minutes later the door slid open behind
him. He turned and his eyes popped open wider.

Briana had a towel slung over her shoulder. She
was wearing what could only be called a micro-bikini. Basically
just one long loop of fabric hung around her neck that
criss-crossed above her breasts. Two diamond-shaped patches covered
only her nipples and disappeared behind her ribs. They reappeared
just above her hips and plunged down into a larger triangle that
hid her snatch.

He cloaked his shock behind a smile. “You all
set?” he asked.

She reached up and slid the sunglasses perched
above her forehead onto her nose. “All ready to go,” she said.

His smile widened. “Have a great time!” he
said.

“Thanks,” she replied. She turned slowly and
slid the door shut behind her. Walking through the living room her
nearly bare ass seemed to swing side to side a little wider than
usual.

He couldn’t be sure if she was doing it on
purpose or absent-mindedly or what? That, and the fact she’d bought
that swimsuit well before he knew anything about bad Briana,
got his blood bubbling good and hot. Why would a newly married
woman wear something so revealing on her honeymoon?

Thinking about her waltzing through the island
compound in the swimsuit, every guy ogling her tits and her ass,
raised his cock into an erection in under a minute. He sat back in
his chair, intent on letting the day play out, and tried to scroll
through news. His mind wouldn’t stop wandering back to Briana. How
was she going to get a tennis lesson in that thing? Or had she
already decided that, given his renewed permission, tennis was off
the table? Would she just drop to her knees and suck whatever cock
happened to appear in front of her?

The thought gave him a good wallop to the gut.
He tormented himself with similar questions until the answer
materialized in front of him.

Briana, towel still over her shoulder, was
walking towards the beach. Dalian at her side with masks and
snorkels and flippers. Carlos, Malik and Agwe trundling along
behind them carrying folding chairs, a cooler and a duffel bag.
Completely unnecessary accessories for snorkeling and obviously
just there for the eye candy.

Benjamin settled into his chair and found
himself quite amused by the scene unfolding in front of him. He
sipped his coffee and watched the entourage erect the chairs,
spread out a blanket and an umbrella. Put the cooler under it, the
whole time shuffling around as much as possible to get the best
possible view of Briana’s ass and tits as Dalian helped her slip
her feet into the flippers.

When they’d set all of the equipment up, Carlos,
Malik and Agwe milled about until Dalian scowled, then waved them
back to the main building.

As they walked past the house a curious pride
filled Benjamin. All of these men craved what he had. All of them
wanted sexual access to his wife and he was the gatekeeper. The key
to the parts of her they wanted hung around his neck. It was a
strange thing to be proud of but he was. In a way it made him even
more confident. He’d married the queen bee. Now he got to dictate
who got the honey.

As the men passed and disappeared around the
corner of the cabin he turned his attention back to Briana and
Dalian.

Dalian had shed his white polo-shirt and his
dark skin glistened in the late morning sun. He and Briana were
knee-deep in the water and wading out further from shore. Masks on
their heads, snorkels poking up over their ears, moving slowly in
the flippers on their feet.

A bolt of excitement shot through Benjamin when
Dalian reached out and put a hand on the small of her back. It was
nothing compared to what he’d seen them do the night before. But
the intimate gesture seemed to reveal he had feelings churning
inside him for Briana.

Which led Benjamin toward a deeper, more
abstract line of inquiry. Extra-marital promiscuity was considered
taboo in most societies. He could vaguely piece together why.
Preventing jealous rivalry, strengthening social cohesion,
underlining the importance of family probably all had something to
do with it.

But once someone stepped outside of those norms,
once a spouse permitted their partner to “cheat” it was no longer
cheating. Did the line of infidelity then move? Or did it disappear
entirely? Now that he’d allowed, encouraged even, Briana to fulfill
her urges did he get to say how far was too far? She’d reassured
him she would stop whenever asked. The interesting question was
what was his line in the sand?

A hand on the small of her back? A kiss that
lingered too long? A particular sort of look exchanged with her
lover?

He moved the question to the back of his mind
when Dalian and Briana dove into the water. The sight of her ass
bobbing up and down among the rolling waves was far more
interesting. He spent the next forty minutes or so watching them.
Wallowing in the knowledge that his new bride was swimming with one
of her many recent lovers. Her husband looking on from shore
knowing she would certainly take another man between her legs
before the honeymoon was over. The twisted tangle of emotions those
thoughts brought were deliciously titillating.

When Dalian and Briana finally emerged from the
water, laughing and leaning against each other, it sent another
perverse thrill racing through him. She seemed utterly lost in her
happy moment with Dalian. He was determined to trust everything
she’d said. That he had her heart and always would. Why did it
excite him so much to imagine her breaking that promise? How could
someone get turned on by that sort of pain?

He stood up and slipped back into the house
before they made it onto the sand. Stood to one side of the giant
window and peered out hoping they wouldn’t see him. Playing the
hidden voyeur proved to be even more exciting than watching out in
the open. There was something even dirtier about it. Maybe it was
the fact that he could pretend she was doing this on her own.
Without him knowing. That she’d snuck off on a small vacation, met
her lover and, without a care in the world for how her husband
might feel, was enjoying the pleasure of his company and the
pressure of his cock between her legs.

It turned him on so much he had to tuck a hand
into his shorts and massage his prick. He watched them doff their
snorkeling gear and leave it on the blanket on the beach. They
walked towards the house together and when they were close, Briana
broke away.

He dove for the couch. Fished his phone out of
his pocket and lay on his back with it up in front of his face
pretending he was reading.

Briana slid the glass door open and stepped in.
She’d wrapped the towel around her chest. She grinned when she saw
him. “Hey Benji,” she said, walking over to the couch. She stood
over him smiling.

“Oh, hey,” he said with a nonchalance he hoped
would give the impression he hadn’t spent the last forty minutes
gawking at her ass and taunting himself with very painful
questions. “How’d you make out?”

“It was really fun,” she said. “You should come
tomorrow. Dalian said he wants to show you. It’s really beautiful
down there.”

He smiled and nodded. “That sounds great. I’m
really enjoying chilling out.”

She nodded back. “Well I think I’m going to go
and do that tennis lesson now. If that’s alright? Dalian said I
have to change, though. The guys can’t keep their eyes on their
work or something.” She looked delighted by that.

He smirked but deep inside he was happy for her.
She really seemed to enjoy being the center of attention. If
flaunting the promise, or even just the possibility, of sex was how
she got it what did he care? “That sounds great, babe. Maybe we can
get a late lunch afterwards?”

