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Chapter 1

So, I guess this all started when I decided to treat my gorgeous wife, Emily, to a special holiday for her 45th birthday. Emily is stunning—she definitely doesn't look her age and keeps herself in amazing shape. With a figure like hers, 36E-28-36, and standing at 5 foot 7, she always turns heads. Her blond shoulder-length hair and those striking blue eyes? Yeah, she's perfect in every way.

After checking out a few locations, I settled on Jamaica. We'd be staying in a 5-star resort for adults only. The reviews were fantastic, and I was particularly intrigued by the comments about the special services the hotel provided. When I told Emily about it, she was over the moon and gave me the biggest hug. "I love you so much," she said, and I told her how much she meant to me. This trip was my way of showing her just that.

With a little over a week before our flight, Emily decided to go shopping for the holiday. When I got home, she was buzzing with excitement, eager to show me what she'd bought. And let me tell you, I was shocked. Normally, Emily's clothes are pretty conservative, and she's always immaculately dressed. But this time, she'd picked out three mini dresses—in white, black, and red. There was also a black mini skirt paired with a black crop top. And those six-inch black high heels? Wow.

She usually wears a one-piece to the beach, but this trip called for a change. She wore a two-piece white bikini with thong bottoms. She also had another bag, but she kept that one a secret.

Can you believe it? This trip was already shaping up to be something special, and we hadn't even left yet.

"These are for a special occasion, and I want them to be a sexy surprise, darling," she told me with a playful glint in her eye.

"So when am I going to get a fashion show, darling?" I asked, pointing at the dresses.

"Not until we are on holiday. Hope you'll like them."

"I'm sure I will, but you always look fantastic. Put it this way, you'll certainly turn more heads with those sexy outfits."

She seemed taken aback by this. "I can always change them, baby, if you think they'll be too revealing."

"Don't be silly. I can't wait to see you in them. I'm lucky that other guys find you attractive. There's nothing wrong with that. At the end of the day, it's me who you are with."

She looked flushed, a gentle blush spreading across her cheeks. "Thanks, love. I only want to look good for you and no one else," she said, her eyes sparkling with sincerity.

"You certainly do that," I told her, unable to hide my admiration.

The next week was going to drag. The thought of my sexy wife in those clothes was turning me on so much. We have a good sex life. When we are making love, we never try anything kinky, but we are both satisfied. I'm about 6 inches fully erect, and I'm the only person to have ever been with her. On occasions, I do fantasize about my lady being with another man. But that's where it ends. I could never tell her my intimate thoughts.

"The taxi is here, darling!" I shouted upstairs, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I'll be down in a minute," she replied, her voice a mix of excitement and anticipation.

I helped the taxi driver put our luggage in the boot and turned just as Emily was locking the front door. She looked fantastic in her favorite knee-length pink dress, and the taxi driver couldn't keep his eyes off her. It was like this all the way to the airport. He kept checking his rearview mirror, and I'm sure it wasn't always to check the traffic behind us.

I leaned close and whispered in her ear, "I thought you might have put on one of your new outfits."

"Not until we are on holiday, darling," she said with a playful laugh. "If I had one on now, I'm not sure we'd get to the airport in one piece," she added, pointing at the driver.

After checking in and having a few drinks at the airport bar, we eventually boarded our flight. It was a pleasant journey, even though my wife is not the best flyer. I held her hand, offering silent reassurance. Exiting the plane, the heat hit us like a wave, wrapping us in the promise of an unforgettable vacation.

"Maybe I should have worn my mini dress after all. It is boiling out here," she laughed, her eyes sparkling with amusement and heat.

It certainly was scorching, but once we entered the terminal, the cool air provided a much-needed respite. As we walked to pick up our luggage, I couldn't help but notice several young locals casting admiring glances at my stunning wife.

"Looks like your sexiness travels well," I teased her, a playful grin spreading across my face.

"Stop it, you're embarrassing me," she replied, laughing and turning a delightful shade of pink.

Despite her words, I could tell she was enjoying the attention. There was a subtle gleam in her eye that I found incredibly arousing. After collecting our luggage, we boarded the bus that would take us to our resort. The drive was filled with anticipation, the landscape a blur as we eagerly awaited our destination.

When we finally turned into the entrance of the resort, the sight took our breath away. The website and brochures hadn't done it justice. It was absolutely stunning, a paradise in every sense. We checked into our apartment, and our jaws dropped at its sheer size and luxury. We had our own lounge with a balcony offering a mesmerizing view. The bathroom boasted a massive round bath, large enough for both of us to fit in comfortably, and the bedroom featured a magnificent four-poster bed and its own shower room.

My wife gave me a long, lingering kiss and squeezed me tightly. "This is absolutely perfect, darling. We're going to have a fabulous couple of weeks here. I might have to thank you properly tonight," she said with a sexy wink.

Desire surged through me, and I could barely contain myself. I wanted her right there and then. But we decided to take a walk and explore the resort before getting ready for dinner. We both changed into more comfortable clothing. My wife slipped into white shorts and a loose-fitting lilac top. It looked like she wasn't wearing a bra, which she seldom did. I could make out the tantalizing outline of her nipples through the thin material of her top. She looked incredibly hot, and she caught me staring.

"Hope you like what you see, darling," she purred, her voice laced with playful confidence.

"You certainly are a hot lady. Feeling a little relaxed, I take it?" I asked, my gaze lingering on her.

