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Chapter One

Rick put his hand on Angela's lap and gave her thigh a gentle squeeze. She turned from looking out over the snow-covered scenery rolling by and smiled at him. "You getting excited?" he asked.

She leaned back in her seat, closed her eyes and smiled. "I was excited when we stepped on the plane. Now I'm just...I don't know. Riding the high, I guess."

He leaned over and kissed her cheek. A warmth welled through him at the fact that they were finally here. It had been a good year. His design business had landed a few new, juicy accounts. And his side-hustle, a small brewery with his buddy Jerry, had finally achieved lift-off after years of false starts. There was no better way to top it off and celebrate than taking the trip he and Angela had been dreaming about for years.

He settled back into his seat and looked out at the snow-capped mountains getting closer. Sure, Glade wasn't the ritziest resort but it was affordable enough and because of that they could spend an extra two days there without worrying about money. Angela's family had spent their Christmas vacations on these slopes when she was a kid. She'd been dying to go back ever since their wedding. It filled him with pride and happiness that he could finally do this for her.

The limo turned onto the exit ramp and slowed to a stop at the stop-light before taking a right turn on the road leading to the hotel.

"Did you guys stay at the hotel when you used to come down here?" he asked her.

She shook her head as she stared out the window. She hadn't been able to stop smiling since they stepped off the plane. She looked at him sideways and made a funny face.

"What?" he asked.

"Dad used to rent out a suite at the ski-in-ski-out lodge at the top of the mountain.

Rick started chuckling and shook his head. "Of course he did," he muttered.

"You asked!" she shot back, laughing with him.

Angela's father had been the CEO of a global shipping company and she'd grown up in the lap of luxury. He'd paid for their two hundred person wedding and their lavish honeymoon on the French Riviera. He'd been nothing but welcoming in accepting Rick to the family as his son-in-law. But one evening over cigars he'd joked about Rick keeping his daughter in the lifestyle to which she'd become accustomed and, even though it was in jest, Rick had taken it to heart. Which is why it was deeply satisfying seeing Angela looking so happy now as they pulled up towards the hotel.

The driver pulled the car up under the elegant, sloped glass awning and walked around to Angela's side of the car. He opened the door for her and she stepped out. Rick slid across the seat and stepped out after her. The front entrance was busy with guests moving in and out, bellboys wheeling suitcase trolleys through the wide double doors and limos and taxis moving slowly along the driveway.

The driver swung the door shut, walked to the back of the car and popped the trunk.

Angela spun around to face him and put her arms up over his shoulders. She pulled him in close and flashed a playful smile. "You know you could have waited and he would have opened your door for you, too, right?" she teased.

Rick shook his head and smiled. "Good thing to know for when we're really rich," he said. He'd grown up working class and no matter how much time he spent around her family he wasn't sure he could ever get used to ordinary, working-class folks waiting on him hand and foot. Opening doors and carrying suitcases and such, just wasn't in his blood.

The event, as he would come to remember it, transpired in what seemed like slow-motion. At least that's how it would live in his memory for years after the fact.

Angela turned back around towards the door. At the same moment the driver tripped, sending one of their suitcases rolling straight towards her feet. Rick's brain saw the two things happening and in an instant calculated that legs and bag would collide at precisely the wrong time. In a heroic effort to keep Angela on her feet he reached out to grab her by the arm.

A jolt of blinding pain shot to the small of his back as he twisted his torso. He became momentarily immobilized and let out a deep groan. A moment after that he was sinking to his knees, one hand clutching his lower back.

Angela, hearing his distress, turned and her eyes widened with worry. But momentum carried her in the direction she'd been traveling for another split second. The suitcase caught the side of her calf and knocked her off balance. Her body started falling sideways, towards an impact with the hard, cold concrete sidewalk.

On his knees, Rick stretched a hand out, one last-ditch attempt to save her from hitting the ground and breaking something. She was too far. He would never forget the way his heart sank as he watched her imminent injury. The entire vacation flashed before his eyes and he winced.

The dark hand came swooping out from the right side of his peripheral vision. It deftly ducked under Angela's body, arresting her fall. She rolled into the strong arm, clad in the sleeve of a very expensive ski jacket, and looked up.

Rick's eyes followed hers and settled on the handsome, strong-jawed face of her rescuer. They darted back to hers and saw them widen. He saw her lips part and a look of surprise form on her expression.

"Must be my lucky day," the deep-voiced man said.

Angela's eyes fluttered as she gazed up at the handsome stranger. She seemed at a loss for words as he lifted her up to stand and straightened the sleeves of the jacket she was wearing.

"You okay?" the stranger asked.

"I'm...I'm fine," she whispered, looking a little starstruck.

What happened next seemed to take hours, though obviously could only have lasted a few short seconds. Angela and the stranger shared the most intimate gaze Rick had ever seen her bestow on anyone. Like they were looking directly into each other's souls. Everyone around them was still frozen in shock at the narrowly avoided accident. One woman had her hands on her cheeks, mouth agape, eyes wide as she watched them. A man to the left of her still had his arm out in a too-late attempt to help. All of those guests and bellboys and drivers saw that look they exchanged.

It did something funny to Rick, though he didn't know it at the time.

Then the tableau un-froze and the crowd burst into spontaneous applause at the stranger's quick thinking and athletic heroism.

The sound seemed to bring Angela to her senses and make her remember where she was at the same time. Her eyes fluttered a few more times and she looked to the side, laying eyes on Rick kneeling in a cold puddle. "My...my husband," she said.

The stranger quickly side-stepped her, reached out a hand and offered it to Rick. Rick took it but as the stranger began to pull him to his feet he howled in pain and his other hand shot to his back. Somewhere in the distance someone gasped. "Wow-ho, hold on there!" the stranger said. "Bellboy! Can you bring us a wheelchair please?" He knelt down on one knee in front of Rick and put a hand on his shoulder. "You stay right there, friend. Seems you might have pulled your back. We'll have you wheeled out of here in a moment."

The bellboy was quick and a minute later Rick, with the stranger's assistance, was comfortably seated in a wheelchair getting wheeled into the hotel with Angela at his side. The bellboy parked Rick in the check-in line and went off to collect their suitcases.

Angela crouched down next to him and looked into his eyes. "Are you okay?" she asked.

"Totally fine," he lied. His back was throbbing.

She looked off to the side. "There he is. Can you wait here for a second? I want to thank that nice man."

"Yeah. Go get him," he said.

She stood up and jogged off towards the entrance. A few moments later he heard her familiar laugh coming up behind him. He tried to twist in his seat but couldn't move an inch sideways without sending a shooting pain stabbing his lower back and down his leg. Angela appeared into view in front of him, the stranger at her side.

"Rick? This is Carl. He's a doctor. He wanted to come over and say hello."

Rick put his hands on the armrests of the wheelchair and tried to stand. He winced as more pain made it impossible.

"Hang on. Don't do that. You'll only make it worse," Carl said, holding out a hand. "Name's Carl. Pleasure to meet you, Rick."

Rick leaned back in his seat, reached up and took Carl's hand and gave it a shake. "Thank-you so, so, so much for doing that."

Carl shook his head. "Not a problem at all. Glad I was close enough I could help. Angela could have had a doozy of a fall. As for your back you're going to want to alternate ice and heat on it. There's a pharmacy just over there. Pick up a package of backupplus and you can take two of those every four hours. How long are you here?"

Rick glanced at Angela and his heart squeezed at the expression on her face. She was trying very, very hard not to show her disappointment. "Six days," he said, trying not to let his own come through in his tone.

"You'll get some skiing in. Rest and don't over-exert yourself for twenty-four hours then you can add some light stretching. Keep moving, though. Worst thing you can do is just lie in bed."

Rick smiled. "Thanks, Dr. Carl," he said.

Carl started chuckling. "Carl's just fine. If you're feeling better tomorrow come on down to the bar so I can buy you and your lovely wife a drink. I'm there from about six to nine every night. Have a great time!" He smiled at Angela and gave Rick a gentle clap on the shoulder before walking away towards the bar.

"What a sweet man," Angela said, staring after him as he walked away.

Rick studied her and felt a funny tickle in his perineum. He clenched his pelvic muscles, dismissed it as something to do with the fall and shook his head a few times to clear it.

Angela turned around, put

her hands on her hips and flashed a cheeky smile. "Ready to get our ski vacation started?" she asked, cocking her head to one side.

Rick groaned at the stroke of bad luck.

Angela laughed, got behind the wheelchair and pushed him towards the front desk. Apparently word of their misfortune had already made it to the check-in desk because they were moved from the suite they'd booked to the honeymoon suite up top of the hotel. Once they'd checked in they were whisked into a private elevator that took them to the penthouse.

Their bags had already been arranged on the suitcase bench and the bed had been turned down. The floor-to-ceiling windows gave a spectacular view of the mountains, which gave Rick a bittersweet feeling since it continually reminded him he wouldn't be hitting those slopes, at least not for the next few days.

Once the guest agent had left, Angela walked over to the window and stood in front of it, taking in the view.

Rick gingerly eased himself out of wheelchair and hobbled over to where she was standing. She still had a smile on her face, so there was that. "I am so, so sorry this happened."

She turned to him, a shocked expression forming on her face. "You're sorry? I'm the idiot who nearly clonked my head on the pavement! If there's anyone who should be sorry it's me! It really sucks about your back," she said, arching her brow. "But remember the last time this happened? You were playing tennis three days later. Does it still hurt a lot?"

He rubbed his lower back. "A little bit. It's mostly if I move too quickly. I can't believe you're not more upset about this. We've been looking forward to this vacation for, like...ever?"

A soft smile formed on her mouth. She put her hands on his shoulders, turned him towards the enormous king sized bed and slowly walked him over. She helped him sit, then hoisted his legs up onto the mattress and started undoing the laces on his shoes. "When's the last time you can remember me pouting because something didn't go my way?" she asked.

He chuckled at how preposterous that sounded. "Okay. You're right. Fair enough. You know just because I'm going to be out of it for a few days it doesn't mean you can't get out there and shred."

"Oh I know that. And I intend to get out. Just please don't say 'shred' again."

He laughed.

"But we're here for our vacation not my vacation. There are plenty of fun things to do that don't involve heavy boots and goggles," she said, pulling his shoes off his feet.

A slow smile curled on one corner of his mouth.

"As the old saying goes, there's more than one way to skin a cat."

He gave her a funny look.

"The most luxurious thing we paid for coming on this vacation was time, after all. And we've been looking to carve out some time in our oh-so-busy lives, haven't we?"

"I guess?" he said, his eyes sinking to his waist where Angela had started undoing his belt. He looked up at her. "You know I love that you're doing this, babe. But I'm not sure I'm going to be able to move all that much with my back and all," he said. He sucked in a sharp breath through his teeth as she yanked his pants down his legs.

"Oh shoot," she muttered. "Sorry about that."

"It's okay," he said, rolling his head side to side on the pillow and chuckling. His eyes widened as she started to undress, peeling her turtleneck up over her head and revealing her creamy skin and a lacy white bra covering her breasts.

She reached behind her back and undid the clasp. Staring at him, she let it sag a little then paused, casting a sultry stare. "I don't really need you that mobile," she purred. She let the bra fall away from her chest.

His eyes sank to her lovely breasts. "Oh?" he asked. He watched her undo her pants and peel those off, too. His cock began to harden as she crawled over him onto the bed.

"No," she said, wrapping her hand around his engorging member. "I just need to get this thing hard so I can perform my extraction. Then we can decide what we're going to have room service send up before the next procedure."

"Procedure?" he asked, his cock firming up as she stroked it.

She leaned down lower over his lap, stuck out her tongue and gave the underside of his cock a sloppy, wet lick. "I went off my birth control three weeks ago," she whispered, locking eyes with his. "I want seed."

Chapter Two

He tried hobbling around the room that afternoon but decided the wheelchair would be a safer bet. It was mildly humiliating having Angela wheel him through the crowds milling around the lobby of the resort. But if it meant he'd be feeling better sooner it was worth it. She wheeled him into the pharmacy and down the aisle with the pain killers. They found a package of backupplus that Carl had recommended and Angela spun him around to head for the checkout line.

As they walked up they saw a familiar frame standing in the line in front of them. Angela reached out and touched his arm. "Carl?" she asked.

Carl turned around and smiled at them.

Angela's eyes sank to the package he was holding. Her face immediately turned beet red.

"Hey you two!" Carl said cheerfully.

Rick found himself momentarily paralyzed watching his wife's discomfort. Carl was holding a twelve-pack of extra large condoms. As Angela's face continued to redden and her eyes darted everywhere but to his, Carl continued staring at her as if he, too, was enjoying her discomfort. A slow smile spread across his mouth. "Is everything alright? You look a little flushed," he said.

Angela glanced at the package, then up at him, then covered her mouth and let out a few soft and embarrassed chuckles.

"Sir?" The cashier said from behind Carl. "Sir could you step up please?"

Carl, still smiling, turned around and set the box of extra large condoms down on the counter.

The cashier, an older woman, picked it up, scanned the bar code then cast a skeptical look down at Carl's trousers. "That'll be nine ninety-five," she said.

Carl reached sideways and grabbed the package of backupplus from Angela's hands. "This too, please," he said.

The cashier scanned the package before Rick or Angela could react.

Carl pulled a chip card from his wallet and tapped it against the payment console.  He scooped up both boxes off the counter, stepped behind the wheelchair and pushed Rick out through the door and into the foyer, with Angela jogging along behind them to keep up.

"What are you doing? You didn't have to do that back there!" Angela said, waving a hand at the box of muscle relaxers.

Carl stopped the wheelchair and put the brake on. He turned and handed Rick the pack of backupplus then started chuckling. "You didn't see them but there was a Japanese couple standing behind you that was more embarrassed for you about your embarrassment than you were about this twelve pack I was buying," he said, giving the box a shake.

After staring at him dumbfounded for a moment Angela burst out laughing.

Rick felt an unfamiliar warm feeling ooze down his neck at their exchange.  He wasn't sure why but there was something unsettling about Angela having told him she'd gone off the pill and this large man standing next to her making her laugh about large condoms. It was absurd to feel jealous about a situation like that but there it was, that's exactly how it was making him feel. His eyes moved from Angela's rosy cheeks, her eyes watery from laughing, to Carl's friendly but insistent stare as he held the box of extra large condoms on full display for anyone passing by. Rick couldn't help but wonder if that was some sort of dominance move because, to him, it sure felt like it.

Angela finally managed to get a hold of herself. She wiped her eyes and put a hand on her hip. "So, uh, I suppose you have your evening all lined up what with your extra large condoms and all?" she asked.

This sent a rather bracing shock through Rick because of how close to flirting it sounded. The playfulness in her tone. Bringing up the awkward package of condoms again. He looked over to see her smiling and with what could only be described as a flirtatious twinkle in her eye.

"Actually I don't have anything lined up at all," Carl said. "But I do like to be prepared in case something unexpected comes up."

A final tremor shook through Rick when he saw Carl's eyes lazily slide down Angela's body, obviously contemplating it's sexual possibilities. And did Angela's hip really jut out a little further in a defiant, perhaps even daring way? His throat tightened when he realized they were acting as if he wasn't even there at all. His confusing reaction was compounded when the tickle in his perineum returned. This time, however, it seemed to stretch forward through his balls and into his cock, stirring it to life.

"Well you really didn't have to pay for the meds, doc," Angela said, smiling.

"Good to see you got the muscle relaxers. Those will help a lot," Carl said, glancing at the box. "Might make you a bit drowsy, though." He looked up at Angela again. "If your partner in crime passes out while the evening's still young you know where to find me."

To Rick's astonishment, Carl gave the box of condoms two taps with his thumb before turning around and walking towards the elevators. He looked up at Angela to find her biting back a smile and staring at Carl walking away. A hot jealousy surged through him, catching him completely off guard. He'd long forgotten what a primal, menacing force it could be. He found himself enraged and tongue-tied as Angela wheeled him towards the elevator to the honeymoon suite.

On the ride up, with her lost in her thoughts, he did his best to compose himself and try to figure out how he'd confront her about this very unpleasant situation she'd just put him in by being so flirtatious with Carl right in front of him. And with him sitting in a wheel chair of all things! It was humiliating! He could tell his own face was heating up.

As the elevator doors opened, Angela wheeled him into the room and stopped beside the couch. She was lost in her thoughts as she absently walked to the bathroom and started brushing her hair.

"Uh, Ang?" he asked, easing himself up out of the wheelchair and shuffling over towards the bathroom door.

"Hm?" she asked, staring at her reflection in the mirror.

"Can we, uh...can we talk about what just happened?"

Her smile faded and the hand holding the brush fell slowly to her side. She turned and looked at him sideways, her brow furrowing. "What just happened?" she asked, shaking her head.

Doubt worked it's way into his mind. Was this an act? Or did she really not realize what she'd just done in the lobby? Flirting with a stranger right in front of her husband? "Are you serious?" he asked.

"Serious? Serious about what? I don't know what you're talking about." She seemed sincere.

"That was some pretty heavy flirting going on down there. With Carl?"

Her eyes widened, then her jaw dropped. "Flirting? What are you talking about? I wasn't flirting!"

He scowled. Was she really going to gaslight him? "Angela, come on. I know what I saw."

She set the hairbrush down on the sink and walked over to him. She plucked the box of backupplus from his hands and set it on the dresser. Putting a hand around his back she walked him over to the bed and helped him sit, then lie down on his back. She walked to the foot and started undoing the laces of his shoes.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

She looked up at him and smiled as she pulled his shoes off his feet. "I think it's cute that you got jealous. So I'm going to reassure you that I'm yours, all yours."

He rolled his eyes and sighed. "Angela you don't have to..."

"I know I don't have to. I want to."

He smirked. "I mean you don't have to..."

"I'll have you know," she said, undoing his zipper then pulling his pants off with gentle tugs at the sides. "I've been getting hornier by the day since going off the pill and while I appreciate that you brought me here to go skiing my main motivation for being here has shifted from runs down the slopes to you knocking me up before we leave." She pulled his underwear off.

His cock sprang out, half-hard as he stared at her in disbelief.

She glanced up at him and smiled before pulling her turtleneck off over her head. "So you really thought I was flirting down there?" she asked. She trailed a finger along the underside of his cock. "Is that why you're halfway there already?"

"W-what?" he stammered, staring down at the finger now pressing against the tip of his prick.