“That sounds really nice,” she said before
disappearing into the bedroom. She emerged a few minutes later in a
tight t-shirt, a matching mini-skirt, ankle socks and sneakers.

“Wow. You really came prepared for everything,
huh?”

She shrugged and giggled. “You never know what
might come up, right?” she said.

“For sure. Have a great time! Tell Dalian I said
hi.”

She glanced at him over her shoulder and smiled
before disappearing out the front door.

He was up on his feet a second later. Darting to
the door and peering through the window next to it, watching Dalian
and Briana walking towards the main building.

Chapter
Ten

It was only when they disappeared from view that
he realized there was no way he was going to be able to sit there
and wait for her to return. Keeping a watchful eye on her from the
deck was one thing. Having her out of sight and not knowing what
she was up to proved to be something else entirely.

A nervous dread gripped him and his mind
immediately filled with lewd visions. Briana dropping to her knees
and servicing Dalian the moment they were out of sight. Sucking on
his cock with that needy look in her eye while he towered stoically
over her savoring his pleasure.

He let out a nervous laugh. He should have known
himself better than that. Already his hands and back were sweaty.
Trust, it seemed, was way easier when the other person was right
there with you. He pocketed his phone, grabbed his sunglasses and a
ball cap. Slipped on a pair of sneakers and out the front door. He
jogged to the main building. Instead of going right to the entrance
he circled it until he found the high chain-link fence that
surrounded the tennis courts. It was covered in plastic privacy
slats but as he approached he realized if he pressed one eye right
up to a slit he’d be able to see what was happening on the
inside.

He took up position on the far end, away from
the entrance to the building, and waited.

He heard their voices first. Briana’s girlish
giggle and the low rumble of Dalian’s baritone. A moment later he
saw the gate open across from his hiding spot. Briana walked in
first, followed by Dalian carrying two tennis rackets and a basket
of yellow tennis balls. His heart started to beat a little harder
at the sight of them.

Dalian swung the gate shut with a metallic clack
and set the basket down. He leaned the tennis rackets against the
fence, stood back up and clapped his hands together.

Benjamin’s heart humped into his throat as he
watched Briana move.

She was on Dalian in an instant. Up close and
personal, her eyes staring deeply into his. She twisted one foot in
and bit her lip. “We’re not really here for tennis are we?” she
asked, sounding a little breathless.

Benjamin couldn’t believe it. Seeing his fear
realized so quickly was breathtaking. Her pose oozing sexual
excitement and invitation. That terrifying neediness in her gaze.
Even Dalian seemed a little taken aback.

“Are you no longer interested in a lesson?” he
asked.

“I am,” Briana replied with a coy smile. “But
Benji said that if I wanted…he said I could – no – that I
should…” She paused, tongue-tied, and glanced off to the
side. Then she met eyes with Dalian again. “He said I could do what
I want. That he wouldn’t mind.”

The muscles in Dalian’s jaw hardened. He took a
step back and stared at her for a while. “I don’t want any
problems,” he said quietly, shaking his head.

“You won’t have any problems,” she whispered
back, moving in close to him again and running her fingers along
the bottom of his shirt. “Not with us,” she added. She touched
Dalian’s hand. “Please? I just want to suck it. I’ve been thinking
about your cock since last night.” She sounded desperate. Like an
addict begging for a fix.

Watching her pounce on Dalian like that was
spectacularly enraging for Benjamin. He wasn’t mad at her.
It was just so hard to witness it happen so fast. He’d given her
permission because he’d had an urge to diddle his own dirty
fantasy. Except it turned out the fantasy was real. Briana, when
unleashed, became a total slut.

“Your husband agreed to this?” Dalian asked.

Briana gave a few quick nods. “I promise,” she
whispered.

Dalian glanced over his shoulder through the
privacy slats. “Make it quick then,” he said. He reached into his
shorts and tugged his cock out.

Briana dropped into a crouch. One foot planted
on the ground, knee out. Heel of the other up, balancing on her
toes as she wrapped a fist around Dalian’s prick and took the head
into her mouth.

He sighed.

She moaned as she gobbled more of him into her
mouth. A sound Benjamin had only ever heard her make when coming.
It almost seemed like she was getting more pleasure out of
blowing Dalian than he was receiving from her. She looked up as she
started bobbing. Staring into his eyes to show him by the look in
hers how much she loved his cock.

The air left Benjamin’s lungs. The sun seemed
twice as hot. Briana crouched in front of Dalian, servicing his
big, black dick with her mouth made his ears ring.

How could such a pretty girl be so nasty? He
worried he might never learn the answer. Weren’t women usually the
ones with less sex drive? She’d had a regular upbringing. No daddy
issues he knew about. How could she possibly love sucking cock so
much?

These questions tumbling through his mind were
almost as arousing as watching her. Her lips were tight and wrapped
firmly around Dalian’s cock. Her hand stroked up and down in time
with her mouth, twisting around the shaft to stimulate more nerve
endings. To comply with Dalian’s order that she “make it quick.”
Had she really been thinking about his cock since last night?

He wondered if maybe that was his line? If she’d
been thinking about Dalian’s cock but hadn’t told him did that make
her a cheater? They were supposed to be sharing everything now,
after all. Wasn’t that kind of a big thing he’d want to know
about?

Her head was moving back and forth fast. The
pony tail she’d tied her hair into swinging back and forth and
swishing against her neck as she sucked.

Dalian was staring at her, his eyes moving ever
so slightly from hers to her mouth. Watching the head of his black
prick disappearing past her puckered lips. He grunted and his hand
shot back. Fingers curled into the chain-link fence as the muscles
in his legs flexed. He expelled a sharp breath and jabbed his cock
forward.

Briana let out a low moan. Sucking and
swallowing, still bobbing, stroking with her hand for maximum
pleasure for Dalian. She popped off the crown of his cock with a
dirty slurp and showed him her tongue.

Reaching a hand down he ran his thumb along her
lower lip. Pressed it into her mouth and her lips closed around it.
“Now swallow the rest,” he ordered.

Briana gulped down the rest of his load while
sucking on his thumb.

He pulled the thumb from her mouth, tucked his
cock back into his pants and helped her stand. He gazed into her
eyes like he was searching for something. “When you go back to your
husband you tell him I will come visit you both again tonight,” he
said.

Briana nodded, a smile spreading across her
lips, her eyes sparkling.

“Here,” Dalian said, picking up a racket and
placing it in her hand. “Forehand first,” he said quietly.

Benjamin staggered back from the fence being
careful not to make too much noise. He ducked into a crouch and
rounded the corner, then shuffled off until he was behind the wall
of the main building. Out of view, he leaned against the warm
stucco and took a deep breath.

His heart was pounding and his cock was rock
hard. He’d told her he wouldn’t mind if she had a fling without him
there and that had been a huge lie, he now realized. He very much
minded but not in the way he’d thought. Watching the real Briana so
shamelessly drop to her knees, hungry for cock the moment she was
alone with Dalian had been insanely hot.

He took a few minutes to compose himself then
made his way back to the cabin.

***

The hour he spent sitting on the sofa after
watching Briana blow Dalian on the tennis court felt like the
longest of his life. He spent a good part of it recalling the
memory of her urgently sucking on Dalian’s dick. That took up the
majority of space in his mind.

Dark, intrusive thoughts swam in circles beneath
that vision, like sharks in the water. The questions he had
pondered earlier. About boundaries and taboo and what true love
meant and whether Briana could “cheat” even though she’d been given
permission to step outside the confines of their marriage?

Because what he’d seen her do felt much closer
to cheating than it did to any sort of sexual game. Yes, he’d told
her to be her true self. Yes, he’d expected to come back to their
honeymoon cabin one day and find her locked in some sexy pose with
another man. But the way it had played out in his mind had been far
different than the reality he’d witnessed.

He probed deep and realized that, in some way,
despite the carte blanche he’d given her, he’d expected her to
still be doing the thing for him. He’d envisioned stepping
through the door and being met with a sultry stare. A look in her
eyes that posed the question do you like this baby? What
he’d seen seemed to have been…all about herself.

Briana had thought about Dalian’s cock all night
and not told Benjamin. Briana had begged Dalian to let her suck him
off, her voice needy and desperate. Briana had dropped to her knees
at the first opportunity and satisfied whatever bizarre craving had
gripped her. Had she even thought of him at all? Had a whisper of
regret or remorse passed through her at what she was doing? Guilt?
Or did her desires have such a hold on her that she would fall on
her back and spread her legs for the first dick she passed on the
street?

What weighed most heavily on him was a question
he could barely allow to form in his mind. A question that drove to
the very heart of their relationship and their new marriage. He
cringed as he contemplated it. Could a woman with Briana’s needs
and wants even feel love the way he did for her?

He gasped when the door opened and Briana
stepped in. Covered in a sheen of perspiration and carrying a water
bottle she wore a somewhat guilty expression but her eyes were
filled with lust. He opened his mouth to speak. His throat was dry.
Words wouldn’t come and his tongue felt like sandpaper.

She set the water bottle on the small table next
to the door. Linked her pointer fingers together in front of her
lap and chewed on her lower lip as her eyes moved around the
room.

His heart made a great thump in his chest.
Briana was playing again. Her performance was excellent but
he could tell it was put on. He could tell it was for him. His cock
started to engorge. He sat motionless as she crossed the room and
stopped right in front of him.

She looked girlish in her mini-skirt and white
sneakers. Contrite in a very sexy way.

Hope filled him. That his darkest questions
might be answered by what she was about to say.

She looked down at him and her eyes narrowed
into a lusty stare. “Benji,” she whispered. “I was a very bad girl
this morning.”

His jaw sagged at her playful contrition. He
stared at her in disbelief as she sank to her knees in front of
him.

“Aren’t you gonna’ ask me what I did?”

“Wh—what did you do?” he whispered.

A small and wicked smile turned up the corners
of her mouth. “I sucked Dalian’s dick on the tennis court, Benji,”
she said.

His chest swelled and his hands closed around
the couch pillows. He allowed himself to believe that this moment
had been at the forefront of her thoughts when she took Dalian’s
prick into her mouth. That she’d been imagining coming home to him.
Confessing to him and insisting on making it up to him in some sexy
way. “You did?” he said, his voice breathy.

She nodded and bit her lip again. “I did,” she
said. “I couldn’t help myself.” Her hands slid up his thighs,
fingers pulling down his zipper. “I was thinking about his cock all
night and all morning, Benji. All I wanted was to feel it in my
mouth again.”

Hearing her admit what she’d said to Dalian
brought a wave of relief crashing over him. She wasn’t hiding
anything. She hadn’t “cheated” in any way. She’d just been saving
the good parts for the right moment. This was it. His body
stiffened as she pulled his cock out of his pants and squeezed the
base.

She stared at it, the same hungry look in her
eye as when she’d looked at Dalian’s.

An understanding dawned on him. All of the mind
games he’d been playing were with himself. There was no Briana that
didn’t love him or couldn’t love him the way he needed. The woman
just loved sucking dick. She loved sensual pleasure. But she’d told
him at every step that she’d give it all up for him.

“Can I make it up to you please? I feel bad
about being so naughty,” she teased.

A small smile formed on his lips. His heart
swelled with love for her. They were back in the game. And Briana
was playing for him. “Yes please,” he said quietly.

She grinned and wrapped her lips around the
crown of his prick. Her cheeks hollowed and she gave it a long
pull, gazing into his eyes.

Pleasure shot up from his groin. Up his spine,
warming the stem of his brain. He sank deeper into the couch as
Briana began a slow, loving blowjob. Even covered in sweat she
looked beautiful. He caught whiffs of her feminine scent as she
moved her head up and down on his cock.

She pulled his cock out of her mouth and lazily
rolled her tongue over it. Licked up the shaft and around the head
like she was enjoying an ice cream. Putting it back into her mouth
she started sucking again.

After a few minutes of this she pulled off of
him again. Pulled her shirt up over her head and threw it on the
floor next to her. Pulled her tits out of her bra and crawled up
onto his lap, pressing him even deeper into the couch pillows.
Reaching down between her legs she stretched her underwear to one
side, found the top of his cock with her entrance and slid down
it’s length.

He groaned as her hot insides squeezed him and
wet trickled out of her onto his balls.

She caressed the side of his head with her hand.
Leaning forward she pressed her nipple against his lips. “Sorry I’m
all dirty and sweaty,” she whispered.

He smiled as she pressed her nipple into his
mouth. She knew very well no apology was necessary and it only made
him feel better to hear her teasing him. He sucked on her nipple,
groaning as she swayed on his lap, her pussy so tight it felt like
it was sucking his prick. When she leaned away her nipple popped
out of his mouth and she looked down and into his eyes again.

“Dalian said to tell you he’s going to come
visit us again tonight. Is that okay?” she whispered. She arched
her back and rolled her hips, squeezing his cock even harder with
her cunt.