"It's just that you brought that thing up about me flirting with Carl and you've already got half of a hard on," she said, wrapping her hand around his cock as she crawled in between his legs.

"What are you talking about?" he gasped.

She pulled his cock to one side and pressed it against her cheek. "I suppose I should know better than to say hello to people I know in pharmacy checkout lines, right? I mean who knows what they're in there buying? But getting embarrassed about someone buying a package of extra large condoms and paying for your muscle relaxers to get us out of the store is not flirting, Rick. It's getting embarrassed about someone buying a package of extra large condoms and paying for your muscle relaxers to get us out the store. Yes, I saw the way he looked at me after telling me he didn't have anything lined up for tonight. But that's not me flirting either. That's a man behaving the way men behave. I still think it's cute you got jealous," she said. 

She slipped the head of his cock into her mouth and her cheeks hollowed.

Chapter 3

He woke with a start at the sound of the door clicking shut. The room was dark and, for a moment, he forgot where he was. Then it all came flooding back. The plane trip. The slip in the parking lot. The back pain. He gently twisted his torso and was relieved to find the back pain absent. That brought another cascade of memories. The sexy blowjob Angela had given him before mounting him and harvesting his seed, as she'd called it. She really had become incredibly horny to be saying such things.

He didn't remember falling asleep, though. And now there was someone shuffling along the floor of his hotel room in the dead of night. A panic gripped him. His hand shot out to the nightstand and the lamp on it. He pulled the chain and the bulb came on, a warm yellow glow filling the room. His lips parted and he drew in a breath at the sight of Angela at the center of the room.

She was wearing a slim, knee-length black dress, black tights and a pair of black high-heeled shoes. She was clutching her purse to her chest and had her hand on the couch as she'd been trying to maneuver through the room in the darkness. Her shoulders sagged and her head lolled to one side as she let out a giddy chuckle. "Drats," she whispered. "I was trying not to wake you."

"Where were you?" he asked, discomfort thrumming through him.

She caught his eye as she kicked off her heels and threw the purse on the floor. Sitting down on the bed she peeled off her tights, then pulled the dress off over her head before slipping under the covers in her underwear  and bra. She had the yeasty-sweet smell of sparkling wine on her breath as she smiled. "I went for a drink," she said quietly.

The discomfort hardened into something more concrete. Somewhere between jealousy and fear. He chided himself in his mind for having such a juvenile reaction. "By yourself?" he asked, the lower half of his body tensing and that insufferable tickle forming between his balls and his anus.

She looked sideways and giggled. "I went down by myself," she said. There was something about her giddiness that unsettled him further. Of course he knew she went for cocktails with co-workers and whatnot. This was different. She'd obviously gone down to see Carl. And Carl was a stranger. A stranger who seemed to have less than honorable intentions towards her, given how he'd sized her up in the foyer earlier that day.

"But you ran into Carl," he said, staring at her rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes.

"Something like that," she said. She turned her head and her expression turned sweetly innocent. "Why? Does that make you jealous?" she whispered.

He wasn't sure if she knew the way that filled his lungs with air or not. She seemed to. She seemed to enjoy the shift in his emotions. This time he enjoyed it, too. They weren't normally like this. They didn't test boundaries or apply pressure to points that might fail. She was pressing him into unknown territory. Herself, too. And she looked like she was really enjoying it. "Maybe a little," he admitted.

She rolled onto her side, pressed the tip of her index finger to his nose and smiled. "That's so sweet," she squeaked.

He wasn't sure why she would have found it sweet but he sure liked the energy coming off of her. Saucy with a hint of danger. And sex. Desire seemed to be oozing out of her pores. "What did you two talk about?" he asked.

She shrugged and looked up towards the ceiling. "Oh, this and that," she said. "He asked me to come skiing with him tomorrow morning."

The admission drilled down straight to his cock. A very vivid vision blossomed in his imagination, of Angela slaloming down a slope with Carl behind her checking out her beautifully tight ass in the designer snow suit Rick had bought her as an early Christmas present. "H-he did?" he stammered, breathless.

"What do you think?" she whispered, her hand slipping down between his legs to where his cock was far harder than it should have been. Her eyes widened as she palmed it.

A sudden lust gripped him and he rolled towards her, trying to press his hand between her legs. He groaned as a dull ache formed in the small of his back, the shadow of his earlier pain.

"No, no," she said, pressing a hand against his chest and rolling him onto his back again. "I don't think you should over-exert yourself just yet," she whispered. She sat up and slipped her bra off her shoulders, then pulled her underwear down her legs. She tucked her fingers into the elastic of his and pulled them down his legs. Swinging a leg over his lap she mounted him and let the silky, wet petals of her sex settle against his rigid prick.

His mind immediately tossed out the question of why she should be so wet? Was it from sneaking into the room in the dark, then stripping and mounting him without any foreplay? Or was there another, darker reason why her receiving organ had lubricated and was now leaking onto his cock?

She bent over him, squashing her breasts against his chest and smiling at him from just an inch or so away from his face. "I won't go if you don't want me to," she whispered.

He gazed into her eyes trying to discern what she was trying to do him. What, exactly, this game was about and whether he should possibly be worried by it at all? When he couldn't find that, he just let himself fall under the spell cast by her, the light sparkling in her eyes and the lusty energy emanating from her warm body atop his. "You should go," he found himself saying, not really feeling like it had been him who had willed the words at all.

Her eyes brightened and opened wider. "Really? Do you think so?"

"Why not?" he asked.

"I just wanted to make sure you weren't going to get...jealous," she said.

His body betrayed him. His cock flexed to rock-stiff, mashing against her outer labia in a way that made it perfectly clear that there was something about the prospect of Angela skiing with Carl that Rick found erotic.

"Oh my," she said, staring at him even more intently.

"That was nothing," he said.

"Nothing?" she asked.

"Nothing but your sexy, naked body up against me," he explained.

"Nothing to do with Carl, then," she said.

He flexed against her once again.

She slid her body forward until he felt the head of his cock against her dripping aperture. Sliding back down she slowly took him into herself.

He groaned as the velvety walls of her pussy squeezed around him.

"So maybe something to do with Carl," she whispered.

His cock hardened as if on command.

It made her snicker.

"You can tell me," she whispered, starting a slow rise and fall.

He looked up into her eyes, a bit bewildered at his own reactions.

"Tell me. I want to hear you say it," she said.

His body flooded with the pleasure of feeling her tight walls massaging the sides of his cock.  He looked down to see her beautiful body undulating atop him as she rode him for the third time that day. "T-there's nothing to tell," he whispered, watching her nipples stiffen.

"Tell me anyway," she breathed, her breasts moving up and down, the soft globes swaying as her speed increased.

He looked up into her mirthful eyes and sank deeper under her spell. She might have been tipsy but she was fully in control of herself. And of him. He liked it. He liked being under her spell. "You should go skiing with Carl," he said quietly. His cock throbbed inside her.

She pressed her hands against his chest and sat up on him. Her waist and hips started swiveling like a belly dancer as she milked his cock with her tight pussy. "Is that all I should do?" she whispered.

"Do whatever you want," he whispered, his cock stiffening and swelling in her pussy.

Her eyes widened. She pressed her hands against her belly and slid them sensuously up her body to cup her breasts. "Whatever I want?" she asked.

His balls tensed. "Whatever you want," he said.

She leaned back a little, pressing her hands behind her on his thighs and grinding her sex against him. Her lips parted and her eyes lost focus. "You know...Carl was...Carl was saying...things," she said.

Rick felt his balls tighten between his legs at her confession. Now he was sure she knew what she was doing and he loved it. She looked so sultry and sexy riding and grinding against him. He could even start to imagine her doing the same thing to someone else. The thought shocked him and he gasped.

She shook her head and her hair swished side to side across her shoulders. She leaned forwards again, put her hands back on his chest and started rolling her hips back and forth. "You know how you were worried earlier that I was flirting?" she asked, gazing into his eyes.

He nodded. "Uh-huh. Yeah," he muttered.

Her hips started rolling faster. Her lips parted and she stared into his eyes as she continued riding him. "Carl said he thought I was...he said he thought..."

"What did he say?" he whispered.

"He said I was flirting. Just like you said. Just like you did," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper.

"W-what else?"

"He said I was the most gorgeous woman he'd ever seen."

His eyes opened even wider. What was she saying? Why was she telling him that she'd gone down to the bar and flirted with the guy who'd probably saved her from a broken collarbone? And why in the hell did he like it so much that she was?

Her smile faded and now she looked like she was all business. Her pelvis was grinding relentlessly against the root of his cock and she looked desperate to finish.

"And what did you say?" he asked, his hands rising to rest on her hips.

"I-I said you were my husband and he...he said he didn't care," she panted, her mouth opening wider as her breathing grew more ragged.

"He did?" he gasped.

"He told me to ask you if you'd mind if he fucked me?" she whispered.

His heart slammed in his chest and his cock swelled inside her. The image of Angela and Carl, locked together and rutting, flashed through his mind sending an electric jolt up his spine to his brain. His cock throbbed.

Angela moaned atop him. She threw her head back and her pussy started squeezing his cock as she came.

He had to will himself not to thrust his hips up to press his cock deep inside her. He lay on his back, rocking her back and forth with his hands as his cock erupted, blowing seed deep up into her pussy. They rocked and rolled through a shared orgasm. When Angela's had finished she picked up the comforter, wrapped it around her shoulders and lay down on his chest.

He stared at the top of her head for a long time, wondering if he should ask her the question he so desperately wanted to ask her. Finally he drew in a breath.

"Yes," she whispered.

"Yes?" he asked.

"Yes he really said that," she replied. She slipped off and onto her side on the bed next to him. "Does that make you jealous?"

He gazed into her eyes unable or unwilling to believe that the good doctor Carl had really spoken those words to her. "Kind of," he finally answered.

She nodded. "But you like it?" she asked.

Another long silence stretched out between them. "Kind of," he said again.

Chapter 4

When he woke up the next morning to sunlight streaming through the windows, Angela was gone. He saw her unpacked suitcase on the stand, her ski-suit missing as well as her hat and goggles. Sitting up on the mattress he carefully twisted his torso to one side, then the other. The pain, miraculously, seemed to be mostly gone and he'd only done the one round of pain killers. He pulled his cell phone off the bedside table and swiped it open. The tiny orange message icon at the top of the screen caught his attention. He thumbed to his messages and opened a text from Angela that made him let out an audible gasp.

It was a picture, a selfie, taken on a ski lift very high up off the ground. She was smiling and leaning sideways, her face pressed against Carl's shoulder. Carl was wearing sunglasses and a black ski-jacket and grinning into the camera. The message below read, 'Heading up for a run with Carl. We're meeting at the bottom of the hill for hot chocolate at eleven. Join us?'

His heart thundered in his chest at the sudden, violent recollection of her words in the middle of the night and of the flirtatious game they'd played leading up to her admission about what Carl had said to her. Now she was up on the hill with Carl, probably laughing and skiing and laughing some more. He glanced at the time. Nine-thirty. How had he slept so late? Those pain killers were really something.

He slipped off the bed and walked to the bathroom.

He stepped into the shower, turned on the water and lathered himself up. He couldn't believe his wife was out there, with a stranger, skiing and probably flirting. The memory of what he'd said to her the night before kept haunting him. 'Do whatever you want.' But that had been before she'd told him that Carl had asked if he could fuck her. The craziest thing was none of this was making him feel bad in any way. Quite the opposite. It excited him a little, knowing Angela was out there having an adventure with another man. He couldn't remember the last time they'd been this playful with each other.

Once he was dressed he headed down to the lobby and had a quick bite for breakfast at the small canteen by reception. He surfed through the news on his phone, checking the time every few minutes or so until eleven o'clock rolled around. He stood up from his table and stretched his arms out to check how his back was doing. Everything seemed a-okay. Walking out into the lobby he paced back and forth a bit, eyeing the doors that led to the hill and watching for Angela and Carl. His heart skipped a beat when he saw the two of them come in through the revolving door, Angela laughing at something Carl had said.

They were both in full ski-gear, though Carl had stripped his jacket and was holding it in his hand. As they approached he couldn't help but notice the way Angela's ski-suit was cinched tight around her waist, highlighting the delicious curves of her hips and thighs. The two of them were wearing mirrored aviator sunglasses, which Carl peeled off and held in one hand as they walked up to where Rick was standing. "Hey, friend," Carl said. "How's the back feeling today?"

Angela quietly slipped over by his side. She craned her neck and gave him a peck on the cheek.

Her presence warmed him. He looked over and smiled at her. She had the same, mischievous glint in her eye but it didn't look as dangerous. He wondered if what she'd said the night before had been just a game? "The back's feeling much better, thanks," he said, not taking his eyes off Angela.

She flashed a wide smile.

"How are the slopes?" he asked, turning to look at Carl.

"Awesome," Carl replied. "But I think you should stay off of them even though your back's fully healed. They've got a great gym here with a pool. Do you swim? I'd do some stretching, then some laps. Low impact stuff to make sure you've got your strength before you go twisting and turning down the hill."

"Yeah," Rick said, nodding. "That sounds like a good idea. You two going to head back out?" he asked, looking from Carl to Angela.

She squeezed his arm. "I'm gonna' tag along with you. A pool sounds nice." She looked at Carl. "Thanks for letting me tag along," she said.

Carl smirked, then snickered. "Yeah. Right. Your girl sure knows how to ski," he said. "See you this evening if you're up for it." He turned and walked towards the elevators. Rick looked down at Angela. "You have a good time?" he asked.

"A blast. Carl's a great skier," she replied. "Is your back really feeling that much better?" she asked, a hopeful look on her face.

"It really is," he replied.

"Babe that's amazing! Did you just finish your breakfast?"

"A little while ago," he said.

"Want to come upstairs with me and get ready for the rest of our day?" she asked, a twinkle of mischief in her eye.

He nodded. "Yeah. I do," he said. They rode up the elevator together in silence. He followed her into the penthouse and watched as she peeled her ski-suit off of her body.

"I'm going to grab a quick shower," she said. "Want to join me?" she asked with a wink.

He smirked and followed her into the bathroom. He gazed at her body as she stripped, then stepped into the shower with her as she turned on the water and stood under the stream. He pressed up against her back, wrapping her up in his arms. "Hey about last night," he said quietly.

She started to giggle. She turned to face him and moved them out from under the jet of water. "What about it?" she asked.

"Did Carl really say all that stuff? All that dirty stuff you told me about last night?" He felt his cock start to awaken at the thought of it.

She nodded, her ponytail bobbing up and down at the back of her head.

He gazed into her smiling eyes some more. There was a strange, warm energy moving between them. He was happy she'd asked him to come upstairs and have a shower with her rather than going back out with Carl. It made him feel like no matter what crazy things Carl said to her she wasn't going to get up to any shenanigans with him. "Why do you think he did that? Why would he tell you to ask me if he can fuck you? That's crazy."

She giggled and shrugged. "I think Carl's not the kind of guy who worries too much about what's crazy and what's not or what other people think." She reached down between his legs and started rubbing the head of his penis with her thumb.

It felt strange letting her do that while they talked about her having sex with another man. "Angela? Are you serious about this? Are you considering doing this?" he asked. His chest went tight as he waited for her answer. Another shocking jolt tore through him when she shrugged in reply to the question. "Angela?" he whispered.

She bit her lip and looked off to the side. Her thumb stopped working circles along the underside of his cock. She wrapped her warm, wet palm around his shaft and stroked him a few times.

"You'd sleep with another man?" he whispered, his voice full of disbelief.

"Only if you'd let me," she quickly replied.

His cock hardened in her hand. He took her by the wrist and pulled her palm away from his penis.

"What's wrong?" she asked, furrowing her brow.

He shook his head. "I don't want to get these two things confused. I feel like I need clarity of mind to consider this and that's kind of hard to achieve when you're...jerking me off."

She slipped her wrist from his grasp and gently wrapped her hand around his cock again. "Or maybe you don't?" she offered.

"What? What do you mean? This is, like, a big deal what you're saying here," he said.

"I guess that's sort of what I'm getting at. Maybe it doesn't have to be?"

His eyes widened as he stared at her in shocked horror.

"Before you freak out just hear me out please?" she asked.

He had no idea what she could say that would convince him this was a life-changing event they were talking about. But they'd always had such an open, honest relationship. The least he could do was give her the benefit of the doubt. "Okay," he said, his tone cautious.

"What if sex with other people is just a big deal because...we make it a big deal?" she asked.

"I mean it's kind of a big deal to me that you'd consider having sex with another man. I'm not going to lie about that."

"Right. Of course. I'm not asking you to. But why's it a big deal for you?"

He resisted the urge to let out a sarcastic laugh. Sex was a big deal because it was...sex.

"It's a big deal because we've never done anything like that before, right? If it's never been an option then it's always been a big deal. So let's say there's someone we meet, or who meets us, and they're interested in having sex. You're interested. I'm interested. And we're all adults. Why should it be a big deal?"

He opened his mouth to speak but no sound came out.

"You got kind of jealous yesterday, right?" she asked.

He nodded.

"It was kind of cute. But it kind of got you turned on, too. Didn't it?"

He nodded again, though he was reluctant to admit it, even to her.

"Does it turn you on thinking about me with Carl?" she asked.

His cock went stiff in her hand. He groaned when she tightened her grip and stroked it a little slower. He nodded again, even though he would have preferred to keep that a secret, too.

"So if it turns you on maybe it's something that would make you feel good. Maybe it would make it easier if you could watch?"

He drew in a sharp breath and his mouth fell open. "Watch? What are you talking about?"

She bit her lip in that coy way again as her hand worked his rigid cock. "Carl told me that if you were on the fence about this I should tell you that you could watch. That maybe that would nudge you in the right direction."

It seemed to Rick that Carl was quite the puppet master. It occurred to him that perhaps he should be offended that another man was propositioning his wife knowing full well she was married. The part about him watching them threw him for a loop. He'd never even considered that. What would it be like to watch Angela having sex with another man? It'd be like watching her in a porno movie and that sure as hell sounded really, really hot. "Babe what's going on here?" he asked. "Are you falling for this guy?" he said, laughing in disbelief.

She gave his cock a slow, hard stroke and pressed herself against him, gazing up into his eyes. "No of course not. Don't be silly," she said, shaking her head and giggling. "You're my husband. I love you."

"What is it, then?"

"I'm not falling for Carl. But I am kind of falling for the way he makes me feel. He made me feel pretty fucking hot yesterday at the bar."