He let his hands drift up her sides. Cupped her
breasts and thumbed her nipples then let his hands fall to her ass,
guiding her to grind faster on his lap. “I think that’ll be
alright,” he replied.

Her eyes opened wider as he rolled her hips back
and forth even faster.

His cock was stiff but it was much easier
keeping himself from coming this time. He stared at her slightly
stunned expression and savored the feeling of being buried inside
her hot snatch.

“Oh…Benji!” she gasped. She rolled faster. Hips
moving back and forth, her ass slapping against his thighs as her
pubes tickled the root of his prick. Her hands shot to his
shoulders and she braced herself.

He felt her pussy squeeze.

Her mouth fell open and she mewled, trapped
inside her own pleasure. She threw her arms around his neck, her
tits mashing against his chest.

He tipped his head and gently kissed her sweaty
neck. “I can’t wait to see you fuck him again,” he whispered right
next to her ear.

“Oh Benji!” This gasp was accompanied by a hot
squish of sex juice out of her pussy. It clamped down on his cock
then pulsed as she shuddered through an orgasm.

The way her walls brushed against his glans set
off his own ejection. He groaned. A burst of ejaculate shot through
his shaft and exploded inside her chamber.

She let out a wail as she felt him come. Gripped
him tighter in an embrace and rode hard and fast on his lap sending
him through wave after wave of exhilarating pleasure. As the last
of his load left him his cock started to soften. Briana slowed then
came to a rest on his thighs. She put her hands on either side of
his head and looked into his eyes, grinning. “You’re amazing,” she
said.

“You’re amazing,” he echoed. Now, bathed in the
warm afterglow of hot couch sex, he couldn’t believe he’d harbored
a single doubt about her love for him.

She looked off to one side but stayed seated. “I
have to be honest I wasn’t sure how you were going to take that. I
knew you were serious about what you said. About me doing whatever
I wanted. I just wasn’t sure, you know, sometimes it’s different
after it happens.”

It had been different after it happened. He was
glad he hadn’t succumbed to those feelings. It all felt good now.
It all felt safe again. “Can I ask you something?” he said.

“Of course,” she replied.

“Why’d you do it?”

She looked into his eyes and smiled. “Mostly for
you. For this. For coming home and telling you I was a dirty girl
for you.”

“Mostly? What else?” he asked.

Her expression turned a little sheepish. She
moved her finger and thumb a fraction of an inch apart and held
them in front of her nose. “A tiny little bit for me?”

He smiled wider. “A tiny bit?” he asked.

She grinned and moved the finger and thumb apart
wider. “Maybe more than a tiny bit,” she said, giggling. Her smile
faded. She turned her head and pressed her cheek against his. “I
love sucking cock, Benji,” she whispered.

His cock twitched inside her pussy.

Chapter
Eleven

They skipped dinner and, instead, took a bottle
of wine and a bag of pretzels down onto the beach. They sat on the
sand, the sun setting to their left, and stared out over the
darkening waters.

The mood between them was easy and light. Briana
babbled about her tennis lesson and how she might keep it up when
they got home.

But a glass and a half of red wine later, the
tannins sent Benjamin to the brooding grounds in his mind. He
stayed alert enough to offer the occasional “mm-hmm,” or “ah-ha.”
But mostly Briana seemed content talking to herself and ocean and
that gave him time to think.

He was fine. He was still in good spirits and
intent on not retreating into anxiety or panic. But there was
something, some small, niggling thing that kept chewing on some
part of his mind. It took another half glass, and a story from
Briana about her uncle playing tennis when she was a child and
twisting his ankle, before he got to the root of it.

What he really longed to see, what he still had
not yet seen, was the Briana from before. In all of her
interactions with the other men some small, sometimes large, part
of her had always been with him. It had been hot and, yes, the
tennis court had been a little different. A glimpse into young
Briana’s spirit.

He realized he was asking the impossible. He
wanted to find a way for her to un-know him. To regress in a way
that would have required a time machine. And even if he asked her
outright there would still be a shadow of doubt. Could a person
simply return to a former version of oneself? Or did the ensuing
relationships, experiences and time make that an unattainable goal?
She’d be acting wouldn’t she? She’d be performing for him again.
And what he wanted was the real thing.

“Are you ruminating?” he heard her ask, her R
slightly rolled. He turned to see her smiling, mischief dancing in
her eyes again.

“Ruminating?” he replied, mirroring her
smile.

“I’ve asked you like three questions. And you’re
all boxed up in there,” she said, tapping the tip of her finger
against his forehead. “Like you’re rrrruminating.”

He laughed at the outrageous way she revved the
R like a motorcycle this time. Something out of a cartoon. “You’re
going to laugh,” he said.

“So make me laugh,” she replied, leaning her
head against his shoulder.

“It’s silly because it’s impossible,” he
said.

“Give it a shot,” she whispered.

He could hear the smile on her lips when she
spoke. He trusted her now and knew he always would and so he didn’t
feel too embarrassed about asking outright. “It’s a really strange
thing. I love you. I love who you are and how you are. I even love
this crazy kink we’re living.” He paused a moment to collect his
thoughts. “I just…there’s something I’m kind of obsessed with and
don’t know why. But I guess I’ll just say it again and maybe it’ll,
like, miraculously happen or something.”

She rubbed her head gently against his arm.

When he looked down at her she was smiling and
her eyes were closed. “It’s not possible because it’s in the past.
And we can’t go to the past, can we?”

“We can’t,” she agreed. She looked bemused by
his rambling.

“But I want to. That’s what I want. I want…I
want to watch Briana from back then. Because I’m sure I would have
fallen in love with you just the way I did when we met. But maybe
you wouldn’t have fallen in love with me. Maybe you wouldn’t have
been ready. Or maybe you would have been too busy having fun to
notice me.”

“Don’t say that,” she countered.

“No, that’s what I mean. I want…I want to know
that feeling.”

She took her weight off of him and leaned on her
hand. Turned to look at him, a curious smile on her mouth and her
eyes slightly narrowed. “Men are so weird sometimes.”

He threw his head back and laughed because she
wasn’t wrong. And he’d never particularly thought of himself as
weird.

“You want to feel my…rejection?” she asked,
arching her brow.

“Not exactly,” he said, drawing a circle in the
sand between his legs. “It’s hard to explain it exactly. I want to
feel…I want to feel what it would be like to want you and to not be
able to have you. Yes, it’s weird. I want to know that ache. You’ve
pulled me into this world of yours but I’m in it. I want to
be outside of it. Looking in.”

She looked up at some of the stars that had just
begun to shine in the purplish sky. Thought for a few long minutes.
“So here’s Briana,” she said, her voice a little dreamy. “Alone on
the beach. Just a quick little vacation. And Briana likes to have
fun. And she met a nice man on the beach and so she invited him
over for a drink. And maybe he’ll spend the night?” she mused, her
eyes closing.

Benjamin felt his body tense as he watched her
slip into character. Of course it could never be real. It would
never be the real thing he would have felt if he’d met her all
those years ago. But they could pretend. He let himself slip into
the space, mesmerized again by her performance.

“And he’s a very nice man. He treats me very
well. Perfect for a holiday fling. And maybe he’ll introduce me to
some friends?”

He let out a shuddering breath. Because even if
this wasn’t real it was a damn good imitation. Didn’t need to
suspend much disbelief to believe these could have been
Briana’s thoughts when she was twenty. Seeing it was
electrifying.

She brought her knees up and wrapped her arms
around them. Rested her chin on one then drank the last sip of wine
left in her glass. Drew in a breath and sighed. “I guess I’ll have
go get ready,” she said, seemingly to no one in particular.
Pointedly not at him.

She set the wine glass down on the sand. Without
looking at him or saying another word she stood up and strolled
towards their cabin.

He watched her disappear inside and jumped up,
thrilled at her enthusiasm at taking up this challenge. Grabbed the
wine glasses and the bottle and followed her to the cabin but
stayed outside. He set them down on the deck, then crept quietly
around to the bathroom window and peered inside.

Briana was standing at the vanity and staring at
her reflection in the mirror. She puckered her lips and applied a
line of red lipstick to each. Pulling her shirt up over her head
she threw it on the floor, then cupped her breasts and plumped them
up a little higher. When she turned to look at herself in profile a
slow smile stretched across her mouth.

She peeled her skirt and underwear off. Reaching
behind herself she tucked her fingers under her ass cheeks, lifted
them an inch, then let them fall. She smiled wider at the way they
bounced.

Benjamin sank into his fantasy. Imagining they
weren’t married and that Briana wasn’t his at all. Felt a little
creepy peering in on her but that sort of added to the thrill, too.
He hadn’t been great with girls before he met her but had obsessed
over a few. He could easily imagine becoming obsessed with Briana.
Letting himself get carried away, following her home and spying on
her through the window just like he was doing now.

She disappeared into the bedroom for a moment.
When she returned she was still naked. Carrying a cream colored
skirt on a hanger. She hung it on the back of the bathroom door.
She grabbed a can of pink shaving cream off the counter, pointed it
at her pussy and squeezed the top. A rich foam covered her patch of
pubic hair.

Benjamin’s eyes bugged as he watched her hike
one leg up and rest her big toe on the vanity. She grabbed his
razor and shaved line after line down her pussy lips. He’d never
seen her do any sort of personal grooming before. The foot up on
the sink, the way her legs were lewdly splayed, was so crass and
un-ladylike that it started his erection growing.

When she was finished she rinsed off her snatch,
padded it with a hand towel, then let her foot fall back to the
floor with the grace of a ballerina. She padded over to the door,
pulled the dress off the hanger, raised it over her head and let it
slide down her body.

His cock hardened as he watched the silky fabric
hug her curviest contours. It was tight enough that he could make
out the top of her pubic triangle and nipples poking out the front.
It must have been another new buy for the occasion because he’d
never seen it on her before. She looked spectacular and he could
totally see her going through these motions before a dozen, a
hundred, a thousand times before he’d ever met her.

It gave his guts a good twist thinking about it.
Briana from the past, the woman who now loved him so much, getting
ready for a night out with a nice older gentleman she’d met.
Preparing herself, shaving her lady parts for his enjoyment. Would
she smile and flirt with him, too? Would she begin signaling her
sexual availability the moment he walked through the door? Had she
been like that?

She made a few more adjustments to her make-up
before turning out the light and walking out of the bathroom.

He followed her outside the house. Moving to the
edge of the wide bay windows where he had a good view of the
couches. He dropped into a crouch and pressed his cheek against the
wall.

Briana walked to the fridge, opened it and
pulled out a bottle of white wine they’d bought earlier. She
twisted off the cap, pulled a wine glass out of the cupboard and
poured out a glass. She took a small sip before walking over to the
couch and setting the glass down on the table in front of it. She
sat down, then reclined against the pillows. Resting one arm
on the back of the couch she let her other hand fall to her lap.
Her fingers bunched up scrunching up the dress and revealing more
and more of her thighs.

Benjamin’s jaw dropped when he saw her pussy
again. Was this also a part of her ritual? Getting herself primed
before a night out? A shudder of pleasure raced through him when
she dipped her middle finger between her pussy lips, closed her
eyes and began gliding slowly up and down the line of her sex.

Her lips parted and she sank deeper into the
couch.

He could have sat there for hours watching her
pleasure herself. She looked so beautiful and serene. He wasn’t
sure how much time passed but finally a knock came at the door.

Briana opened her eyes and smiled. She reached
down and took a healthy swig from her glass before setting it back
down and standing up. She crossed the living room and opened the
door. Swept a hand into the house and stepped sideways.

His throat tightened the moment that Dalian
stepped into the light. He was wearing a pair of crisply pressed
black pants with a purple shirt and a thin black tie.

Briana’s eyes widened as she stared at the
outfit and the way it outlined his firm muscles. She’d already seen
him naked but looked impressed and aroused by his appearance
nonetheless.

“For you,” he said, holding out a bottle of
champagne. “To help you celebrate your marriage,” he added. He
glanced around the room. “And where is Mr. Bard?” he asked.

Briana smiled as she accepted the bottle. “We’re
not going to worry about him tonight,” she replied. “He’s…out there
somewhere.” She waved a hand vaguely in the direction of the
window.

Dalian glanced in Benjamin’s direction for a
moment.

“I told him I’d do something special for him
tonight,” Briana explained.

Dalian seemed to understand what this meant
because he directed his attention back at her. His gaze drifted
down her body and the smallest smile formed on his lips when he
looked back up into her eyes. “Are we alone for the evening then?”
he asked.

“We’re alone for the evening,” Briana replied
with a nod.

Dalian stepped further into the house and Briana
closed the door behind him. He pressed his hands together and
rubbed them, surveying his surroundings. He turned to face Briana.
“Is this some sort of game you are playing with each other?” he
asked.