He imagined them at the bar together, leaning over the table and whispering back and forth. Flirting. Carl hitting on his girl, his wife, his beautiful Angela and Angela loving the attention she was getting from him. "So...you're asking me if you can have sex with him?"

"I'm asking if you'll let me. Because I noticed when you said you got jealous you seemed kind of turned on, too. And then when I said all that stuff about Carl in the middle of the night you...you know," she said, twirling a finger in the air.

"I just don't understand how you can tell me you're attracted to another man. I'm your husband."

She raised an eyebrow. "You've never looked at another woman before and thought 'huh, maybe?'"

"I don't look at other women that way."

Her lips formed a straight line and she tilted her head to one side. "You don't watch porn, Rick?" she asked.

He scowled and shook his head. "That's different. Those are just videos and..."

"You know there are real women in those videos," she said, interrupting him mid-sentence.

He opened his mouth but realized she had a point. He was being a tad misogynistic. "I don't want to have sex with the women in those videos," he muttered.

"But you watch them having sex," she said. "This way you could watch me having sex instead." She grinned when his cock flexed in her hand again. "I wouldn't even be bringing this up if you weren't having these reactions," she said, looking down at his penis. "You were so hard inside me yesterday I couldn't believe it." She gazed up into his eyes again.

"Is this something you've wanted to do before and not told me about?" he asked.

"Nope," she replied. "This is all super strange. But Carl's really sexy and I've never met a man that direct. Takes some balls to hit on a married woman in front of her husband even if you did save her from a nasty fall. That kind of confidence is...hot."

He thought for a long time, Angela gently stroking his cock and gazing into his eyes. After a few minutes he couldn't hide from the fact that there was no rational reason to reject her request. He was curious about it. It did arouse him. And if she wanted to try it, why not? Especially if they'd let him watch. That part turned him on more than anything. "You really want to do this?" he asked her.

"If you'll let me," she said.

"Okay. I'll let you. I love you."

"Oh baby," she groaned, leaning and kissing his neck. "It's so fucking hot that you'd do this," she whispered. She sank to her knees and took his cock into her mouth.

Chapter 5

He was nervous as they walked into the dimly lit bar that evening. He scanned the room and felt a momentary relief when he didn't see Carl anywhere.

"He's in a booth at the back," Angela whispered. She took him by the hand and led him across the floor. They rounded a tall fern and saw car sitting in a booth that was tucked away in the corner. His heart fluttered when Carl saw them and smiled. She led him up to the booth and stopped in front of the table. "I've got to use the ladies room," she said. Letting go of his hand she spun on her heel and sauntered away, her ass swaying sexily as she walked.

He felt slightly abandoned when she left, then realized that was silly. He was a grown man. An adult. It was his choice to be there. He could handle whatever was coming.

"Have a seat," Carl said.

"Sure," Rick replied, smiling at him. He became acutely aware of how studiously Carl was watching him but had a hard time meeting the large man's gaze. "Thanks for taking Angela out on the..."

"Let's cut to the chase, Rick," Carl said, flashing a friendly smile. "Angie's going to be back any minute and I wanted to have a little chat with you in private."

"O-okay," he stammered, a little taken aback by Carl's directness. Hearing him call her Angie kind of stung, too. Angela didn't like cutesy nicknames.

"It's not every day I do this," Carl said.

"Do what?" Rick asked, wanting to make sure they were both talking about the same thing.

"Ask a married woman to get into bed with me. My ex-wife cheated on me and I'm not ever going to be the kind of guy to fuck up another man's marriage. But what happened yesterday was special. I don't know if you saw it or felt it, but something passed between me and Angela when she fell into my arms."

Rick's guts twisted a little. He nodded. "I did see it," he admitted.

"Right," Carl said. "I don't like having regrets. You only live once and you never know how much time you've got left. When I see something I want, I reach for it. Seize the day, kind of thing. But I don't reach for other people's shit without permission."

What he was saying was strangely soothing to Rick. The fact that he'd been married, cheated on and now had these boundaries made him seem a lot less dangerous.

"So I asked Angie to run this by you before I did. The fact you're here tells me that she did. So what do you say? Want to give it a whirl?"

Rick shifted in his seat and glanced towards the restrooms. No sign of Angela yet. He looked up at Carl out of the corner of his eye. "I want to say yes. Angela seems to really want this."

"But you're worried about you?" Carl asked.

"Kind of, yeah," Rick replied. "I'm not usually jealous but..." He let out an awkward chuckle.

"But you're talking to a guy who wants to fuck your wife. I get it."

Hearing Carl say it out loud took a bit of the air out of Nick's lungs.

"Let me just say this. You are never going to experience a thrill like watching your beautiful wife fuck another man. Now I know I've got a bit of a conflict of interest here, handing out advice like that," he said, chuckling. "But you're going to be on the edge of your seat the whole time. Guaranteed."

Rick saw the door to the ladies room swing open and Angela step out through it. He looked at Carl who was staring straight at him with a level gaze. His gut was saying to trust him even if his brain was still a little freaked out about the whole thing. "Alright, man. If you say so," he said, nodding.

Carl smiled and nodded.

Angela came up to the booth and slipped into the seat next to Carl, across the table from Rick.

Even that small gesture, choosing to sit next to the handsome black man instead of her husband, sent a potent excitement surging through Rick.

Carl stretched and arm out and around Angela's shoulders, turned his head and looked down at her. "I think we just got the green light," he said.

Excitement danced in Angela's eyes as she looked across the table at Nick. She slipped a little lower in her seat. A moment later Rick stiffened as he felt her toe graze the inside of his thigh towards his cock.

They ordered drinks and soon Carl was telling them funny stories about learning to ski in his forties.

Watching Angela laughing, obviously entranced by the man, filled Nick with a mixture of arousal and trepidation. She looked so happy and sexy, her head tipped back a little, her chest rising and falling as she giggled. It was the first time he'd seen her look so alive and vibrant with someone other than him.

A while later Angela and Carl went up to the bar to get a round of drinks. Rick watched her, her body language seeming to be a lot more relaxed than earlier. When Carl put a hand around her waist, like she was his girl, Rick felt a lump rise in his throat. It eased when they came back and Angela slid into the booth next to him instead of on the other side with Carl. She pushed a shot glass towards him on the table. "One more nightcap before we go upstairs?" she asked, raising her own.

Rick picked up the shot glass and raised it towards the center of the table. The three of them clinked their glasses together then downed the shots at the same time.

Carl reached into his pants pocket, pulled out a wad of bills and counted out a hundred dollars. He tossed the bills down on the table.

"Hang on a second, you don't have to pay for our drinks," Rick said, reaching for his wallet.

Carl put a hand on his shoulder. "Oh no, friend. Tonight's on me for sure," he said. He offered Angela a hand.

She took it and stood up, giggling.

Carl put a hand around her back and together they started walking through the bar towards the entrance.

Rick watched them for a moment, mesmerized by the way Angela's body moved next to Carl's hulking frame. He was shaken from his stupor when they paused and turned at the door and Angela laughed and waved her hand for him to come join them. A deep embarrassment welled through him as he made his way across the room. It felt like everyone was watching him and knew exactly what was going on between Angela and Carl.

When they got into the penthouse elevator Carl immediately turned towards Angela, put a finger under her chin and tipped her head up and pressed his lips against her mouth. The kiss seemed to startle Angela as much as it startled Rick. Her eyes popped open and she stiffened at first. But then her mouth relaxed and her eyelids lowered. She let out a long, quiet moan.

The sound of her pleasure was like an aphrodisiac, instantly sending a wave of lust coursing through his body. He stared, transfixed, as Carl slipped a hand around the back of Angela's neck, cupping it. The other slipped down the back of her dress, pulling her tight against his body as he kissed her.

Rick watched his wife's cheeks grow rosy, her eyes close and her mouth open. It was obvious she was enjoying the kiss and it made Rick feel like his own chest might explode with excitement.

Carl slowly broke the kiss and smiled down at her.

Angela opened her eyes and blinked a few times, then smiled back up at him.

"I've been wanting to do that since the bar last night," Carl whispered.

Angela looked over her shoulder at Rick and smiled. She let out a giddy giggle and blushed a little harder. "Babe, I think I'm a little drunk," she whispered.

Carl smirked.

"That was a crazy kiss," she added.

Carl's eyes drifted over her shoulder and locked on Rick's. "Hopefully your man enjoyed the show," he said, his gaze turning dark.

"I did," Rick replied, his voice cracking a little. He felt a little sheepish and out of place staring at them like a pervert as they kissed.

"You just relax, man," Carl said. "I'm gonna' take good care of your girl." Leaning over her he slipped his hand inside the top of her dress, sliding the fabric down over her shoulder to reveal the creamy mound of her breast. He bent his head down and gently kissed the top of her exposed breast.

Rick watched as the man's lips parted and his tongue slipped out, lapping at his wife's bare skin. His cock stiffened inside his pants and his chest heaved as he drew in a breath. The electronic bell dinged in the elevator and the doors slid open at the penthouse.

Carl turned Angela around until her back was to his chest. He leaned over her and kissed her neck, then led her out the door and into the penthouse.

Rick followed them in.

With his hands on Angela's shoulders, Carl made a beeline to the bed. He stopped at the foot of the bed and turned her to face him, then leaned down and pressed his lips against hers in another deep kiss. He thrust his tongue into her mouth and his hands cupped her ass, pulling her against him.

Angela gasped as she felt his bulge press against her crotch.

Carl let her go and reached up to her shoulders, sliding the straps of her dress off and letting it fall down to her ankles. She wore a black strapless bra, panties, a pair of sheer thigh-high stockings and some wonderfully high heels. "Why don't you have a seat so you can enjoy the show," Carl said, nodding towards the armchair in the corner of the room.

Rick shuffled to the chair but couldn't tear his eyes away from Angela. Carl had been right. Now that they were alone and he was watching Carl seduce his wife, Rick felt a thrill unlike any other racing through his body. Carl's enormous frame looming over Angela's petite body, his dark skin gliding along her alabaster flesh, his dominant gaze as he stared into her eyes...it was a lot to take in.

Carl kissed his way down the nape of her neck to her chest. He reached around her and undid her bra, then dropped it to the floor. He kissed his way down her breasts, licking and nipping at the soft flesh and drawing her nipples into his mouth.

Angela moaned, her lips parting and her eyes closing. She turned her head towards Rick and her eyes fluttered open. She gazed at him for a few seconds with her lips parted.

Rick smiled at her, a feeling of intense love and arousal welling through him. Now that he was seeing her in Carl's arms his doubts and fears about letting her do this seemed to melt away. Carl was being so gentle with her and she looked like she was loving every single soft touch he gave her. She looked even more beautiful to Rick than she normally did.

Carl put his hands on her shoulders and lowered her to the bed. He bent down and cupped her breasts then kissed each of her nipples before kneeling on the floor in front of her and putting his head between her legs. "Lie back, baby," he whispered. He pulled her underwear to the side with his middle finger. With her sex exposed he tucked his hands under her ass and pressed his mouth against her already glistening pussy.

Angela moaned as Carl's tongue licked up the line of her slit. She fell back onto her elbows, her head sagging back towards her shoulders, back arching as she opened her legs wider so Carl could pleasure her deeper.

Carl's tongue probed into her pussy, darting in and out, lapping at the wetness oozing from her aperture. He brought his mouth back up and circled her clit a few times, his tongue swirling around the sensitive nub, before sucking it between his lips and tugging gently.

Angela let out a gasp and her back arched.

The sight of Angela's pleasure was so beautiful Rick felt a tear well in the corner of his eye. He would have never imagined that watching another man pleasuring his wife could give him such warm, loving feelings for her. Weren't people supposed to be upset if their spouse had sex with someone else? He felt nothing but love at seeing her so happy. Love and a thundering lust roaring through him.

Carl slipped two fingers inside her pussy and curled them against her g-spot, stroking the sensitive spot rhythmically. His tongue swirled faster, teasing her clit and sending bolts of pleasure coursing through her body.

Her thighs tightened against his head and her back arched further, pressing her pussy harder against his mouth.

Carl formed a seal around her clit with his lips and lapped at it with his tongue, groaning as he did it.

"Oh god!" Angela gasped. She put a hand around the back of Carl's head and pulled his mouth in tight against her sex. Her legs shook and she let out a low moan as her body collapsed on the bed, trembling.

Rick shook his head. His cock was rock hard. He wanted desperately to have his wife back all to himself. He thought about how he was going to fuck her brains out when he got his hands on her again. The thought only made him more desperate to have her.

Carl pulled his mouth slowly away from her pussy. He grabbed the elastic of her panties, pulled them down her legs and tossed them aside. He put his hands on the bed and stood up, then started undoing his shirt. He threw it on the floor and pulled his belt open.

Angela hauled herself up onto her elbows, a dreamy look in her eyes. She looked up at Carl and smiled. "That was..."

"That was just the start," Carl growled. He unzipped his pants and stripped them down his legs, revealing a long, thick, uncircumcised cock.

Angela's eyes widened and her jaw dropped. She stared at the long, thick organ hanging between his legs.

Rick felt a sudden, unexpected jealousy rip through him. Angela had never looked at him the way she was looking at Carl's cock. It passed in a flash when she turned and locked eyes with him.

"You want to see me suck his cock, baby?" she asked quietly.

His heart started to hammer hard in his chest.

Carl lifted his cock in one hand and started to stroke it. He took a step towards the bed as Angela shuffled to the edge of it, her eyes darting between Rick's and Carl's growing erection.

"Tell me what you want, baby," Angela said.

"I want...I want you to suck his cock," Rick whispered. A shiver raced down his back at hearing himself say the words.

Angela reached out and let the tips of her fingers graze along the side of Carl's black cock. Her tongue slipped out between her lips and she licked them. She leaned forward and took Carl's cock in her hand, stroking it a few times before leaning in and licking the tip.

Carl let out a groan and put a hand on the top of her head.

Rick watched Angela's lips parting and heard the faint sucking noise of her mouth closing around Carl's cock. A wave of jealousy rolled through him, then another flash of hot excitement. She looked so sexy as her lips slid down his cock. Her mouth stretched wide and her eyes closed.

She took the head into her mouth and bobbed her head up and down a few times before sliding him in deeper. Her lips sealed tight around his shaft as her mouth slid down, then sucked as she pulled her mouth back, drawing a groan from the black man.

Carl's hand tightened on her head, his fingers twisting around her ponytail.

Angela's eyes popped open and she gazed across the room at Rick. She held his gaze for a moment then let out a muffled moan as her mouth slid back down Carl's shaft. Holding it deep inside her mouth she slipped off the edge of the bed and onto her knees.

Rick's mind went wild with excitement. Seeing her on her knees, sucking another man's cock, a thick black cock, was a shockingly erotic experience. He felt his own cock pressing painfully against the fly of his pants.

Carl groaned and his abs tightened. He started slowly thrusting his hips, driving his cock in and out of her mouth.

Angela's hands slipped behind his thighs, pulling him close. She let him saw his cock in and out of her mouth a few times then pulled her mouth off him, her lips making a wet popping noise as his cock sprang free. The sound seemed to shock her. She put a hand over her mouth and burst into giggles.

Carl chuckled, stroking his cock in front of her face.

Rick gasped at the lewd noise, drawing Angela's attention.

"Sorry," she whispered, still laughing.

"No, no, I think your man likes it," Carl said.

Her eyes fluttered up to Carl's, then back to Rick's. "Is that right?" she asked.

All Rick could do was stare in stunned silence at what was happening.

"Maybe he wants his girl to be a dirty little slut for him," Carl said.

Angela's eyes narrowed as she stared at Rick.

Carl brought his cock closer to her mouth and gently tapped the head against her lips.

Rick gasped again when she stuck her tongue out and let Carl smack it with his prick. His heart was racing and he realized he was digging his fingernails into the arms of the chair.

Angela wrapped a fist around the black cock. She pulled the foreskin back exposing the swollen head. Licking it like a lollipop she put her mouth on it again and let Carl guide her head back and forth.

Carl put both hands on her head and slowly fucked her face. He groaned as he slid his cock in and out of her mouth.

Rick watched, mesmerized by the sounds her wet lips were making as they sucked on Carl's shaft. He shifted in the chair and adjusted his cock in his pants.

Angela bobbed her head a few times, her cheeks caving in as she sucked hard on Carl's cock. She pulled away and it popped out of her mouth again. She turned and looked at Rick. "Take your cock out, baby," she said quietly.

Rick felt a momentary embarrassment. They'd never involved anyone else in their sex life and it felt a little weird thinking of jerking off with a stranger in the room.

"She's right, man. Enjoy the party," Carl said. He gripped his cock and ran the head lasciviously over her bottom lip.

Rick undid his pants and reached into them. He pulled out his rock-hard prick and stroked the head, the pressure of his hand around it providing a momentary relief from the tension in his groin. It was a good sized cock and he’d always been secretly proud of it. It wasn’t as big as Carl’s, though.

"Stand up, baby," Carl said, reaching down with a hand to help Angela stand. He pulled her to her feet and swung around her and sat down on the bed. His cock stood proudly between his legs the head nearly reaching his rib cage.

Angela's eyes widened as she stared at it.

"Come here, girl," Carl said. He grabbed her by the waist and spun her around to face Rick. Putting his hands on her hips he pulled her down over his lap.

"Go slow," Angela said over her shoulder, sounding a little nervous.

"That's why we're doing it like this. That way you choose how much goes in and how fast," Carl said, arranging her over his lap so that her pussy entrance was right above the head of his cock. "And your man gets a good show," he said, nodding at Rick and chuckling.

Angela bent her knees to squat over Carl's lap. "Wait!" she whispered. "I want him here with me." She reached out a hand towards Rick.

"Uh...I..." he muttered, again unsure if what she was asking for would be okay with Carl.

"Get on over here man," Carl said.

Rick got up from the chair. He let his pants fall to the floor and walked over to the bed.

"I want you to hold my hands this first time," Angela said. "I want to do this together."

He took her outstretched hands and held them. His stomach twisted as she squatted lower over Carl's lap and the head of his cock pressed against the soaked petals of her pussy lips.

"Kiss me," Angela whispered, staring up into his eyes.

Rick leaned down and pressed his mouth against hers.

Carl put his hands on Angela's hips and helped her descend, pulling her down over the tip of his cock.

Angela let out a loud gasp and broke the kiss. "Oh my god," she whispered.