“Something like that,” Briana said, giggling.
“More like…a gift I’m giving him.”

Dalian walked slowly around her and came to a
stop behind her back. He put the backs of his fingers on her
shoulders and drew them down her arms. He breathed in her scent.
“But also a gift he is giving you. A gift you are giving yourself,
isn’t that right?”

“Um, I guess? I’m not sure what you mean?”
Briana said with a nervous laugh.

“Oh I believe you do,” Dalian said. “But let me
explain so that we are both clear. Because I know your type very
well. You are my favorite sort of woman. You have needs don’t you
Briana? Dirty desires.”

Briana drew in a slow breath. Her smile relaxed
and her eyelids fluttered. She looked like she was falling under
Dalian’s spell all over again.

“You have a husband who treats you very well.
And loves you very much. And, yet, somehow it’s still not quite
enough.”

Briana turned her head to look into his eyes.
Her lips parted.

“You don’t have to say it yourself. I
understand. You are a woman who needs to be used thoroughly and
completely in order to be totally satisfied. Am I right?”

Briana gave the smallest of nods. “Yes,” she
whispered.

Benjamin, already in a state of erotic tension
that felt like it might break him, put a hand over the knot that
formed in his stomach. He was shocked how easily Dalian had
deciphered her. More shocking was knowing he would never be able to
give her the sort of sexual fulfillment Dalian had described.
Because he just wasn’t built like that.

Dalian put a hand on her elbow. He led her over
to the couch and helped her sit down. Sat down next to her and drew
his fingers up her arm. Brushed the back of them against her cheek.
“Would you like me to use you this evening?” he asked.

Briana shuddered. “Yes,” she whispered
again.

Chapter
Twelve

Dalian’s hand moved across her chest. He thumbed
her nipples through the thin fabric of her dress. Touched a finger
to her chin and leaned forward to press his lips against hers.
There was no romance to his kiss. His tongue moved into her mouth,
lapping at hers, plunging deep to taste her. His hand fell to her
lap then moved down her thigh. He pulled her legs apart wide and
the dress up her thighs, exposing her shaved pussy. He looked down
at her sex as he rubbed three fingers against her pussy lips.

Benjamin was again in awe of seeing Dalian’s
dark skin framed by the soft, white flesh of Briana’s legs. He
marveled at the effect Dalian’s touch had on her. The way her lips
plumped and how her brow furrowed from his attention.

Dalian bent his middle finger and slipped it
into her. He was staring at her face, watching her react to each
move he made, with hunger in his eyes. He drew the finger in and
out a few times. Pulled it out and pressed it to Briana’s lips.

She sucked his finger into her mouth, her lips
forming a tight seal around it.

He moved it back and forth, letting her clean it
with her tongue. Pulled it out and his hand fell back down to the
hem of the dress. He pulled it higher up onto her stomach. He stood
up from the couch and as he walked around behind it undid his belt
and pants.

Briana’s head turned and she followed him with
her gaze.

Standing behind her he put both a hand on either
side of her face, making her lean back until her head was hanging
over the low backrest. He took his cock in hand and raised it over
her face. Lowered it to lie in a dark line from her forehead to her
chin.

Her tongue flicked out and flicked in quick,
side to side licks along his undercarriage. She let out a breathy
moan as he moved his prick to one side of her face then the
other.

Pulling his cock up he stepped forward. Dropped
his ball sack onto her mouth and fondled her tit.

She eagerly slurped a testicle into her mouth.
She sucked it the same way she had his finger. Polishing it with
her tongue so that when he pulled it out it glistened in the
evening light. Her jaw fell, ready to accept him.

This time Benjamin caved to the urge to touch
himself. It was going to be a long night and letting the pressure
in his balls build would have been torture. After a quick glance to
make sure no one was on the beach he pulled his cock out and
started slowly stroking. He clapped a hand over his mouth to stifle
a groan when Dalian moved the head of his cock through Briana’s
lips.

Dalian kept one hand squeezing her breast. His
hips swayed gently back and forth. Each thrust sent more and more
of his cock into her mouth until five or six inches were moving in
and out with each thrust. The bulge of the crown could be seen at
the top of her neck.

Leaning lower over her he pressed two fingers
against the seam of her pussy. Spread her labia apart to reveal the
soaked entrance to her core. Drew a finger up to her clit and
started spinning it in slow circles.

When Benjamin saw her hands rise he was sure
they’d push back against Dalian. Surely this was too much even for
sex-crazed Briana. Instead she wrapped them around Dalian. They
settled on his ass and she pulled him into herself even
deeper.

Dalian obliged. He fucked his cock into her
throat until his balls rested over her closed eyes. He stopped
circling her clit and, instead, flicked three wet fingers back and
forth across it. Faster until her back arched. Faster still until
she rose up off the couch and her legs started trembling. He worked
an inch of his cock in and out of her mouth as he flicked.

She emitted a guttural grunt. Her body seized
and a gush of clear fluid squirted out of her pussy. Her hands were
still on his ass. Moving his body back and forth faster, fucking
her own face with his hard prick. As her climax passed she fell
back onto the couch, her body quivering.

Dalian stood up straight. He stepped back,
slowly pulling his dark staff out of her mouth. As the head emerged
he held it above her face for a moment before smearing her own spit
on her cheeks.

Briana sucked in deep, heavy breaths. Her face
was red but her eyes sparkled with lusty energy. She spun over onto
her stomach and climbed up onto her knees, her yawning mouth moving
to take Dalian’s cock again.

He gave her the head which she greedily began
suckling. Bending over her he hiked her dress up over her ass.
Brought his hand down on one cheek in a harsh smack, then did the
same with the other.

Briana moaned. The spanking seemed to sharpen
her appetites and she sucked more of his prick into her mouth.

Dalian grabbed her dress and started pulling. Up
over her back and shoulders and head. Across her outstretched arms
until she was completely naked. He discarded it on the floor.
Snapped his fingers and pointed at the ground in front of him.
“Here,” he ordered, pulling his cock out of her mouth.

Briana threw a leg over the backrest. She
tumbled over, feet hitting the floor, her ass rising as she looked
over her shoulder at Dalian.

He put a hand on her shoulder and bent her at
the waist. Folded her over the back of the couch with her ass in
the air. He stared down at it. The skin was a rosy pink from the
spanking. He brought his hand down on her right cheek with a sharp
crack.

Briana mewled and clutched the couch pillow.

Benjamin was stunned by how rough she wanted it.
His heart was a little heavy. He’d never ever be able to
bring himself to treat her like that. It comforted him that he was
strong enough to let her get it from someone else.

Dalian spread her ass cheeks apart with his
thumbs. His cock bounced as he stepped forward and mashed the
mushroom head against her pussy lips. He stretched her wider and
the head slipped into her.

“Oof,” Briana grunted. She pushed back against
the couch, bracing herself against Dalian’s deepening thrusts.

Dalian’s hips jerked back and forth. Driving his
cock further and further into her channel. It only took three
before he mashed the thick root of his cock into her. He reached
down, grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her up off the
couch.

Her tits swayed and slapped against one another
as he fucked her roughly.

He put his other hand on her cheek. Curling two
fingers he slipped them into her mouth.

Again her lips sealed around them, her face
turned slightly to one side. As her body wobbled back and forth she
hungrily sucked on them.

Dalian pulled them out of her mouth covered in
spit. He kept a strong hold on her hair, keeping half her body
suspended above the couch. He pointed his middle finger at her tiny
sphincter. Twisted it and pressed it against the hole.

As he worked it into her her body trembled with
another orgasm.

Benjamin jerked his cock in time with Dalian’s
thrusts. His mouth agape, he stared through the window at his
beautiful young wife being defiled. Nothing aroused him more than
watching Dalian’s black dick sawing in and out of her tight pussy.
He felt an orgasm welling inside him and clamped down on the head
of his cock, hoping to arrest it.

Dalian had his finger buried two knuckles deep
inside Briana’s ass hole. He was leaning back and tugging on her
hair as his hips slammed against her ass. Her wet was running down
both of their legs.

Briana’s hands slumped to the couch as the
climax left her and exhaustion took over. As her body went limp
Dalian lowered her head to the couch and put both hands on her ass.
Staring at his prick disappearing inside her he stroked his cock in
to the root, out to the tip. Over and over again until the muscles
in his ass seized. He drove into her deepest place and, with a
grunting cough, emptied the contents of his balls into her.

Benjamin lost it. Imagining Briana with a giant
belly swelled by black seed sent him over the edge. He furiously
jerked his cock and groaned as ejaculate flooded the shaft and
splattered on the bottom corner of the window.

As Dalian’s thrusts slowed some of his emission
began to drizzle out of Briana’s sloppy pussy.

Benjamin looked down at his own semen,
hopelessly splattered on the barrier between them. It seemed like a
fitting metaphor for his predicament. A momentary shame gripped him
when he started to wonder if he’d engineered the demise of their
marriage. He closed his eyes and reminded himself of Briana’s
request that he trust her. That everything would be alright.

Inside, Dalian had begun dressing. He swept
Briana’s dress up off the floor and threw it onto her upturned ass.
“Put it on,” he said.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “I don’t know if I can
stand up.”

His hand shot to her butt cheek in a quick slap.
“I said put it on, slut.”

The smack energized her. She stood up, albeit
awkwardly, her legs apart, toes pointed in. Her arms trembled as
she slipped the dress on over her head.

Dalian was waiting by the door. He opened it and
beckoned for Briana to follow him.

“Where are going?” she asked.

“The happiness of our guests is my number one
priority,” Dalian replied. “You wanted to be used. I’m going to
make sure you get the best treatment. Full service.”

Slipping out of character for a moment, Briana
began to glance over her shoulder. She stopped herself, stood up
straight and pulled her shoulders back. Took one step forward and
winced. She spread her feet wider apart and waddled over to the
door, her pussy obviously too sore for her to walk normally.

Benjamin stuffed his cock back into his pants,
his heart accelerating. He waited until the door was closed before
rounding the house and watching them walk across the moonlit sand.
When they reached the main building and rounded the corner he
dashed across himself, staying low to the ground. He stepped around
the corner of the building just in time to see them disappearing
into one of the staff residences.

Sneaking quietly through the darkness he crept
up to the small hut in a crouch then raised his eyes to just above
the windowsill.

Inside Carlos, Malik Agwe and Larry were sitting
around a small table playing cards. There was a small pile of money
at the center of the table and a ring of beer bottles around it.
The men stared at Briana as Dalian led her to the side of the
table. He lifted her dress up and off over her head, throwing it
onto an armchair. He pointed at Briana and muttered something
incomprehensible because the windows he was staring through was
closed.

The men set their cards down, all of them
cracking crooked grins. Malik and Agwe tugged their shorts off as
they stood. Larry reached out and pawed at one of Briana’s breasts.
Carlos licked two fingers as he stepped up behind her.

Benjamin was about to pull his cock out again
when a blackout curtain swept closed inside, blocking his view of
the scene. “No, no!” he whispered. “Oh god, no!” He rolled sideways
and slid down the wall on his back to sit in the sand. For a few
horrifying moments his mind raced to find a solution. Then a
realization dawned on him.

This was exactly what he’d asked for. This was
the feeling he’d wanted. To know what it would be like to have
Briana available to any man but him. She’d put on a fine show with
Dalian but nothing could have given him this feeling except for
what had just happened. Being completely excluded with her
completely out of reach.

This was as close as he would come to knowing
what it would have been like to know Briana before they’d met. He
was obsessed with her now and he was certain he would have been
obsessed with her then. He felt incredibly lucky that they’d met
and were now married. But knowing this was in her past would haunt
him for some time to come.

As he trudged back to their cabin he comforted
himself with the fact that at any time he could march over to the
staff residence and retrieve her. Why he felt the need to jerk off
over the emptiness inside was beyond him. He stroked out three
orgasms before finally falling asleep.

***

He woke to the feeling of Briana tumbling into
the bed next to him. He shot up to find her lying on her stomach,
eyes closed and her body limp like she was already asleep. The sun
was just coming up outside. Waves rolled cheerfully onto the beach.
He touched her shoulder. “Bri? Briana?” he whispered.

She answered with a quiet, drawn out groan.

“You okay? Everything alright?”

She gave a few tired nods. “Gotta’ sleep,” she
muttered. She was still wearing her dress which now had several
dark stains dotting it.

He knew he should just draw the blinds and leave
her be. His curiosity would not be ignored. Crawling slowly down
the bed he lifted the bottom of her dress and peered between her
legs. Drew in a sharp breath.

Thick globs of gooey ejaculate were bubbling out
of her pussy. An equine sized load far larger than any one man
could deliver. The only logical explanation was that all of the men
playing cards had added their loads to Dalian’s inside of her. He’d
have to wait to find out what else they’d done to her. Lowering her
dress he stepped off the bed, pulled a single thin sheet over her,
drew the blinds in the room and closed the door as he left.

He dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, put on his
flip-flops and headed outside. He walked a circle around the island
until he came to the dock where they’d arrived. Carlos was prepping
the boat for a launch. Malik and Agwe appeared behind him carrying
four suitcases. They nodded as they walked past him. When Carlos
saw him he smiled and gave a casual salute.

“Good morning Ben.” Agatha was dressed in a pant
suit and pearls. She carried a pair of stilettos by their straps in
one hand, walking barefoot in the sand. She walked onto the dock
then let Carlos help her into the boat before taking a seat.

Malik and Agwe stuffed the suitcases in the
back.

A hand fell on Benjamin’s shoulder and gave it a
squeeze. He turned to see Larry grinning at him.

“You good? You alright?” Larry asked.

Benjamin nodded.

“You are one lucky sonofagun, pal. Whoaboy!”

Benjamin flashed a faint smile.

“Hey all that stuff I said about magic wand
dick?” Larry said.

“Yeah?” Benjamin said.

“Forget about it. My man Dalian was on his best
behavior but it wouldn’t have mattered if he wasn’t. That girls is
yours, man. Now and forever. You treat her right because she’s a
freaking unicorn. You’ll never find another one like that. Not in
one life time.”

“Come on Larry!” Agatha squawked from the
boat, her voice shrill. “We’re going to miss the plane!”

Larry clapped his hand on his shoulder again.
“You enjoy the rest of your honeymoon you hear? Maybe we’ll run
into you again sometime.”

“Yeah. Maybe,” Benjamin said as Larry wandered
down to the dock. It was nice of Larry to reassure him. Nicer still
was that it wasn’t necessary. Somehow Benjamin knew Briana was his.
No shadow of doubt about it this time.

Malik and Agwe walked past him on their way to
the main building but didn’t make eye contact this time.

He watched Carlos fire up the engine and pull
the boat away from the dock slowly before opening up the throttle.
As the boat disappeared from view, the nasal hum of the engine was
overtaken by seagulls squawking above him and water rolling onto
the shore. He turned and started walking towards their cabin. As he
passed the main building Dalian stepped through the double doors
and approached him. He was wearing his resort uniform and looked
impeccably groomed, as usual.

Benjamin stopped to greet him.

“Did Mrs. Bard get what she needed last night?”
he asked.

Benjamin glanced at their cabin. “Yeah. I think
so. She’s sleeping but…yeah.”

Dalian waited a beat before speaking again. “And
Mr. Bard?” he asked.

A small laugh escaped Benjamin. “Yeah. I think
so,” he said.

“So glad I could be of service,” Dalian said.
“Let me know if you have any other needs.”

Benjamin nodded.

Dalian resumed his walk to the cabin. He slipped
inside, walked to the fridge and pulled out a beer. He didn’t feel
like swimming or snorkeling or anything, really. Just wanted to sit
there and process the last few days. Some time alone would be nice.
He cracked the beer, took a swig and sank into the darker corners
of his mind.

***

Briana woke up mid-afternoon. She emerged from
the bedroom bleary-eyed and naked. She walked over to the sink and
poured a glass full of water. Chugged it and set the glass on the
counter. As she walked by the couch on the way back to the bedroom
she gave a lazy wave with her hand. “Need more sleep,” she
muttered.

Benjamin raised his fourth beer into the
air.

***

His eyes fluttered open to near darkness and the
feeling of Briana curling into his chest. Her ass rubbed against
his groin in a way that normally meant she was interested in sex.
He hoisted himself up on one elbow, reached for his phone and
checked the time. Ten after five in the morning. He’d slept well
and already the events of their wedding and honeymoon felt a little
distant. He leaned over her and kissed her on the shoulder.

She turned her head to look at him. Her bright
eyes were back and the smile that went with them.

“You look cheerful,” Benjamin whispered.

“I’ve been up since three,” she said.

He leaned over and kissed her again.

She rolled onto her back and reached under the
sheets. Found his cock with her hand and brushed her fingers
against it. “I think I got it out of my system,” she said.

It took a moment to dawn on him what she was
talking about. When it did a smile slowly worked it’s away across
his mouth. “You did?” he whispered.

She nodded and grinned. “I did,” she replied.
“I’m sorry things got so crazy.”

He let out a quiet laugh. “Honestly that’s…kind
of a relief.”

“Did you get what you wanted? Last night, I
mean.”

He nodded and gazed into her eyes. “I think so,”
he said. “You were really like that, huh?”

She shrugged and tilted her head to one side.
“More or less,” she said.

He studied her features for a moment. “So what’d
those guys do with you anyways?”

A mock look of horror settled on her face. She
covered her mouth with a hand. “I don’t kiss and tell,
Benjamin!” she squealed.

He burst out in a loud guffaw the rolled onto
his back, gripped by laughter.

Briana rolled onto him, her tits hanging just
above his mouth, her warm, damp pussy hovering over his hardening
cock. She chuckled along with him, then scratched his prick with
her freshly trimmed pubes. “Hey,” she said once his laughter had
died down. “I have something to tell you.”

“Okay,” he replied, a slightly unsettled feeling
working through him. He looked into her eyes but they were still
filled with cheer.

“I think it might explain why I let things get
so wild.”

“Bri? What is it?”

She bit her lip. “It’s still early so don’t tell
anyone. I’m four weeks pregnant.”

The word pregnant hit him first. Right in the
gut sending and electric jolt of adrenaline through him that made
his body tense. Four. Weeks. Those came a moment later and
brought a wave of relief that flushed the tension out of him.

Of course.

How could he have been so dense? Of course there
was no more foolproof way of preventing insemination. That’s why
she’d been so certain. Asking her to trust him and sending him on
one of the wildest roller coaster rides of his life. “Oh Bri,” he
whispered, wrapping his arms around her, his eyes wide. A tear
formed at the corner of one and rolled down his cheek. A deep
warmth flushed through him, a burst of love for his beautiful
bride. Now pregnant with his baby. “That’s amazing,” he said.

She smiled, leaned lower and kissed him on the
lips. “I’m glad all of this didn’t freak you out too much. But you
liked it, didn’t you?”

He nodded. “I loved it. But maybe…”

She laughed, obviously knowing what he was about
to say. “Maybe let’s take it easy from here on in? Yeah. Agreed.
It’s just you and me again, Benji.” She kissed him again. Rolling
her hips she sheathed him inside her wet nest. “It’s just you and
me again,” she whispered.
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