Rick could see the shock in her eyes. "Are you okay?" he whispered back at her.

"It's just...so thick. I never felt one like that." She looked down between her legs at Carl's thick, black member jutting into her. Her grip tightened on Rick's hands and she slid down lower, pressing more of the cock into her pussy.

Rick held his breath, wondering if it was too much for her.

Carl groaned and his fingers dug into the flesh of her ass.

"Oh my fucking god," Angela moaned, her mouth dropping open.

"You are so fucking tight," Carl groaned.

"Baby?" Rick whispered.

"So...fucking...good," Angela groaned. Her eyes opened and her gaze darted from his, then back down between her legs. They opened wider. She threw one hand around Rick's neck and pulled him into a hot kiss. Relaxing her thighs she slid down the length of Carl's prick, taking Rick with her until he had no choice but to break away from the kiss and fall to his knees. Still holding her hand he stared at the dark column buried inside her. The sight of the two plum-sized balls beneath it, looking swollen to the point of bursting, sent a chilling fear tearing through him. "Baby," he gasped looking up at her. "Baby he's in...he's in you bare."

Angela gasped and a hand shot to her mouth.

"Everything alright?" Carl asked from behind her.

Angela's eyes darted nervously side to side.

Rick stood up off the floor, looked off to the side and rubbed the back of his neck. "She's, uh, she's not on any birth control," he muttered.

"Oh shit," Carl said. "Hold up then." He put his hands on her waist and helped her to stand.

Out of the corner of his eye Rick saw the column of flesh emerging from his wife's pussy. It was coated in whitish clumps of her lubricating juices. He stared in horrified amazement as it fell out of her and more of her lubricant gushed out of her. He'd only ever seen her fluids clear and sticky. He wondered if somehow her body had adjusted the consistency because of how wide Carl had stretched her?

Carl stood up off the bed. "How come you're not on anything? You like to live dangerously?" he asked, chuckling.

Angela's eyes fluttered to Rick's. "We’ve started trying for a baby," she said.

Carl let out a low whistle. "Alright then. We'll have to be careful," he said.

A dark feeling drifted over Rick at what Carl had said. With Angela completely unprotected they'd have to rely on Carl's extra large condoms. But condoms were only, what, eighty percent effective? It felt deeply irresponsible taking that chance. He couldn't understand why his cock throbbed at the thought of Carl impregnating Angela with his seed. His lust bubbled even hotter as he watched Carl cross the room and pull a condom wrapper out of the pocket of his pants.

Tearing it, he pulled out the latex condom and threw the wrapper onto the floor as he sat down on the bed. Pinching the tip, he rolled the condom down his wet penis. Even at extra large the rubber at the base only reached three quarters of the way to the root of his cock. Grabbing Angela by the hips he pulled her over his lap and this time pulled her onto his cock himself.

She gasped again as it filled her. She put her hands on her thighs and squatted slowly up and down, adjusting her pussy to the girth of Carl's prick.

Rick retreated back to his chair and sat down on the edge.

He watched as Angela rode the cock slowly up and down for a few minutes. A wave of relief washed over him. At least Carl's penis was now sheathed in rubber inside her.

Carl's hands roamed her body, caressing her curves, cupping her breasts and gently pinching her nipples. When Angela picked up the pace he put his hands on her hips and savored the feeling of her riding him. "That feeling good?" he asked. "You ready to try something different?"

Angela bit down on her lip and nodded.

Carl pulled her off of himself. He stood up off the bed and eased her down onto it. "Lie back and enjoy the ride," he said.

Angela fell back onto the bed, her arms reaching up above her head. She spread her legs open, her pussy gaping from Carl's thick prick.

Carl's huge frame hovered over her. His massive, muscular thighs flexed as he crawled between her legs. His dark torso rose up and loomed over her as he positioned his cock at her entrance. "Ready, sweetheart?" he asked, gazing down at her.

She nodded.

"Tell me you want this," he whispered, his voice low and seductive.

"I want it," Angela whispered.

"What do you want?" he growled.

"Your cock," she gasped. "Please. I need it."

Rick's heart was hammering as he watched Carl ordering her to beg him for it. He knew Angela well enough to know she wouldn't be able to resist the urge to tell him what she wanted.

"Say 'fuck me, Carl,’" Carl commanded.

"Fuck me, Carl," Angela repeated.

Carl pushed the tip of his cock inside her.

She let out a high-pitched gasp.

Carl drove himself the rest of the way in and groaned as his cock slid deep inside her, stretching her walls again. He bent over her and put his hands on either side of her head. He slowly drew his cock out until the tip was barely inside her. He held it there for a few moments, letting her writhe beneath him.

"Fuck me, please," she groaned.

"Is that what you want?" he asked, his voice a husky whisper.

"Yes," she whimpered.

He thrust himself back into her and she let out another loud gasp. He pumped himself in and out of her, driving his cock deep into her.

"Oh god," she moaned.

Rick saw her hands come out around Carl's sides. They slid up his back, her fingertips bouncing along the ridges of his powerful muscles as he fucked her hard. Her legs splayed open wide and she wrapped her arms around them, her torso rolling back and forth as Carl rocked in and out of her. The sight of that dark cock pumping in and out of her had Rick reaching for his own cock again. He gazed at the sight, astonished at how much it turned him on.

Carl's thrusting slowed. He got up onto his knees, reached out and grabbed her by both ankles. Holding her feet high in the air he started thrusting again.

"Oh god that feels good," Angela mewled. She licked the tips of her fingers, pressed them against her clit and started rubbing.

"You don't need that. Grab hold the bed," Carl said, swatting her hand away from her pussy.

Rick winced. It was normal for Angela to have to masturbate when he made love to her. She wasn't terribly sensitive down there and needed a lot of stimulation to get off. Sometimes she even used a vibrator. But Angela seemed to go along with what Carl had said and grabbed the headboard so Rick decided not to say anything.

Then Carl really started thrusting. Gripping her ankles he drove his cock balls deep into her pussy before pulling it back out again.

"Oh my god!" Angela moaned.

"Yeah like I said," Carl said, staring at his cock gliding in and out of her cunt. He drove in and out of her so hard the bed shook underneath them.

Angela started moaning. Her toes curled and her eyes rolled back. Her abs flexed as she curled her body into each of Carl's thrusts, giving him access to the deepest parts of her.

"Yeah baby, fuck," Carl groaned, his teeth clenched. "Take that cock."

"Fuck," Angela cried. Her hands flew out and gripped the bedsheets. She squeezed her eyes shut.

"You wanna' cum, baby?" Carl asked.

Angela's eyes rolled as she nodded and hummed through tight lips.

"Here we go, baby," Carl grunted. He started pounding in and out of her, his cock making slick squishing sounds as it slipped in and out of her pussy. He was relentless, plunging himself deep inside her.

Rick watched his wife's hands twisting the bedsheets, her knuckles going white. He felt a deep ache in his groin at the sight. She looked like she was in heaven as Carl fucked her hard. He could tell her orgasm was getting closer. She started making that high-pitched mewling sound she made when she was close.

"Yeah baby," Carl groaned. "That's it."

"Oh, oh, oh," Angela moaned.

"You wanna' cum on my dick?" Carl grunted.

"Yes, yes, yes," Angela gasped, her chest rising and falling faster.

"I want you to scream my name when you cum," Carl growled.

"Fuck," Angela whimpered, her voice weak.

"What's my name, baby?" Carl asked, his cock gliding in and out of her, balls deep each time.

"Carl," Angela groaned, her whole body rocking as he hammered his prick into her.

"Scream it when you cum," he said, his teeth clenched.

"Oh fuck," Angela screamed. "Oh fuck, Rick!" Her body convulsed as a ferocious orgasm ripped through her.

Seeing Carl make her cum with his mouth and tongue had been titillating. Watching him pounding into her pussy through her orgasm felt life-altering. The shapes her body made, muscles and tendons pulling as she shook with pleasure touched the deepest part of Rick. He stared at her, gripping his cock and feeling beads of pearly pre-cum drip onto his fingers.

As her orgasm subsided her body relaxed, flopping on the bed as Carl continued fucking her. He grunted, let go of her ankles and curled over her, his thighs stretching her legs wide open and giving Rick a view of his cock buried inside her, pumping. Rick gasped each time he saw the cock flex, knowing it was spewing inside Angela. Even though he knew it was covered in a latex sheath it brought that tickle to his groin again. What if it tore or snapped? What if Carl's genetic material flooded Angela's fertile pussy and inseminated her waiting egg. He groaned and squeezed his cock tighter to keep himself from coming.

Carl's thrusts slowed. He came to a stop and lay on top of Angela for a few moments. The air in the room was perfectly still and heavy with the stench of sex juices. He slowly pulled out of her and hopped off the bed, collecting his things. He seemed to have an almost religious reverence for the moment Angela and Rick were about to share.

Before Rick knew it Carl was quietly slipping into the elevator and the two of them were alone.

Chapter 6

Rick stood up and shed his clothes in a series of motions he didn't feel fully in control of. He walked naked over to the edge of the bed. When he reached the edge he tipped his head, his eyes wandering over Angela's beautifully defiled body and finally settling on the wet mess of her stretched out sex.

She rolled her head towards him on the pillow. Her eyes opened. Her cheeks were flushed and a smile spread across her lips. "Come to me, baby," she whispered. She lifted a hand and reached out for his.

"You are so beautiful," he said.

She let out a soft laugh and reached for his hand.

He took her hand and climbed into the bed, easing himself between her legs and on top of her. His cock flexed as he felt the heat and wetness of her pussy.

She reached up and put her arms around his neck, pulling his mouth down onto hers. She kissed him for a long time, her tongue gliding lazily over his.

When she pulled away he looked into her eyes. "I can't believe it. I can't believe you just did that," he whispered.

She giggled and blushed hotter. "Did you like it?" she asked.

He shook his head. "I can't believe how much I liked it. I can't believe any of this."

She laughed as she wrapped her legs around his thighs and pulled him into herself.

He groaned at the feeling of his cock pressing into her hot pussy.

"Make love to me, baby," she whispered.

He started to thrust, slow and deep.

She moaned and tipped her head back, arching her back.

He kissed his way down her throat and onto her chest. His tongue swirled over her nipple, the hard tip peaking as he lapped at it.

"That feels good, baby," she said.

He moved to the other breast and did the same thing, his tongue dancing over her erect nipple. Her pussy felt cavernous compared to the last time he'd been inside her. The walls were slowly closing around him but the looseness helped him control his orgasm. He stared at her face as he thrust between her legs. She looked like a different woman than the one he'd left the room with earlier that evening. "Did you like it?" he asked, a little afraid of how her answer would make him feel.

She put  a hand on his cheek. "I loved it so much, Rick. His cock felt so amazing. I've never felt a cock that big before."

He groaned and squeezed his eyes shut. Her reply sent hot pain searing through him. As soon as it waned he wanted more. He opened his eyes to see her smiling back at him.

"You like that? Do you like the way that hurts?" she asked.

He nodded, thrusting up as deep into her as he could get.

"Did it hurt when I was riding him?" she asked.

"Yes," he admitted.

"Good," she whispered. She leaned and pressed her mouth against his. She sucked his bottom lip between hers and bit it gently.

He moaned as the sensation sent a shiver racing down his spine.

"It was so intense, Rick. I've never been fucked that hard or deep before."

"Tell me more," he whispered.

She pulled his head down

and put her lips next to his ear. "I want him to fuck me again," she whispered.

He groaned and his cock flexed inside her.

"I want to feel that thick cock stretching me again," she went on. "I want to feel him use me. I want to be his dirty girl. Will you let me, baby? Will you let me fuck him again?"

He felt her reach down between his legs. She cupped his balls in her warm, damp palm and squeezed them gently.

He hissed as his cock throbbed inside her. "Yes," he whispered.

She let out a happy giggle. She squeezed his balls again. She reached up with her free hand and stroked his hair, looking into his eyes.

"Will you suck his cock again for me?" he asked, his eyes boring into hers.

She nodded and a smile spread across her lips.

"I want to see him put his thick cock inside your tiny pussy," he whispered.

"Oh yeah, baby," she said, her smile broadening. "I'll do whatever you want, baby. I'll be your dirty girl and do whatever you want with that fat cock." Letting go of his balls she wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his torso and squeezed him as his body jerked and twitched through an orgasm between her legs.

He felt her pussy clench, then dampen and heat as he released a copious load inside her. His cock pulsed and spat as his mind drifted towards the dangerous position she'd been in. Nothing but a thin film of latex between her fertile, unprotected pussy and a massive load of black seed. It sent lust roaring through him imagining it swimming inside her. His body trembled as the tail of the orgasm flicked through him. He let out a deep groan and rolled off of her and onto his side on the bed.

She rolled onto her side, gazed into his eyes and smiled. "Rick? What were you thinking about just then?" she asked.

"Huh? When?"

"Just when you were having your orgasm. What were you thinking about?" There was a playful glint in her eyes.

He felt a sheepish smile creep along his lips. "What? Nothing. The usual stuff. You know," he muttered.

"No," she said, shaking her head. "That wasn't the usual stuff."

He laughed. "What are you talking about? You don't know what I'm thinking," he said, trying to move her away from the subject.

She propped her head up on one hand and stared at him insistently. "Please? Tell me? I really want to know," she said.

"It was just, like, you and him and stuff and how hot you looked and stuff like that."

"You're not being honest with me," she said, pretending to pout.

"Angela come on! I am being honest with you. It's weird talking about this stuff." He let out another awkward laugh.

"It's weird having sex with another man but I did it. I want to feel close to you. I want to know what's in your head," she said, pressing two fingers against his temple.

He blushed at the memory of what had sent him over the edge.

"See!" she said, touching his cheek with the tip of her finger and laughing. "I knew there was more to it than that! Now come on. Tell me. Please?" she whispered.

He took a deep breath and sighed. His eyes wandered side to side as he tried to form the jumbled thoughts into a cohesive sentence. "I thought..." he began, then paused. "I thought about what would happen if Carl's condom broke or something and his sperm got inside you," he said quietly.

"You mean you were thinking about him getting me pregnant?" she whispered.

"Yes," he answered, his heart hammering.

Her smile faded and her stare turned sultry. "And did that turn you on?"

"Yes," he whispered.

She bit her lip. "I thought about the same thing," she whispered.

His eyes widened. "What?"

"When we were together," she said, nodding.

"Really?"

She nodded. "The first time I came, while he was inside me, I imagined him blowing a huge load inside me."

His heart hammered harder and a wave of heat rushed through his body. He felt his cock stir and stiffen.

"Did you imagine that too?"

He nodded. "Yes, but baby we shouldn't even be talking about this. We shouldn't even be thinking about this. That's so dangerous and this is already dangerous with just the condoms. Tell me that if you have sex with him again you're going to make him wear a condom. Tell me. Say it."

She bit her lip again. She was quiet for a long time. Then she let out a sigh and smiled. "Alright," she said. "If I have sex with him again I'll make sure he uses a condom."

Relief washed through him.

"But only if I have to," she said, reaching for him.

"Wait what do you mean by that? What if he wants to..."

She pressed a finger against his lips and shushed him. She rolled over, straddling his lap. Reaching between his legs she stroked his growing erection, slowly bringing it to life again.

"Baby I don't know..."

"Shhhh," she said, putting a finger against his lips.

He watched as she reached behind herself and grasped his cock. She slid the head between the lips of her pussy, then lowered herself onto him.

He gasped at the sudden, tight warmth surrounding his cock. Her pussy was back to the usual tightness he remembered and the friction of her creamy walls against the shaft of his penis was exquisite.

She moaned, a dreamy look in her eyes. Her hips swiveled as she fucked him. "If I really, really have to then I'll make him wear a condom," she said in a sing-song voice. She fell forward, her breasts squashing against his chest. "But can you imagine what it would be like if he came inside me?" she whispered. Her eyes were wide and there was something wicked in them.

He shook his head. "Angela don't. You shouldn't. We shouldn't even be talking about this."

She nodded. "I know," she said quietly. "But I really, really want to feel his come inside my bare pussy."

He groaned as his cock strained inside her.

Chapter 7

His back felt completely normal when he got up to go to the bathroom in the middle of the night. He went back to sleep and woke up at six-thirty the next morning. After putting the coffee on he walked over to the bed and gently shook Angela awake.

She made her usual groaning morning sounds at being woken up until she opened her eyes and remembered where they were.

"Ready to hit the slopes?" he asked, smiling at her. He'd slept like a baby and the events of the previous evening felt more like a hazy dream than something that had actually happened.

She grinned back at him and swung her legs out over the edge of the bed.

They grabbed a quick breakfast at the buffet downstairs then headed out to the slopes.

A few hours later they were back at the lodge for a hot chocolate break. They were sitting in front of the big windows overlooking the mountain. Angela had her legs tucked under herself in the over-sized chair and her gaze was drifting aimlessly around the room.

Rick sipped his hot chocolate and glanced at her. He could tell she was daydreaming. She had a wistful look in her eyes. He wondered if she was still thinking about what they'd done last night. "Everything okay?" he asked.

Her eyes drifted to him and she smiled. "Yeah, fine. I was just thinking about last night," she said.

"Yeah me too. How do you feel?" he asked.

"I'm okay," she said, raising her mug and taking a sip of the steaming liquid.

His chest filled with love for her. He'd always wanted to make her the happiest woman in the world. It felt a little strange knowing that what would make her happiest was being in another man's arms. But even he'd had trouble focusing on the runs. His mind had continually wandered back to the previous evening and to watching her fuck Carl. He leaned forward and squeezed her knee. "You want me to go find him?" he asked.

She let out a gentle laugh and set her mug of hot chocolate down. "We're here to go skiing," she said.

"We're here to have a great vacation," he countered.

She looked up at him from under her brow. "I don't want to make you feel like..."

"Hey," he said, interrupting her and knowing exactly what she was going to say. "I'm having a hard time not thinking about him, too," he said.

She raised an eyebrow and one corner of her mouth curled in a smile. "Really?"

"Really. Let me go see if they'll give me his room number at the front desk."

She bit her lip and nodded.

A renewed sexual excitement surged through him as left Angela at the cafeteria and walked through the lobby to the front desk. He walked up to one of the hotel agent's and leaned over the counter. "Hey. I was wondering if you could put me in touch with someone that's staying at the hotel?" he asked.

The woman picked up the desk phone. "Room number?" she asked.

"Actually I don't have the room number," he said.

She frowned. "I'm afraid we can't give out guests room numbers."

He leaned closer to her over the counter. "This is kind of a special situation. My wife tripped getting out of our taxi and this guy, Carl, caught her and I was hoping to bring him something as a thank-you for doing that," he explained.

The woman's expression brightened. "Oh! Dr. Johnson. Of course. You must be Rick."

"Oh were you on duty when it happened?"

She smiled and shook her head. "Dr. Johnson stopped by and gave us instructions to go ahead and give you his room number in case you asked. Let me just try him." She picked up the phone and dialed the three digit room number. "Hello Dr. Johnson this is Melissa at the front desk. I have Rick here. He was hoping to connect with you." A moment later she put the phone back in it's cradle. "He's in five-oh-one," she said.

Rick rapped his knuckles against the counter. "Awesome. Thanks," he said. He jogged across the lobby and into the cafeteria. Angela was sitting where he'd left her and her mug was empty. He leaned over her chair and kissed her on the cheek. "Dr. Johnson's expecting us in room five-oh-one," he said quietly.

Her eyes widened as she looked up at him. A smile sprouted on her lips. "What? He is?"

"Apparently he left instructions at the desk in case we tried to get in touch with him," he explained.

Her eyes seemed to sparkle at the revelation. She got up out of her chair and grabbed her ski jacket off the back of it. "Can we go?" she asked, a little breathless.

"Of course," he said.

A giddy energy raced through him as he led the way to the elevator and up to the fifth floor. They turned down the corridor and found the room. He knocked on the door and felt a shiver race down his spine. He turned and smiled at Angela.

She bit her bottom lip and gave him a wink.

Carl's face appeared in the crack of the door as he opened it. He opened it wide and waved them in. "Glad you could make it," he said, grinning at them both.

Rick stepped inside, his eyes sweeping the room. It wasn't as big as their honeymoon suite but it was a fairly large room with a queen size bed and a couch along one wall. It had a table and a small kitchenette in the entrance hallway and a door to the bathroom beyond that.

Carl was wearing a pair of track pants and a white t-shirt. He walked over to the window and it was clear he'd been working out. His skin glistened and his t-shirt was dark with sweat. The door swung shut behind Rick and Angela. They stood in an awkward silence for a few moments.

"You're going to have to give me a few minutes to shower," he said, smiling and grabbing a towel off the rack.

"I could come with you," Angela said.

Her quick reply knocked Rick slightly off balance. He looked over and even she looked a little surprised at what she'd said.

"I mean...if you wanted to, or whatever," she muttered, looking away as  a blush rose to her cheeks.

Carl let out a soft chuckle. "Yeah. I like that. That sounds like a good idea." He looked up at Rick. "You mind if I borrow your girl for a bit?" he asked.

The question sent a bolt of arousal shooting through Rick. He shook his head.

Carl waved  a hand towards the bathroom door. "After you," he said to Angela.

Angela looked giddy as she kicked off her boots and shimmied out of her snow pants.

Rick stared at the way her round ass swayed in her tights as she stepped into the bathroom.

"Be right out," Carl said, following her inside.

Rick's heart sank a little. He'd been hoping for another show. He pulled off his ski jacket and sat down on the couch. He couldn't help but stare at the door wondering what was happening on the other side. Was Carl kissing her? Was he pulling her clothes off? Was his cock already hard and pressing against her? The thought sent a shiver racing through him. After a few minutes he couldn't take it any more. He stood up and quietly walked over to the bathroom door. Thankfully Carl had left it open a crack. His jaw fell as he saw their reflection in the mirror.

Carl and Angela were both already naked. He was standing in front of the mirror with his hands on the vanity. She was on her knees between his legs, her lips wrapped around the bulbous head of his black cock, sucking it to life.

Rick's own cock stirred, pressing against the front of his ski pants. He was transfixed by the sight of her on her knees. The memory of her telling him how much she'd wanted Carl's cock flashed through his mind and his cock flexed in his pants again.

"That's it, girl. Suck that dick," Carl grunted, putting a hand on the back of her head.

Rick winced. Carl seemed to be in a different mood than the one he'd been in the previous evening. A little more gruff, a little less gentle. Maybe it was the testosterone from working out.

"Yeah, that's good," Carl said. "Now get down under there and suck them balls, too," he said.

Angela's eagerness to crawl under his legs and slurp one of his testicles into her mouth came as a surprise to Rick. His eyes widened as he watched her lapping at the leathery nut snack, pulling it into her mouth and rolling it around on her tongue. They hadn't even showered yet. His cock stirred to life at how dirty she was being. He watched in astonished fascination as she cleaned Carl's balls while Carl stroked his cock over her head.

Carl grunted as she started playing with his other testicle. He crouched a little lower over her. "Now get 'em both in there," he ordered.

Rick gasped when he saw Angela stuff both of Carl's balls into her mouth. They bulged out the sides of her cheeks as she tongued them.

"That's good. Now get up. Get up," Carl said. He grabbed a fistful of her hair as she scrambled to her feet.

Her mouth was a wet mess of saliva and she was panting. She licked all around her mouth as Carl spun her around and bent her over the toilet. He grabbed her ass cheek with his free hand and spread it sideways until he could see her outer labia. They were slick with her pussy juices.

Rick grimaced. Had she really gotten that wet just from sucking Carl's balls? She seemed to be acting a little differently now, too. Needier, like she just couldn't wait to feel Carl's big cock inside her again.

Carl grunted and sank to his knees behind her. "This pussy go skiing today?" he asked.

Angela bit her lip and whimpered "yes."

"Showered yet?" he asked, leaning in and drawing in a deep whiff of her scent into his lungs.

She shook her head, craning her neck to look back over her shoulder at Carl. "No," she whispered.

"Fuck I love eating dirty pussy," he said. He pressed his lips against her sex and greedily slurped her slick lips into his mouth.

Angela shuddered. She grabbed the toilet tank to steady herself as Carl's tongue flicked in and out of her entrance. "Oh my god," she groaned.

"Damn. You are one fucking nasty woman," Carl growled. He stood up behind her and ran his cock along the length of her ass crack. "Man I love that stink."

"I need it," Angela whimpered, wagging her ass up and down.

"Say 'please, Carl.'"

"Please, Carl. I need it. I need it so bad," she whispered, her voice strained.

Rick was taken aback at how different she was acting, too. Angela had dirty talked about being his dirty girl but he hadn't expected her to go so dirty so fast. His cock was bulging out of his pants as he watched her reflection in the mirror. He gasped when she pulled her ass cheek to the side and whimpered another "I need it," at Carl.

A wide grin stretched across Carl's lips. He stepped forward and pressed the tip of his cock against her opening.

She let go of her ass cheek and gripped the edge of the toilet, pushing back against his cock.

"Yeah, baby, give me that pussy," Carl growled.

Angela threw her head back and moaned loudly as Carl pushed his cock into her.

He took his time, savoring the feeling of her walls gripping him as he drove his thick black cock into her. He stared at it as it slipped into her tight hole.

"It's so fucking thick. God it's so thick!" she moaned as he stretched her. Pushing against the toilet tank she slowly impaled his cock deeper and deeper inside herself.

A tremor raced down Rick's back. Those 'I need it's' sure sounded pretty genuine. Either she had acting skills she'd been keeping from him or she really did need Carl's cock. The thought made him shudder with excitement. At the same moment it dawned on him that Carl was, again, inside her without protection. His cock strained so hard it bulged his ski pants even more. The danger felt too intense, though. "Um, guys?" he muttered through the opening in the door.

"Huh?" Carl asked.

"Should put something on," he said.

"It's alright," Carl replied. "I'll blow it on her ass."

Rick sucked his lips in between his teeth as he watched Carl's cock sink into her again. It didn't feel right that Carl didn't seem to care about his wife's safety. Then again, maybe Angela's unprotected pussy had made him reckless. Maybe it had him so worked up that he wasn't thinking clearly. The thought that she'd turned Carl's brain to mush sent a wave of heat searing through him.

"That's it," Carl grunted. He had one hand on her ass and his hips were swaying as he sawed his cock in and out of her pussy. "Goddamn this is some good pussy," he groaned.

"It's all yours," Angela said, panting.

Rick's insides twisted. He knew she must be playing it up a little, acting dirty for him. But hearing her tell Carl her pussy was all his sent angst twisting through him. He stared at Carl's thick tool as it slid in and out of Angela. Seeing her pristine, pink flesh getting penetrated by the dark, muscular organ was deeply thrilling. He grabbed his cock and massaged it through his ski pants.

Carl raised his hand and brought it down on Angela's ass in a loud smack that reverberated through the bathroom. He grabbed the plump flesh of her tush and shook it around his prick. "So fine," he said. He slowly raised his eyes to Angela's. "That pussy's squeezing good," he growled. "You want it don't you?"

Angela's eyes darted to Rick's reflection in the mirror.

Rick understood instantly what the question had been about. He gave his head a few quick shakes but his hand rubbed harder along his cock. This was insane. Carl blowing his load in Angela's unprotected pussy would drive him wild with lust and crazy with worry for the rest of their vacation.

"He wants it too, doesn't he?" Carl said, nodding towards Rick.

Angela whimpered.

"You want a big load of black baby seed up in your pussy," Carl repeated.

Angela's brow arched as she whimpered again.

Carl laughed. "Fuck that makes you even tighter. What do you say, baby? You want to get filled up?"

Angela nodded her head frantically.

"Tell him," Carl said.

Angela's gaze shot to Rick's reflection. Her eyes were filled with desperation. She bit her bottom lip. "I want it, baby," she whispered. "I want him to fill me with his black seed."

"You hear that, Rick? Your woman wants a black man's load in her pussy. You okay with that?"

Rick felt like he was watching someone else nod their head.

"You want to watch me shoot it deep inside her?" Carl asked.

Rick felt a tremor race through his body.

"I'm gonna' breed your wife, Rick," Carl said.

"Fuck," Rick groaned.

"You know how good that's gonna' feel, Angela?" Carl asked.

"Yes," she gasped. "Give it to me, please. I need it so bad."

Carl's eyes went

back and forth from Angela's face to Rick's. His eyes were wild with lust and his breath was coming faster. "You ready, baby?" he asked.

Angela's eyes shot open wide and she bit her bottom lip.

Rick felt like he was in a slow motion car wreck. He could see the moment of impact coming. His groin was so tight he was going to nut inside his ski pants. Out of nowhere some rational impulse gripped him. He threw the door open and his hand shot out. "No!" he shouted.

"Ahh!" Angela moaned, her body shaking with an oncoming climax.

Carl pulled his cock out of her pussy and pointed it at the small of her back, pumping hard with his fist. He let out a long, low grunt and a huge jet of come sprayed out the tip of his cock. He pointed his penis at the small of her back again and squeezed, milking a second, then a third blast of seed onto her skin.

Angela's hand shot to her crotch. She started rubbing herself furiously with two fingers. As Carl emptied his load onto her back and ass she reached the orgasm that had been snatched from her when Carl pulled out. Her knees bent in and she mewled as she flicked her slippery puss.

Rick couldn't take his eyes off the pearly white ropes of Carl's semen painting his wife's body. His heart was hammering and his breath was coming in shallow gasps.

Carl stepped back and leaned against the bathroom wall. He wiped his cock against the outside of her thigh and sighed.

Angela was still panting and moaning, her orgasm subsiding.

Carl turned the water in the shower on, looked at Rick and smiled. "I'd certainly never do anything without everyone's enthusiastic consent," he said, chuckling. "But you'll come around. You know it as well as I do." He stepped into the shower. "Take your wife upstairs and get her cleaned off. Your room's a little bigger. We'll be more comfortable up there. "I'll be up in half an hour or so. We'll use her real good tonight."

Chapter 8

Walking through the hotel lobby knowing that underneath her clothes Angela was covered in Carl's semen brought a peculiar sort of arousal to Rick's loins. A momentary shame fell over him as they passed Melissa at the front desk and she smiled at them. Angela's cheeks were still very rosy with arousal and Rick couldn't help but wonder if Melissa knew what had happened up in five-oh-one. He smiled back and ushered Angela towards the penthouse elevator, putting a hand over his crotch to hide his erection.

Upstairs she stripped for him in the bathroom. Carl's sticky cum was all over the inside of her tights and underwear. It had caked on her back and some of it had dribbled down into her ass crack. He found himself unable to tear his eyes away from the sight of it on her body.

"I guess you liked that," Angela said, giggling.

"God that was so dangerous," he whispered.

Her lips parted and for a moment she looked like she was going to say something, then changed her mind. She stepped up to him and grabbed his shirt and pulled it up over his head. She got down on her knees and pulled his pants and underwear off before standing up again, leaving them both standing naked in the bathroom.

His eyes roamed down her beautiful body and his stiff cock flexed. "Are you sure he didn't get any inside you?" he asked her.

Her smile widened. She reached out and took him by the hand. She walked him out to the bed and sat down on it. "We should probably check," she said quietly. She leaned back onto her elbows and spread her legs apart. 

He let out a shuddering breath as he sank to his knees in front of her. He'd always enjoyed going down on her. Now the prospect of licking her after Carl had ejaculated on her body was almost too much for him.

She reached down between her legs and spread her pussy lips apart with her fingers. "Put a finger in me," she whispered.

He eased his finger into her pussy hole. He bent it and scooped out a dollop of her juice. Relief washed over him when he saw only the clear liquid of her lubricant and no milky seed in it. He looked up at her and shook his head.

A smile spread across her lips. "Lick it," she said.

His mouth fell open and he drew a long breath into his lungs. He moved forward until his shoulders were between her thighs. His hands gently eased her legs further apart. His eyes were transfixed by the sight of her glistening sex, the petals of her vulva puffy and swollen. His nostrils flared and he drew in a long breath, filling his lungs with the aroma of her arousal. The air was laced with the scent of Carl's seed.

"Oh god," she whispered.

He leaned forward and licked her outer labia, slowly drawing the flat of his tongue up her slippery groove. The taste of her juices exploded in his mouth. He groaned and closed his eyes as the sensory experience of eating her pussy overwhelmed him.

"Mmmm," Angela moaned, her fingers curling around the bedsheets.

"Mmmm," he echoed, licking her again. He sucked her clit into his mouth and rolled his tongue around it.

She raised her head off the bed and looked down her torso at him. Reaching forward she put her hand around the back of his head and cradled it. She rocked her hips, grinding her pussy into his mouth.

He sucked her clit, his tongue flicking the underside. His hands were on her inner thighs, pushing them further apart.

"That feels good, baby," she whispered. "Oh shit. That's nice. Keep licking my pussy."

His tongue darted up and down her slippery folds. She was so wet his chin was soon coated with her juices. He lapped at her, savoring the taste and smell of her sex. He pressed his face harder against her. His tongue darted and flicked, tasting and probing.

"Oh fuck," she groaned. She was still staring at him.

He sucked her pussy lips into his mouth and slurped loudly. His cock was straining against the bed.

"Oh yes," she hissed. "Oh god."

He sucked on her clit. His tongue slid over it and under it. He flicked it again and felt her whole body tense.

"Oh yes! Right there!" she cried. "Oh my fucking god! Right there, right there, right there, right there," she chanted. Her fingers twisted the sheets and her thighs trembled. A powerful tremor shook through her entire body as she came.

Unable to resist any longer he grabbed his cock and stroked it hard and fast. He groaned into her orifice as semen exploded from his cock and splattered impotently on the wood floor between his knees.

He came down off his orgasm and opened his eyes to see her smiling at him. Pushing a hand against her thigh he pulled his mouth away from her pussy and stood up. Taking her hand he helped her stand up and walked her into the bathroom. Somehow they both knew what their roles were without talking about. Angela stepped into the shower and got the water running as he grabbed a towel and went to clean up the mess he'd made at the foot of the bed.

Rick heard the elevator ping while they were still in the shower. He quickly dried himself off, threw on a robe and opened the bathroom door and greeted Carl.

Carl grinned at him. "Hope you don't mind but I took the liberty of getting us a bottle of champagne. I was thinking we could have a drink, then go to work," he said.

Rick felt his body respond. He smiled. "That sounds great. Come on in." He walked back to the bathroom door and poked his head in. "Champagne," he called.

Angela was still washing herself in the shower. "I'll be out in a minute."

"Sounds good," Carl called back. He was busy unpacking the bottle and three flutes from a brown paper bag.

Rick stared at the muscular man for a moment.

"You good?" Carl asked, smiling and setting the flutes on the table.

Rick nodded. "Just a little confused, I guess," he admitted.

"Understandable," Carl said, chuckling. "But I'd try not to overthink it too much if I were you. There's lots of guys who get off on seeing their wife with another man. Trust me, I know," he said, laughing again.

Rick grimaced and shook his head. "It's just not really like me. I know you don't know anything about me but I'm..." He paused, not wanting to sound arrogant.

"A go-getter?" Carl suggested.

"Something like that," Rick replied, quietly chuckling.

"Lots of guys that are into this kink are guys like you. Professionals. High-achievers. Guys with a lot of responsibility in their day to day lives. It's relaxing letting someone else do the work while you watch, right?" Carl asked.

Rick laughed again. "I guess," he said. "I hadn't thought about it that way. I hadn't really thought about it at all before this, to be honest." He appreciated the clarity that brought. A darker thought formed in his mind. "Hey, so listen, since we're already talking and I've got my head screwed on straight I need to bring up the thing again."

"The thing?" Carl asked, turning towards him.

"The protection thing. I know it seems like Angela and I are really into...the big finish but it's just...that's too crazy. I think I'd be worried about it the whole rest of the time we're here."

"Oh I see what you're talking about. Rick you know I'm a doctor, right?"

"Yeah," Rick said.

"I'm going to do you a favor then. Stop worrying about it. Enjoy the ride. Trust me," Carl said, putting a hand on his shoulder and squeezing.

"Uh...okay?" Rick said, not exactly reassured by what Carl had said.

"Really," Carl said, nodding. "Shit's going to be okay."

"What's going to be okay?"

They both turned to see Angela emerging from the bathroom in a white robe.

"Nothing," Carl said, waving a dismissive hand at her. He turned and looked back at Rick. "I was just telling Rick not to worry so much," he said.

"Oh yeah. It's a vacation. Just relax," Angela said, giving him a wink.

He felt his stomach twist. Was it really not a big deal? Was he overthinking this? The thought of Carl's cock sliding bareback inside his wife's unprotected sex had been driving him wild with lust. They both seemed so casual about it.

"Where's my champagne?" Angela asked.

Carl chuckled and popped the cork on the bottle. He poured out

three glasses and handed them out.

Angela sipped hers and sighed. "This is nice," she said.

Rick took a sip. It was ice cold and delicious.

"Alright, baby," Carl said, holding his glass up. "Cheers."

"Cheers," Angela said, giggling.

Rick nodded. He tipped his glass back and took another sip.

"Alright," Carl said. "Let's get this party started."

Angela drained her glass and set it down. She let the robe fall off her shoulders and stood naked in front of Carl.

Carl let out a low whistle. "You are one sexy piece of white meat," he said, shaking his head. He set his glass down and grabbed her around the waist. He spun her around and walked her towards the bed.

Rick was still sipping his champagne. His eyes were fixed on Carl's muscular black arms and the way they enveloped his wife. His heart was pounding as the realization sank in that Carl had no intention of using protection. He took a deep breath and decided to just trust him like he'd said. Walking to the chair he sat down and settled in for another show.

Carl sat down on the edge of the bed. His hands slid down to Angela's ass and he gripped the plump flesh of her butt cheeks.

"Mmmm," she purred, arching her back and looking at him over her shoulder.

Carl pulled her cheeks apart and exposed her tight, puckered anus.

Rick stared, transfixed.

"Damn. That's nice," Carl growled. He leaned forward and pressed his tongue against the wrinkly flesh.

Angela gasped. "Oh my," she said. A fierce blush rose to her cheeks as Carl ate out her behind.

Rick's eyes widened. They'd always been way too vanilla to do any of that back door stuff. He hadn't even broached the topic, thinking Angela would say it was off limits. Watching her nipples stiffen as Carl lapped at her ass hole made him wonder if she'd let him in back there?

Carl sucked and slurped, drawing long lines up and down the crack of her ass with his tongue. His hands wrapped around her and he dipped one down between her legs, massaging her pussy.

Angela's back arched, pushing her ass towards Carl.

"You like that?" Carl asked. "Oh yeah you do!" he said, chuckling.

Angela looked over at Rick and giggled. She looked deeply embarrassed by how much she was enjoying herself.

Carl pulled away from her ass. He pulled his shirt off over his head then his pants and underwear down his legs before spinning her around and pulling her down to her knees on the floor. He lifted his cock and held the head in front of her mouth.

She opened her mouth and was about to take the cock inside it when Carl put a finger on her chin and turned her head so she was looking at Rick. "Give your man a show, girl," he said. He took her by the wrist and wrapped her hand around his cock then leaned back on his hands on the bed.

Staring at Rick she let the cock head flop down onto her tongue. Opening her mouth wide she slowly moved her head forward, the tip of her tongue flicking up and down the tip of his shaft as she took the head of his cock inside her mouth.

Rick's eyes widened and his breath caught in his throat. The sight of his wife's pink, delicate tongue caressing the head of a massive, black cock was stunning.

Carl let out an appreciative purr and tucked her hair behind her ear.

As she sucked more of the shaft into her mouth Rick had the perfect view of the cock sliding in and out of his wife's face. Her cheeks were bulging with his thickness. She bobbed her head and the slick shaft disappeared and reappeared.

"Fuck," Rick whispered, rubbing the palm of his hand along the bulge in his robe.

Carl grabbed her head and held it steady. He rolled his hips, his cock pumping in and out of her face.

Her eyes were still locked on Rick's and there was so much love in her expression. She may have been sucking another man's cock but she looked like she was doing it all for him. Carl let go of her head and settled back onto the bed. She turned her eyes up to meet his gaze and gave his cock long, luxurious pulls with her mouth. Her lips were wrapped around his shaft and they dragged along the length of it with a lewd, wet slurp.

"Oh fuck that's good," Carl moaned.

Her head bobbed faster. She cupped his balls with her hand and rolled them around in their leathery sac.

"Shit," Carl said, chuckling. "Girl knows how to be nasty, huh?" he said, turning to look at Rick.

Rick's heart skipped a beat as he watched his wife suck the thick, black cock. He shrugged in response to Carl's question. He'd certainly never seen Angela act nasty. She'd never given him a blowjob like that before. He stared at her and more excitement rippled through him when she turned and looked at him out of the corner of her eye.

She let her tongue fall out of her mouth and drag along Carl's cock. "You want it?" she asked Rick.

Rick blinked. He didn't know if she was talking to him or to Carl.

"You want him to fill my mouth with his come?" she asked.

Carl's lips curled in a smile. "Answer her, Rick."

"Yes," Rick whispered. He felt out of control but in the best way. It was just like Carl had said. Angela was his personal, live porn star playing out a dirty fantasy for him.

She climbed back onto the cock with her mouth and started working up and down on it. Grabbing it with a hand under her chin she started twisting her fist around it as she pumped up and down.

Carl reached down and grabbed her by the hair. He held her head and fucked her mouth, his hips thrusting. "That's good. Yeah, yeah, that's real good," he growled.

Rick's cock was throbbing inside his robe.

Carl's hips were bouncing faster now, his ass clenching as he fucked his cock into her throat. He let go of her head and she quickly pulled it away from his thrusting cock. She opened her mouth and held her tongue out, her hand flying up and down his wet shaft.

Carl grunted. "Fuck, yeah," he groaned.

His cock exploded. Thick ropes of semen spurted out the tip, splattering on her lips and tongue.

Rick gasped and stiffened in his chair at the sight.

Angela gobbled the cock back into her mouth and let Carl empty the rest of his load onto her tongue. She closed her mouth around him and kept sucking, her hand twisting up and down his shaft as she milked every drop of come out of his testicles.

Carl let out a satisfied groan and fell back onto the bed.

Rick's chest heaved and his skin felt hot and prickly. His eyes were wide and his cock was straining inside his robe. He watched her as she kept working Carl's cock, her lips sealed around the head, her hand milking it for more of his seed. She was moaning and sighing like a woman getting fucked and her eyes were glazed over with arousal.

Carl sat up straight on the bed as Angela pulled her mouth off his cock. He put a hand on her chin and smiled. "Open up, baby," he whispered.

Angela turned to look at Rick. She tipped her head back and opened her mouth.

Rick's eyes bulged as he stared into her mouth.

Her tongue was completely covered in Carl's white semen. She slowly rolled it around in her mouth, letting it spread out and coat her teeth and gums. Then she swallowed and showed him her clean, white teeth.

A shiver raced down Rick's spine.

"Mmmm. That was tasty," Angela said, laughing.

"So nasty!" Carl said, laughing along with her. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it. "Come on. Up on the bed," he said.

Still giggling, Angela climbed up onto the bed on her hands and knees. She turned her face towards Rick and stuck her ass up in the air.

Rick's pulse was pounding.

Carl reached out and smacked his cock against her butt cheek. "Damn, that's a good-looking ass," he said.

Rick watched the two round halves of her rear wobble.

"You ready to get fucked, baby?" Carl asked.

"Yes please," Angela said with another giggle.

"On your back this time. Legs up in the air," Carl ordered.

Angela rolled over onto her back and scooted her ass closer to the edge of the bed.

"Yeah. Like that," Carl said. He grabbed her by the ankles and pushed her legs up until her calves were against her shoulders. His other hand guided his cock towards her pussy.

Angela bit her lip and moaned when the head of his cock pressed against her soaked opening.

Carl's cock was already hard again. He swiped the head along the line of her pussy.

"Mmmm," Angela purred.

"Let's get some black dick up in there, what do you say?" Carl asked, smiling at her.

She bit her lip and gave an enthusiastic nod.

Carl turned slightly sideways, giving Rick an optimal view of his large cock as it slid into Angela's pussy. He leaned forward and the head slipped inside.

Angela gasped and closed her eyes. Her legs fell off of Carl's shoulders. She put her hands on her knees and spread them apart wide.

Carl sank his cock in deeper.

"Oh my god," Angela whimpered.

"You like that big, black dick, don't you?"

"Mm-hmm," Angela whispered.

"Say it," Carl demanded.

"I love it," she replied, her voice trembling.

"You love what?"

"I love your big, black dick."

"Yeah," Carl purred, grinning. He slid slowly back and forth, his cock moving in and out of Angela's drooling pussy.

Rick, barely able to stand the beautiful sight, gripped his own prick and started slowly stroking it up and down. He knew his body well enough to know he wasn't going to last very long.

Carl pushed deeper into her, his hips rolling as he sawed his cock in and out of her.

"Oh god," she groaned. Her head was tilted back and her fingers were digging into the backs of her thighs.

"Take that big cock, baby. Take it," Carl said. Again he was staring at the sight of his cock disappearing inside her. His balls hung low and heavy beneath his legs, looking like they'd already reloaded after his last ejaculation.

Rick shuddered at the thought of Carl's genetic material erupting inside Angela's core. What should have sent him into a panic instead had him mesmerized. He kept turning over in his mind what it would feel like to see Angela's belly growing from Carl's seed.

Carl pulled his cock out of her

and slid it along her slit a few times.

Angela whimpered at it's sudden absence.

"Scoot up on the bed a little," Carl said. As Angela crawled backwards he hopped up onto the bed and in between her legs. He lowered his body into the cradle of her groin and slipped his cock back into her pussy.

She moaned. Her pale hands drifted along the dark flesh of his back as she raised her legs in the air again.

Carl started fucking her harder.

She let out a squeak with each inward thrust, her hands running up and down his arms, over his muscular shoulders and along the back of his neck.

Rick watched, fascinated, as the couple fucked. Her legs were spread wide and he could see the glistening pink walls of her sex clinging to the veiny black shaft almost as if she were sucking him with her pussy now instead of her mouth. He trembled when Carl leaned over her and pressed his lips against hers in a long, romantic kiss. The way her body shook under his thrusts made Rick's cock harden. He felt a dribble of pre-cum ooze out of the tip and over his fingers.

Carl pulled away from the kiss and stared into her eyes, his hips thrusting, the motion now gentle and smooth. "We gonna' breed that pussy today?" he asked in a whisper.

The only part of Rick's body that was moving was his hand up and down the shaft of his cock. As Angela's head fell sideways their gazes met. Her eyes were half-closed and dreamy. "I want his black seed, baby," she whispered. It sent another tremor racing through him. His cock hardened in his hand. This was crazy. Utterly bonkers. Now that he was so deep under it's spell he needed to know what it would feel like to watch Carl empty his balls inside Angela.

She turned and looked up into Carl's eyes again, moving her arms around his neck. "Breed my pussy. I want you to fill me up with cum," she whispered.

Carl smiled and started thrusting a little harder. He leaned in for another kiss.

Rick felt like he might jump out of his skin at the tension in the room.

"Oh god," Angela moaned wrapping her legs around Carl's thighs. Her back arched and she took his cock even deeper into herself.

Carl's back was flexing and he was pumping his cock harder into her, his hips bouncing, his muscular ass clenching.

Angela's head fell back onto the mattress. Her body was shuddering. She was lost in the moment, her eyes closed as Carl caressed her breast with his hand and rubbed her nipple with his thumb.

Rick remembered what she'd said earlier. How she'd admitted to fantasizing about this very thing. Carl filling her with his seed. He was certain she was getting off on the same thing in that moment.

She let out a loud moan and her body seized beneath Carl.

Carl groaned as her pussy clenched him. He drove his cock balls deep into her pussy.

Rick's eyes fell back between Carl's legs. He watched the two dark orbs rising and falling as Carl's pelvic muscles flexed in contraction after contraction, emptying the contents of his testicles into Angela's fertile hole. He shuddered and stroked himself even harder as Angela's orgasm rippled through her. When he saw a pearly line of semen squeeze out between Angela's folds and Carl's cock he went over the edge.

"Oh fuck!" he gasped. He looked down at his own cock as the first splash of seed burst out of the tip. It speckled in a line along his robe. The second ejection bubbled and oozed out of him, spilling over onto his fist. His ass came up off the armchair pillow as the most spectacularly intense orgasm tore up and down through him. He looked back over to see Carl pulling his cock out of Angela. As the head flopped out a thick gush of ejaculate followed, spilling from her gaping hole.

The sight triggered another round of pelvic flexing, more cum shooting from his cock until his balls were completely spent. As the climax receded he was gripped by a panic and filled with regret. "Oh god," he whispered. "Oh god what did we do?" he asked, scrambling to his feet and not caring that his robe was half-open.

"Wow, wow, bro chill!" Carl said, standing up off the bed.

Rick staggered forward dropped his hands to the mattress and crawled up onto his hands and knees. "Oh god," he whispered again.

Angela sat up, a compassionate look on her face. She reached out, put a hand on his shoulder and shook him gently. "Baby it's okay," she whispered, smiling.

"But you're...you're full of..." he stammered.

Chapter 9

"Rick listen to me. Look at me. Look into my eyes. Look at me."

He looked up into her eyes, his mind still filled with disbelief at what had just transpired.

"He's snipped."

"Huh?" Rick muttered. He slowly turned his head to look at Carl.

Carl was smiling. He held two fingers up in the air and made a scissor motion.

"Snipped," Rick whispered.

"He's had a vasectomy," Angela said quietly.

"He's had a vasectomy," Rick echoed. A laugh bubbled up out of nowhere as he turned to look at Angela again. "Of course he's had a vasectomy," he said.

She started chuckling and put a hand on his cheek. "I'm not crazy. I wanted to put on a good show for you. I'm not going to actually let another man breed me, Rick. This is real life and not some crazy porno, remember?"

He started laughing harder. He fell onto his side on the mattress, then rolled onto his back and pressed his arm against his forehead. "Of course it's not some crazy porno," he said.

Angela and Carl started laughing with him. Carl walked around the room plucking pieces of clothing off the floor and getting dressed. With his clothes on he walked to the elevator. "I'm going to leave you two lovebirds to your own devices. Hit me up any time for a drink or...whatever!" He stepped into the elevator and the doors slid shut behind him.

Angela rolled onto her stomach and stuck her feet up in the air and waved them back and forth. "I guess you don't know me as well as I thought you did if you really thought I was going to take that kind of chance," she said.

"I'm sorry. I plead temporary insanity from...sexual paralysis or something," he said, chuckling.

Angela laughed. "Fair enough," she said. She narrowed her eyes and her smile turned sly. "Do you want to see it?" she asked quietly.

The tension returned to his taint and started working it's way towards his cock again. "Are you going to think I'm a pervert if I say yes?" he asked.

She rolled over onto her back, put her hands on her inner thighs and spread her legs open. "I already know you're a pervert," she said. "That's why I've been fucking Carl, remember?"

He laughed and shook his head as he crawled down her body and over her leg to lie with his face just inches from her sodden nest. Her aperture had re-sealed, the hole having resumed its usual tightness.  He pressed two fingers against one side of her pussy lips and pulled them apart. His eyes widened as a rivulet of Carl's seed trickled out of her. Gazing deeper into her dark hole he saw what was left inside her. A disgusting puddle of clumped, white goo swimming in her lubricating juices.

"Rick?"

"Huh?"

"Do you think you could get hard again?"

"Baby I don't know if I'll ever be able to get soft again after what I just saw," he whispered.

She giggled.

"What does it feel like?" he asked.

"I feel really full. Really wet and warm. Almost hot. Do you want to feel the inside of me?"

He nodded and started crawling up her body.

"Wait, I mean do you want to put a finger inside me and see what it feels like," she said, chuckling.

"Oh, yeah," he replied, laughing. He turned around and straddled her, his legs on either side of her torso. "Like this?" he asked, holding his index finger in front of her opening.

She smiled and nodded.

He slid the digit inside her.

"Oh shit," he whispered. He'd never felt anything like it. Her channel was hot and gooey and her slippery fluids dripped all around his finger.

"How does it feel?"

"Hot. Really fucking hot," he said.

She smiled and her brow furrowed. She bit her bottom lip and moaned. "Move your finger around," she said.

His eyes fixed on hers as he drew his finger along her inner walls, feeling the gooey sludge of come. "It's so warm," he said, marveling.

"You can pull it out now," she whispered.

He pulled his finger out and wiped it off on her inner thigh. Crawling up the length of her body again he settled in between her legs and pressed the tip of his cock against her opening.

"Can I fuck you?" he asked.

Her smile widened. "You'd better," she said.

He pressed his lips against hers and slipped his tongue into her mouth as his cock eased inside her. He'd never known the feeling of another man's come inside a woman before. A shiver raced down his back as he felt it seeping out of her, coating his shaft and dripping down onto his balls.

"Oh my god," she purred.

"How does it feel?" he asked.

"Like you're fucking a swamp monster," she said, laughing.

"I guess that's not the most flattering thing I've heard," he said, laughing along with her.

"Sorry, it's true. But I do like the feeling. I've always been a little into it. It's the ultimate proof, right?"

"What do you mean?" he asked, still rocking his hips slowly, letting his cock slide in and out of her.

"It's proof that I can really take it. That a man has wanted me enough to fill me up and try to put a baby inside me. It's the ultimate proof of lust, don't you think?"

"Uh-huh," he murmured. He was too distracted by the sensation of fucking her with another man's load inside her. It felt so intimate, so forbidden and taboo. The more he got into it the dirtier it felt, like his cock was being covered in the slime of a swamp creature. His breath was coming in ragged gasps as he drove his cock harder and faster into her.

"Is it good?" she asked, looking up into his eyes.

"Yes. God yes," he replied. "I can't believe you let him come inside you."

Her pussy clenched at the root of his cock and she gazed into his eyes. "It was so hot to know you were watching me, baby. Watching me take

Carl's thick load. Oh god it makes me so hot thinking about it," she moaned.

He fucked her a little harder, a little faster. The memory of Carl's powerful body penetrating her made his cock flex inside her tight channel. "Oh god," he whispered, the heat and stickiness of Carl's come and Angela's pussy driving him crazy.

"Fuck my pussy, baby," she hissed. "Fuck it. Breed my sloppy hole."

His eyes popped open and he stared down at her. Breed my sloppy hole were words he wouldn't soon forget. He wanted to take the dirty talk further but wasn't sure how she'd react. "You were such a dirty slut with him, Angela," he whispered, staring into her eyes.

Her eyes opened wider. "Yes, I was a dirty little slut," she whispered back. She mewled and dug her fingernails into his back.

He started fucking her faster.

"Tell me," she said, her voice quivering.

"I can't believe how dirty you were. You were so nasty and slutty for him. Taking his cock bare. Letting him use your mouth. Sucking his dick. Swallowing his load."

"Oh my god!" she whimpered. Her legs wrapped around his hips and she rocked her pelvis in time with his thrusts.

The heat pulsing up from his groin flooded his brain. His eyes fell to her heavy breasts, heaving back and forth beneath him across her chest.

"Put it in me, baby!" she squealed. "Give it to me!"

His cock pulsed, the trigger pulled by her desperate pleas. He let out a guttural groan as whatever was left in his nuts spilled, mingling with the filth already inside of her. He felt her pussy squeeze, then her thighs clench his sides as she came with him.

As the orgasm ebbed he slumped on top of her and rolled over onto his back, gasping for air.

She cuddled into his side, her head on his shoulder, a hand on his chest. "Did you like it?" she asked quietly.

"So much," he admitted. "You good?" he asked.

"I'm so sore, Rick. I don't even know if I'm going to be able to walk to the bathroom," she said with a giggle.

He wrapped his arm around her shoulder and pulled the sheets up over their bodies.

Chapter 10

They spent the next three days out on the slopes during the day and soaking in the hot tub in the evenings. They made love every morning when they woke up and every night before they went to sleep, their lust fueled by the sexual adventure they'd shared with Carl. On the evening of the third day, with Angela taking a shower and Rick perusing the room service menu, the phone next to the bed rang.

He set the menu down and walked over to pick it up. "Hello?"

"That Rick?"

"It is," he replied. 

"It's Carl. How are you two doing? You enjoying the vacation?"

"We're doing amazing, man. Hey sorry we haven't been in touch but..."

"Hey, hey, no need for apologies. I get it. You're all juiced up, aren't you? Can't keep your hands off each other?" he asked.

"Something like that," Rick replied, chuckling. He heard Carl laugh on the other end of the line.

"Yeah so I don't want to bother you or anything but I'm leaving tomorrow and I just had a friend of mine stop by to have dinner with me."

"Oh yeah?" Rick said, the inkling of what Carl might be hinting at already sending heat pulsing down to his loins.

"Yeah. So I don't know if you and Angie would be into something like this but, you know, I thought I'd ask anyways. Angie ever hook up with more than one guy at a time?"

A tightness formed in his guts and he couldn't speak for a moment. He cleared his throat with a cough, followed by an awkward chuckle. "Uh, no. Not that I'm aware of."

"What do you think? Think she'd be game for something like that?" Carl asked.

He felt an immediate impulse to say yes. If seeing her with Carl had been that hot watching her with two guys would probably set him on fire. But even though Angela's sexual curiosity had taken an adventurous turn he figured it was probably better to check in with her on this one. "Hey can I call you back in, like, five minutes? She's just in the shower."

"You know my buddy's either going to get a room and stay the night or hit the road so it would kind of be nice to..."

"I'll call you back in one minute," he said. He heard Carl chuckling on the other end a moment before he dropped the headset down into the cradle. He hurried to the bathroom and slipped inside. Angela had it good and steamed up just the way she liked. "Hey I'm in here," he said, so as not to startle her. He walked up to the glass shower door and peered in. It was completely steamed up.

A moment later her hand made a few circles on the glass and she peered out, grinning. "What's up?" she asked.

"You're going to think I'm crazy," he said, laughing nervously, "but I just got off the phone with Carl."

"Oh yeah? What did he want?" she asked, smiling.

"He asked me if you'd ever hooked up with more than one guy at a time before," Rick replied.

Angela's eyes widened and her cheeks flushed.

Rick grinned at the expression on her face. "So?" he asked, feeling nervous about her answer.

"What did you say?" she asked.

"I told him I didn't know but I'd call him back in a minute." He watched the smile fade from her expression and his heart sank. "It's okay if you don't want to," he said quietly. He watched her mull the idea over, his nerves buzzing because of Carl's deadline. It would suck if she decided to try it but his friend had left already.

She finally looked back up into his eyes again. "I mean I've always wanted to try it," she said.

His eyes widened. "You have?" he asked. She'd never said a thing about it.

She nodded.

"Why didn't you say something?" he asked.

She shrugged. "That kind of thing is sort of hard to bring up?" she replied.

"So do you want me to say yes?" he asked her.

"I'm just kind of nervous. Carl and I had some time to kind of get some chemistry going. This is going to be a total stranger. Is that going to freak you out?"

"No, I'm good!" he shot back. He let out an awkward laugh at how eager he sounded.

It made her chuckle, though. "Oh what the hell. Okay. Are they going to..."

He didn't hear the end of her sentence because he was already racing back to the phone. He dialed down to the front desk and asked for five-oh-one. His guts clenched tighter with each time it rang. They finally relaxed when Carl picked up.

"Hello?"

"She's into it," he said, trying not to pant.

Carl chuckled on the other end. "Alright, friend," he said. "We'll be up in a few."

He hung up the phone and started frantically pacing around the suite. He heard the water in the shower shut off and hurried into the bathroom to find her toweling off her hair.

"So what's the deal?" she asked.

"They're coming up."

"Shit. Okay," she said. "What did he say?"

"Nothing really. Just that they were coming up. I'll go wait for them," he said.

"Okay," she replied, giving him a nervous smile.

The phone rang again. He nearly tripped over the bed trying to get to it. "Hello?" he said.

"Hello! This is Melissa at the front desk downstairs. Just making sure that you've invited Dr. Johnson before I open the elevator for them to come up?" she asked.

His cheeks heated. Would there be any doubt now about what he and Angela were doing in their spare time. "Yes. Yes of course," he said. "Send them right up please."

"Alright!" Melissa said, then giggled. "Have fun!"

His stomach hollowed. She obviously knew exactly what was going on. Pushing the thought from his mind he walked over to the elevator doors and waited. The elevator dinged and the doors slid open. Carl stepped into the room followed by a refrigerator-sized black man in a black leather jacket that made Carl look quite small.

"Great to see you, Rick," Carl said, holding out a hand.

Rick took it and shook it.

"This is my friend Spike," Carl said, stepping aside.

Spike reached out a fat paw of a hand and smacked Rick's palm with it. "What's good? Where's the white meat? I'm ready to eat," he said, looking around the room.

The comment startled Rick.

Carl started laughing. "Spike's not much for chit-chat," he said.

Spike walked deeper into the room just as Angela emerged from the bathroom, a white hotel towel wrapped tightly around her body. "Oh yeah baby!" he said, clapping his hands together and rubbing them.

Angela's eyes popped wide open when she saw Spike. They ran down his thick frame and her lips parted in shock, presumably at his size. "Um, hi?" she said.

Carl clapped Rick on the shoulder a few times then walked over to where Spike was eyeing Angela. "Angie this is my friend Spike. Sorry for the short notice but he just popped into town this afternoon. I was talking about our adventures over dinner and he suggested you might be interested in trying a three-way."

Angela looked up at Spike again, disbelief in her eyes. She almost looked like she regretted agreeing to them, now that she saw how big he was. "Um...I'm sorry I'm just kind of nervous," she said quietly, letting out an awkward laugh.

"Totally understandable," Carl said, smiling. "Spike why don't you go have a seat on the couch. I'll fix us all a drink while you get dressed, Angela. I think you'll be more comfortable in clothes for the first little while."

Angela gave a small nod. She grabbed some clean underwear, tights and a t-shirt out of the open suitcase and slipped back into the bathroom.

Carl walked over to the table and Rick joined him.

"She seemed a little hesitant," Rick whispered.

Carl shook his head and smiled. "She'll be alright. Spike is a good guy. He knows what he's doing," he said, pouring three glasses of vodka and tonic.

Rick felt reassured by the statement. He was a doctor after all.

Carl handed the drinks out and sat down in a chair facing the couch. Rick took his and sat down in the chair next to him.

Spike was leaning back, his huge arms spread across the back of the couch, his legs wide apart, a grin on his face.

The bathroom door opened and Angela emerged, now fully dressed.

"Where are my manners?" Carl said. He stood up and walked back to the bar to fix Angela a drink.

"Thanks," she said, taking the glass and having a sip. She sat down on the couch beside Spike and pulled her legs up under herself, clutching the drink tightly.

"Spike's a massage and physio therapist," Carl said.

"That's right," Spike replied.

"I actually wonder if maybe a nice massage might help Angela relax?" Carl suggested.

"Fine idea," Spike said. He stood up, shrugged off his leather jacket and rounded the couch to stand behind Angela.

She looked meekly over her shoulder at him. "Okay. I guess," she said. She set her drink down and leaned back against the couch pillows.

Spike cupped his hands in front of his mouth and blew into them, then rubbed them together. Wiggling his fingers he set the thick palms down on Angela's shoulders and gave a gentle squeeze.

Angela's eyes rolled into the back of her head. "Oh my god," she moaned. "Those hands are magic."

Rick's eyes widened as he watched Spike smile and rub his way down Angela's arms. Strangely, it seemed even more intimate seeing her getting massaged than it had watching her having sex with Carl. Her sultry reaction sent a fresh excitement fluttering through him.

"Hey Rick?" Spike said, glancing up at him.

"Yeah?"

"Why don't you call down to the front desk and see if they have a massage table we can use."

"Uh, okay." Rick stood up feeling slightly awkward. He said a quiet prayer that anyone but Melissa was manning the phone. He dialed down and after two rings someone on the other end picked up.

"Front desk, Marty speaking," a man's voice said.

Rick breathed a sigh of relief. "Hi. We're up here in the honeymoon suite. We were wondering if the hotel has a massage table we could borrow?" It was still a slightly embarrassing request.

"Absolutely, sir," Marty said. "I'll have it sent up right away."

"Thanks," Rick replied before hanging up the phone.

He turned around and saw Spike standing behind Angela with his hands resting on her shoulders again.

"What did they say about the table?" Spike asked.

"They're bringing one up," he replied, walking back and taking a seat in his chair.

"Good," Spike said. "So, Angie, why don't you finish your drink then put on a robe to get ready? How does that sound?"

Angela grabbed her drink, tipped her head back and guzzled it back.

Carl and Spike both laughed at her sudden enthusiasm.

Rick smiled, feeling a little funny about the whole situation. Things had been fine with just Carl. Now that Spike was there he felt like he was going to be watched while doing the watching.

"If she thinks his hands are magic just wait until she pulls down his pants," Carl said as Angela disappeared into the bathroom. Him and Spike laughed again.

The elevator bell sounded. Rick got up and walked to the doors. His stomach twisted as it opened and he saw Melissa standing there with the massage table.

"Well hello!" she said, stepping into the penthouse. "Where would you like this?"

Rick glanced sideways at Carl and Rick who had turned and were eyeing Melissa. "Uh, I...I can get it."

"Oh it's not a problem at all," Melissa said, stepping past him. "Would here be okay?" she said, coming to a stop in the center of the room.

"That'll be just fine," Spike said, walking over from the couch. He stooped and helped her unfold the table and set it up.

Rick saw Melissa stealing glances at him as he helped her. When they were finished she flashed a big smile and looked straight into his eyes. "If you need anything else later, anything at all, I'll be just downstairs," she said.

Spike smiled and nodded three times. "I'll keep that in mind," he said.

She turned and walked past Rick into the elevator. As the doors were closing she raised her hand, waved her fingers and winked. "Have fun!"

Angela emerged from the bathroom wearing a white bath robe. She walked over to the table and stood in front of it.

"Rick go get me a towel, will ya'?" Spike asked.

Rick walked into the bathroom and grabbed a fresh towel. Walking back out he handed it to Spike.

Spike held it up in front of Angela. "Why don't you slip that robe off and you can lie down. This'll make you feel more comfortable," he said.

Angela slipped the robe off her shoulders and quickly lay down on her stomach on the table as Spike covered her with the towel. He was a real professional and Rick could tell she was feeling more comfortable. He took a seat on the couch by the wall to watch the massage.

Spike spent a good fifteen minutes on her shoulders, arms and back. He kept moving the towel as he worked, covering up her sensitive parts she might be embarrassed about, just like getting a real massage. Once he'd worked his way down her legs, though, he pulled the towel up her back to reveal the lowest part of her ass. He put a hand on each of her ass cheeks and gave them a good rub.

Rick's cock started growing at seeing Spike's black hands kneading her soft, white flesh.

Angela sighed and let her eyes drift closed.

Spike pulled the towel up a little further, revealing her lower back and the tops of her ass. His hands went to work on the newly exposed skin. He moved them in wider circles, his thumbs and forefingers digging into the muscles, working the tension out.

Angela's face was turned sideways, resting on the table. She bit her bottom lip and hummed. "Mmm," she whispered. She smiled.

Spike, seeing her relaxing, dipped a finger down past her ass crack.
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The sight of it disappearing towards her pussy brought Rick to the edge of his seat.

"Oh," Angela sighed. Her eyes fluttered open and met Rick's wondrous stare. "Oh god that's magic," she whispered.

Rick stared at Spike's hand between her legs. It was barely moving but he was obviously doing something right with it.

"Oh. Oh god," Angela said, her ass rising slightly into the air.

"Yeah? You like that?" Spike asked, his voice low and soothing.

"Oh my...that pressure. I've never..." Before she could finish the sentence her body began shuddering so hard it shook the entire table. She grabbed the sides as her ass rose high in the air from the climax.

Spike kept his hand pressed to her sex, applying the perfect amount of pressure to some magical spot.

Rick's cock was pulsing, the vision before him making him wild with desire.

"Oh fuck," Angela gasped, her head rising from the table. "Holy shit," she whispered, falling forward onto the table and rolling onto her side. She laughed and covered her mouth with a hand.

Spike smiled and wiped his hands on his jeans and smiled at her. "More where that came from," he said.

Angela eyed him up and down and seemed totally cured of whatever inhibitions she'd had. "Yes, please," she said quietly.

"Roll over on your back," Spike told her.

She didn't seem to mind when the towel fell off onto the floor.

"Oh those are nice," Spike said. He cupped one of her breasts with his hand and put the other hand between her legs again.

Angela's eyes closed and her body started gently undulating on the table as Spike massaged her pussy again. After a few minutes he rolled her nipple between his finger and thumb and gave it the slightest twist.

She gasped and arched her back up off the table, her legs falling open wider.

"Yeah, you just relax," Spike said. "You let Spike do all the good work."

Carl finished his drink, stood up and started taking off his clothes.

Spike dialed her nipple sideways again, his hand pressing harder against her sex.

Again she gripped the sides of the table. Her legs swayed open and she gasped as she started to shake. A plume of clear feminine ejaculate shot from her pussy and splattered along the massage tabletop. She stared at it with a mix of horror and disbelief but still enraptured by the orgasm rumbling through her. Her body shook and trembled in a way Rick had never seen before. Finally Spike released the pressure on her pussy and nipple and the orgasm ebbed as she laid back down on her back.

"Oh my god," she said, laughing, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "That's never happened before," she said.

"It's alright," Spike said, his tone soothing. "We're going to have lots of first times tonight." He raised his hand from between her legs and sniffed the tips of his fingers. "Oh baby you’re primed and ready," he said. He pressed his fingers against her mouth.

When he first saw that Rick winced, worried that would be the line. Angela wasn't into raunchy stuff like tasting herself. He gasped when he saw her mouth open and watched her slurp the fingers in like an obedient slut, eyeing Spike as she sucked them.

Spike grinned and his cock grew and bulged in his pants. "Now that's what I'm talking about," he said.

Angela closed her eyes and bobbed her head up and down his fingers, sucking and licking them clean.

Carl, now naked, walked up to the foot of the table, cock in hand, and started stroking himself.

Rick's heart started pounding.

Spike took his hand off her breast. He took two steps sideways hooked a thumb into his sweat pants and pulled them halfway down his thighs. Rick and Angela both gasped at the python dangling between his thick thighs. Angela got up on her elbows and stared at it, wide-eyed, blinking. She slowly raised her eyes to his. "Are you serious?"

Spike wrapped his meaty paw around the shaft of the cock and raised it up so the fat head was directly in front of her face. The elephantine appendage had an opening at the tip about half the diameter of a garden hose. "Give it a squeeze," he said, wagging it in front of her face.

Angela reached out a timid hand and wrapped it around the shaft, just under the head.

"No. Squeeze the head," Spike ordered.

Her face screwed up into an incredulous expression but she did as she was told.

Carl chuckled. "I told you so," he said.

Rick sat on the edge of his seat, arms hanging between his legs, mouth agape.

Angela shook her head. "I don't think that's going anywhere in me," she said, letting out a nervous chuckle.

Spike lowered his cock and rolled it back and forth along her breasts.

"It's so hot.

I mean the temperature. Is that thing really real?" she asked.

"You want to try it on or what?" Spike asked.

Angela let out a guffaw and covered her mouth with a hand again.

"You will be amazed at the elasticity of the human body and the vaginal cavity in particular," Spike went on. He dragged his pussy down her body and ran the tip along her slit.

She drew in a quick breath. She seemed startled at her legs opening wider. As if her body were reacting of it's own volition. The input from the hot cock bypassing her higher thought function and going straight to her primal lizard brain.

Spike dragged his cock further along her slit, rubbing it back and forth along her pussy lips.

"Oh my god," Angela said, looking down and staring at the black pole sliding back and forth along her slit.

Spike pushed a little deeper.

"Oh fuck!" she gasped, her head falling back onto the table. Her body tensed and her legs opened a little wider.

"Come on, girl. It ain't gonna' hurt you," Spike said. He took his cock off her pussy and helped her off the massage table.

Her eyes stayed glued to the organ as he walked her towards the couch. He sat her down and held the cock out for her. "I don't think I can get my mouth around that thing."

Carl and Spike both chuckled. "No. You can't, that's for sure. Just use those beautiful white hands, baby."

Angela sat up on the edge of the couch and picked the dick up with both hands. Each went about halfway around. Her small palms covered maybe a quarter of it's length. She stroked it back and forth and it grew even longer and fatter.

"Go on and spit on it," Spike said.

Angela turned to look at Rick, disbelief in her eyes. She let out another nervous laugh as she puckered her lips. She spat a fat glob of saliva on top of the shaft and worked it in with her hands.

Spike towered over her and stared at her tits as she massaged his cock.

Rick stared as the giant prick inflated and hardened. Fully erect it stood straight out from Spike's body, pointing directly at the tip of Angela's nose.

Angela shook her head. "I think this might be too much together with the whole threesome thing," she said, whipping a finger around in the air and glancing at Carl.

"How about we don't worry about that just yet?" Spike said. "You try my monster on for size and then we'll see about getting Carl into your pretty ass hole."

"Uh, guys?" Rick said. He hated interrupting the party but his mind had been edging towards a problematic position. "Uh, Angela's not on anything. She's not on any birth control." There was no way Spike's fat dong was fitting into even the extra large condoms Carl had bought the other day.

Spike raised an eye and shrugged. "Haven't found a rubber yet that could take this thing," he said, giving his cock a shake. "I'll be real careful, though, if that's what you're worried about. She's gonna love the ride."

Rick looked over at Angela and could see her lust winning out. The thought of that thing inside her was probably enough to get her off. "Alright," he said. "If you're okay with it, babe."

She nodded her head, her eyes fixed on Spike's cock. "Just go slow, please," she said.

"Of course, babe. Of course. Why don't you lie down on the couch there," Spike said, pointing to the space behind her.

She moved her legs up onto the couch, her knees apart, the heels of her feet pressed against the couch cushions. She was spread open and waiting.

"Why don't you give her what she wants, man," Carl said.

Spike chuckled and took a knee. He leaned over her and guided his cock along her pussy lips. "Now you be patient and let me open this pussy up, alright? Let's see if we can get some of that juicy come dripping out."

"Mmm," Angela hummed, her eyes drifting shut, her head falling back.

"Look at her," Carl said.

Rick tore his eyes off the action between her legs and looked over to see Carl standing naked in front of the couch. He was stroking his cock with a hand while the other hand was cupping his balls. Ready to swoop in if and when Angela was mounted on Spike's tool and felt like she could take another one. He'd never felt so thrilled in his life.

Spike pressed her thighs wide apart. "Open your eyes. Look at it. Mmm, look how tight that pussy is. That's gonna' feel real good." He mashed the hard head against her lips.

Angela reached between her legs and pulled her outer lips apart as wide as she could. She sucked in a breath as the tip of Spike's cock head stretched her.

Spike went nice and slow. Easing in a fraction of an inch then pushing back and letting her pussy juices do the work of lubricating that part of her entrance. He went deep enough to let the tip of his cock sink inside her then pulled out again.

Angela let out a long moan. Her legs started trembling and the first trickle of feminine cream oozed out of her.

"There we go," Spike said. He pressed in a little deeper, his cock head stretching her entrance wider.

Angela moaned and her pelvic muscles flexed. "Oh god!" she moaned. "Oh god it's so thick I can't believe it! I've never had something so thick inside of me!" she cried out.

Spike reached out and grabbed her nipple with a finger and a thumb again. He applied the slightest pressure and gave it the tiniest twist like a radio operator trying to fine tune on a frequency.

Angela's legs shook a little harder and hot juice oozed out of her stretching pussy. Some of it covered the shaft of Spike's cock while the rest dribbled down onto the couch, forming a dark stain.

"I bet you can't wait to have me fill you up, can you, Angie?" Spike purred.

"Please! Yes! Please just go slow," she whimpered.

"Oh yeah. Nice and slow," he soothed, leaning forward and easing more of himself inside her.

Rick's eyes were nearly bugging out of his skull. Angela's pussy hole was stretched so wide she could easily have given birth through it. The lips were wrapped tightly around Spike's shaft and the bulging veins crawling along the sides.

Spike pushed another inch in, his body trembling slightly from the effort.

Rick could hear his wife's breath coming in ragged gasps. She was still holding her pussy lips open, the insides of her fingers covered in her pussy cream.

"That's it," Spike said. He was sweating and panting from the effort. "I'm going to get my big black dick inside that beautiful pussy, Angie."

Angela whimpered. Her legs started trembling. A flood of juices gushed from her pussy, running down the side of her body. "Oh fuck! Fuck yes! Please don't stop!"

"Oh you like that?" Spike whispered. He gave his hips a thrust and drove a little more inside her.

"Oh my god!" Angela squealed.

Rick let out another gasp as Angela's lubrication lowered the friction between her pussy and Spike's cock.

Spike seemed surprised as his body leaned forward, sinking the final three inches of is cock into Angela. "Oh, shit," he whispered. "You okay? I didn't mean to go that fast. You okay?"

Angela was breathing slow but deep. She pursed her lips on each exhale until her breathing steadied. Her eyes fell to the thick column of meat that had sunk into her sodden sex. She blinked a few times and shook her head. "I can't believe I just did that," she said.

"You okay? Feel good?" Spike asked.

"It...it feels amazing. I've never felt so full before," she replied.

Spike smiled and nodded. "What do you think? You want to take another one?"

"Um..." Angela's eyes darted side to side. "Fuck me a little first?"

Spike chuckled. "For sure. For sure." He planted his hammer-like fists on either side of her body on the couch. Her pussy made sticky suction sounds as he pulled his cock out of it.

She groaned and stared at the dark, slimy column as it pressed back into her.

Spike fucked her slowly, his thrusts barely rocking her body, letting her get used to the new sensation.

Angela had her hands on her knees, holding herself apart for him. Her eyes fluttered open and closed as he moved in and out of her. Her mouth was open but her mind seemed like it was in some far off place.

Rick lost track of time, mesmerized by the monster black cock pressing in and out of his wife. It startled him when her body began convulsing, leaking more lubricant from her pussy as she came all over Spike's fat cock.

Spike pushed it in balls deep and held it, letting her pussy muscles squeeze him and do the work of moving her through her orgasm. Her eyes fluttered open and she licked her lips. A tear ran down her cheek.

Spike wiped it away with his thumb. "You okay?" he asked.

Angela sniffled. "It felt so good," she said, her voice strained. "So fucking good. I need some water."

Spike reached down and rubbed her nipple with his thumb. "You're doing good. Doing real good. Look how happy your man is," Spike said, glancing at Rick.

Angela looked at him and she laughed as another tear rolled down her cheek.

"You heard the woman. Go fetch a glass of water," Spike said.

Rick shot up and jogged to the bathroom. He filled a glass with water and came back, holding it out for Angela.

With Spike still buried inside her she took a few small sips and handed it back.

"What do you think?" Spiked said. "You want to try and take another one?"

Angela bit her lip and nodded.

"Good girl," Spiked said. He swept his massive arm behind her back and, without taking his cock out of her, swooped her up into the air.

Rick staggered back a few steps. She was literally mounted on Spike's cock, feet flailing around his sides as she laughed at her own compromised position. He stared, aghast, as Spike lumbered past him and onto the bed.

As Spike sat down, then lay back on the bed, keeping Angela close to his chest, Carl walked up holding a tube of lube. He sprayed a line along the hard shaft of his cock, then squeezed a ring of the clear fluid around Angela's ass hole.

Angela planted her feet on either side of Spike's massive torso. She raised her ass and lowered herself back down onto his cock a few times.

"You gotta' let Carl get in there," Spike said, chuckling.

She looked into his eyes with an intense stare. "I never want to forget what this feels like," she whispered.

Carl put one foot up onto the bed and distributed the lube along his cock with his hand. He gently pressed the head against Angela's sphincter.

Her hand shot back towards his pelvis. "Okay but really go slow this time," she said. "I don't usually do this," she added with a whisper, glancing at Rick.

Carl nodded and eased forward.

Angela drew in a sharp breath and closed her eyes, grimacing. "Oh fuck!" she exclaimed. She held still as the tip of Carl's cock pressed against her, the lubricant allowing her ass to swallow it's head. She panted a few times, her eyes still closed. "Fuck. Oh my god," she whispered.

Carl's face was a mask of concentration as he inched forward, his cock sliding deeper into her tight ass hole.

Rick felt his cock flexing, a surge of blood pumping through his body. The vision was almost too much to bear. He reached down and squeezed his shaft through his pants.

Spike held her by the hips. He rocked her body back and forth, making her move up and down his length as Carl sank further inside her.

Angela's mouth opened wide and she threw her head back against her shoulders. As Carl sank his full shaft into her Spike started rocking her body back and forth along his. The two cocks began alternately pumping in and out, in and out of her to the sticky sounds of her juices and the lubricant squishing.

Might have been a minute, might have been an hour. Rick stood there, his cock pulsing hot and hard, watching the cocks piston in and out of her. They way they were intruding upon her person, invading spaces he'd never explored finally made him dizzy. He lost count of her orgasms after three. What he did notice was how her expression changed. As the fucking continued she seemed more determined. Her body movements became less fluid and more muscular. She looked less like a beautiful dancer and more like a mud-wrestler as she endured climax after climax courtesy of the two thick, black cocks.

What finally tore him from his torpor was Carl grunting and grabbing her by the tits. He hammered his cock in and out of her ass as he came.

"Oh shit!" Spike groaned.

Rick gasped.

Angela moaned.

The root of Spike's cock bulged as a thick load of sperm flooded into her pussy.

"Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Angela grunted, her eyes squeezed shut, her face twisted into a grimace. She came again, her body trembling on top of Spike.

Spike's body shook beneath her and a cold wave of angst swept over Rick. He watched in horror as Spike's cock pumped hot, black seed deep into her belly.

Carl, realizing what was happening, pulled his cock out of her ass and staggered back off the end of the bed. His cum spilled out of her ass, draining down her taint and covering Spike's balls.

Spike put his hands on her shoulders and gave her body a heave. He pulled her off his cock, the thing falling sideways onto his belly and twitching like a fish out of water. It was too late. A torrent of creamy ejaculate poured out of her sacred hole.

Rick felt his pelvis clench. His cock twitched in his pants and he felt it spilling his own ejaculate into his underwear. He looked down to see the bulge moving. By the time he got his hand on it the orgasm was ruined, robbing him of any pleasure.

"Oh shit," Spike whispered.

"Oh shit is right," Angela said. She screwed up her face as she tried to stand up off the bed. "I need to get to the bathroom. Can you help me?" she said, turning to Robert.

He quickly got her arm over his shoulder and helped her waddle to the toilet, her gait looking like she'd been in the saddle for a week straight. "You okay?"

She looked up with a sheepish expression and nodded. "It's going to be okay," she said. "Everything's going to be okay."

"I'll be right back," he said. He walked out to the living area.

Spike and Carl were dressed and standing by the elevator. "I am real sorry about that, man," Spike said, rubbing the back of his neck. "I just did not feel that one coming."

Rick nodded.

"It was real fun, Rick," Carl said, glancing nervously at Spike. "I'm sure everything's going to be fine. If I can give you a bit of advice...she'll probably be too sore for you to have sex with her. But if you jerk off and get some inside her that might..." He made a circular motion with his hand like he was washing a frying pan. "That might help the situation. The chances, that is."

A shiver raced down Rick's back. He nodded at the two men.

A moment later they stepped into the elevator and he was alone. He turned towards the bathroom and gasped.

Angela was supporting herself on the door frame. Her legs were still wide open and her breasts were sagging down towards the ground. She was covered in sweat and had a feral snarl stretching her lips. "Get over here and fuck your seed into me," she growled.

Rick tore his shirt and pants off as Angela stumbled towards the bed. She rolled onto her back and he fell over top of her. When he pressed his cock against her gaping pussy she drew in a sharp breath through her teeth.

"Fuck!" she gasped. "I'm too fucking sore."

"It's okay," he said, pushing himself up to kneel between her legs. He grabbed his cock and started furiously stroking it, staring at the gaping maw of Angela's pussy hole.

She reached down between her legs and kept herself parted wide.

The moment arrived in record time. He leaned over her, pointing the tip of his cock at the bullseye of her open snatch. He groaned and watched as his penis shot squirt after squirt of ejaculate into her. His shoulders sagged as the orgasm passed. He continued to kneel between her legs as she closed herself and raised her feet up to rest them on his shoulders. When he looked at her she seemed as worried as he felt.

"It's going to be okay," she whispered, forcing a tight smile.

Epilogue

Rick stood at the check-out counter the next morning wiping his sweaty palms against his pants. Angela had gone to the bathroom and he was waiting for an agent so he could return the elevator key. He nearly let out a groan when he saw Melissa emerge from the back room and stroll over to where he was standing. "Well hello there!" she said.

He forced a smile and slid the elevator key across the counter. "Hello," he muttered.

She tilted her head to one side and frowned. "Is everything okay? Did you have a good stay?" she asked.

"Oh fine. No. Great. It was really great. We really enjoyed the honeymoon suite so thank-you for that," he said.

She smiled again. "I'll bet your wife had a great time, too, didn't she?"

He looked at her with some suspicion, unsure of what she was implying.

"Well, in any case, I'm glad you had a good stay. We're looking forward to hosting you again sometime soon!" she said.

Rick nodded a few times. He looked to the side to see Angela walking towards him, wheeling her suitcase next to her.  Something caught his attention in the periphery of his vision. A child's ball slowly rolling across the floor towards the counter. His chest tightened as his eyes followed the line of the ball to where it intersected exactly with Angela walking towards him. His hand shot out and he waved it, shouting "no!"

Angela flashed a wide smile and waved back at him, obviously unable to hear the distress in his voice over the din in the foyer. The sole of her shoe made contact with the ball right as it rolled under it. Her expression turned to shock. Her body wobbled and she started falling. She gripped the handle of her suitcase tighter but it started going down with her.

A dark hand swept out from behind her and around her stomach, catching her in mid-air, then lifting her back to her feet.

A young woman came scurrying up, frantically apologizing and picking up the ball.

Angela, blinking her surprise away, smiled at her and shook her head, telling her it was no problem.

Carl appeared out from behind her. He put a hand around her waist and smiled down at her. He walked her over to where Rick was standing, still locked in shock at what had just happened. Carl put a hand on his shoulder and turned all three of them towards the large revolving doors leading to the driveway. "You know you should really watch where you're going, Angie," he said.

Angela laughed.

Rick kept shaking his head, still confused at how such a coincidence could occur. It was like Carl had been appointed her guardian angel.

Carl lifted their suitcases into the trunk of a limo and shut it as Angela got into the car. As Rick was climbing in Carl put a hand on his shoulder and turned him around to face him. "Great to have met you," he said. He smiled with one side of his mouth. "And, uh, congratulations, by the way." He clapped him on the shoulder twice and helped him into the car. Shutting the door he patted the top of the limo and turned to walk back into the hotel.

"What the heck?" Rick asked, staring after him until he disappeared. As the driver pulled away from the curb Rick turned to see Angela beaming at him. "Do you know what that was about?" he asked.

She leaned in and pressed her cheek against his. "We're going to have a baby," she whispered.

Her words sent a shiver racing through him. His eyes widened as he pulled away to stare into hers. How could she possibly know that already? And did it mean that... "What is going on?" he asked.

Angela laughed. "That means I'm pregnant," she said.

"What?!?"

"Oh my gosh, Rick. I'm sorry. I probably should have told you last night. I missed my last period and took a test. I was going to tell you on the slopes and then we ran into Carl and he made that pass at me. Before he made his suggestion we were on the ski lift and I was so excited I just had to tell him. I think it's partly why he did what he did."

Rick let out a guffaw and shook his head. "Baby. That's amazing," he said, wrapping his arms around her neck and hugging her.

She hugged him back tightly. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you last night. I don't know why. There was something...hot about you lying next to me not knowing."

"I was worried sick," he admitted.

"I know. I figured you were. I guess I just wanted to keep living in our raunchy fantasy a little bit longer. Do you forgive me?" she asked, pressing her lower lip out in an exaggerated pout.

He shook his head and laughed. "Bitch you are crazy!" he whispered.

She leaned back against her seat chuckling.

Rick looked out the window to see the lodge disappearing around the bend as they made their way out onto the highway. He could hardly believe the crazy week they'd just lived through. He grinned at the thought of becoming a father. Deep inside his mind a gremlin whispered about another set of possibilities Angela's pregnancy presented.

THE END
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Laura's Dark Side

Laura and Chris have an ordinary marriage. Like most ordinary marriages, it’s missing something.

They have ordinary friends, too. Or, at least they thought they did.

When Laura and Chris see firsthand that Jenna and Rob have their own solution to the marriage blahs, they have wildly different reactions - at least outwardly. But behind Laura’s shock and disappointment in her friends, she’s hiding a very dark secret... one she doesn’t want to admit, even to herself.

Luckily for her, Jenna has a stable of dark men who know just how to unlock the needs of a woman like Laura.

Is Chris ready for the ride?

The Tenant

Once upon a time, his exotic and incredibly sexy wife Anna loved to indulge Brian's fantasies...to a point. She teased strangers, and took them to cruel, tantalizing places. But she never went all the way. The game ended when Brian and Anna got married, and that was that. 

Or was it?

When the gorgeous, charming, and very black John moves into their basement rental, Brian finds that his sleeping desires have been building up all these years. He doesn't just want Anna to tease. He isn't just toying with the idea. He is obsessed with driving his wife to do things with another man. Lewd things. Obscene things.

When he confesses his desires, is Anna just a little bit too willing to make things just like old times? Is she too easy to push over each new line? Brian can't help but wonder if his own obsessions have gone too far...or if Anna's have.

Good Nikki/Bad Nikki

Average-Joe Jack and his beautiful wife Nikki lead busy lives as first responders: Nikki is on the streets in a rough part of town as a paramedic, and Jack is putting in his time at the more stable "desk job" in administration. They are very much in love, but their sex life is more of an occasional, vanilla dessert than a marital staple; just getting through the day is hard enough.

When Nikki comes home glowing with excitement about a new career opportunity as a paramedic on a police tactical team, Jack doesn't have much of a choice but to acquiesce: it is, after all, Nikki's turn to shine in her career.

Sure, it means Nikki will be training with elite, hard-bodied cops with big guns. Rehearsing adrenaline-rich, high-stakes scenarios, in which a team of alpha soldiers protect her from the bad guys. But Jack sees the glass half-full: Their bread-and-butter sex life is taking a turn for the more exciting, and when he meets Nikki's team commander, he realizes he might have a foot in the door to his darkest fantasy...

Of course, he's right: Tony is an experienced bull, and he has Jack's number and his sights set on Nikki (like any other man). But is Jack's fantasy - that his sweet, Good Nikki might be coaxed into being Bad Nikki - too hot to handle?

Liquid Kitty

When his wife Lynn takes a job waiting tables at a strip club called Liquid Kitty, Rick has mixed emotions. The idea of his wife working at the infamous club turns him on as much as it makes him nervous. Lynn cultivates a new, alluring personality for her job, and their stale married life gets a much-needed infusion of passion and excitement. 

But when the ownership of Liquid Kitty changes hands, Lynn’s alter-ego gets up to more than Rick bargained for... is it more than they can handle?
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