"I certainly am," she smiled, a hint of mischief dancing in her eyes.

"So I see," I replied, glancing pointedly at her top.

"Oh, I hope you don't mind me going braless, but it's far too hot to wear one."

"Certainly not. You look incredibly sexy," I said, my voice filled with admiration.

She blushed at my compliment, her cheeks tinged with a rosy hue. "We'd better get going," she said, her voice a mix of excitement and shyness. "Let's see what this place is like before dinner."

The resort was a paradise, offering everything one could desire. It had its own gym and massage rooms, a charming little gift shop, three diverse restaurants, a bar with an entertainment area, and a spacious pool area that overlooked the beach. As we strolled through the resort, I couldn't help but notice the admiring glances from other men directed at my stunning wife. Her big, firm breasts were undoubtedly catching their attention, and I marveled at how captivating she looked. Her nipples, clearly visible through her top, seemed to become more pronounced as we walked. Were they getting erect, or was it just my imagination?

As the evening drew closer and the pool area became quieter, we decided it was time to head back and change for dinner. My wife opted for a long soak in the luxurious bath while I showered and dressed before she had even finished.

"Won't be long, darling. Make us a drink while I get ready," she called from the bathroom, her voice echoing softly.

I poured us each a rum and coke and turned on the TV, waiting for her. "Drinks are ready, darling. Do you want me to bring them to you?" I offered.

"No, love, I won't be too long," she replied.

I flicked through the channels, finding nothing of interest until I stumbled upon the hotel's special channel. It turned out to be an on-demand porn channel with a surprisingly high-quality selection. The biggest collection was in the interracial category. I smiled at the thought of watching one together but quickly dismissed it; there was no way my wife would watch porn. Despite being incredibly sexy, she was usually quite straight-laced. But then again, remembering the daring outfits she had bought for the holiday and what she wore during our walk, maybe she'd be relaxed enough to watch one later during our stay.

"Are you ready, darling? I'm just about done," she called from the bedroom.

"Yes, love. Your drink is waiting here for you," I shouted back.

I heard the bedroom door open and turned to look at her. All I could say was, "Fuck me."

Standing before me was my hot wife in a new black mini dress and high heels. Regaining some composure, I apologized for my outburst.

She laughed, her eyes sparkling with delight. "Don't apologize. I'm just pleased you like it."

I couldn't take my eyes off her cleavage. She was braless again, but with that dress, there was no way she could wear one. The dress was very low cut, showcasing her breasts to perfection. She turned around to show me the back, which was cut down to just above her panty line. When she turned, the sides of her breasts were clearly visible. The halter neck style highlighted her features flawlessly.

"I'm speechless. You look absolutely stunning, and I feel so lucky to have you," I said, my voice filled with genuine admiration.

She smiled, blushing slightly. "I'm all yours, lover."

She confessed to me that she felt a bit nervous about wearing it in public, but I reassured her to relax and enjoy herself. I could already picture the admiring—and envious—glances she'd attract tonight at dinner, and the thought alone was incredibly arousing.

She caught sight of my growing excitement and said with a teasing grin, "Looks like it's having the right effect. Save it for later, lover. I've got another surprise for you."

My mind was reeling with anticipation. We polished off our drinks, and she reapplied her bold red lipstick, her movements deliberate and seductive. As we made our way downstairs, I could sense the rising tension between us.


Chapter 2

When the elevator doors opened into the foyer, the reaction was immediate. Heads turned, eyes widened, and even the other wives couldn't help but stare at her. I held her hand tightly and leaned in to whisper, "Are you feeling alright, darling?"

"I am," she replied, her voice tinged with a mix of excitement and surprise, "but I didn't expect this kind of attention."

"You look absolutely stunning. It's no wonder they're all looking at you," I said, my voice low and admiring.

Her cheeks flushed with pleasure, but her confidence seemed to bloom with every passing second. She greeted and chatted with a couple of young black guys at the desk as we waited for our table. Their eyes were riveted on her cleavage, and she appeared completely unfazed, even enjoying the attention.

"They certainly got an eyeful," I chuckled.

"Good," she laughed back, her reaction both bold and unexpectedly delightful.

Our waitress, a young woman with a warm smile, guided us to our table and took our drink orders. Seated across from us were Kathy and Keith, a couple from the UK. Kathy was charming and complimented my wife profusely, while Keith's brash demeanor and self-important air put me off somewhat.

After dinner, we decided to hit the bar for a few more drinks. Keith's attitude softened slightly after Kathy gave him a telling look. However, his gaze remained fixed on my wife's chest. We discovered that Keith was an avid golfer, a passion we shared. Kathy suggested that Keith and I could play a round at the resort's course the next morning while the ladies enjoyed the pool. I hesitated, mentioning I hadn't brought my clubs.

"No problem," Keith replied with a grin, "the resort has clubs for hire."

Despite my reservations, my wife reassured me it would be fine for us to play, giving her a chance to bond with Kathy. I agreed, and we excused ourselves, ready for some much-needed relaxation—and eager for the private treat I had in mind.

As the lift doors closed behind us, we exchanged a knowing look and said in unison, "He's full of himself."

We burst into laughter, the day's frustrations melting away. Kathy was genuinely lovely and amusing, but Keith's arrogance had been a bit of a drag.

My wife's disbelief was palpable. "How could she marry him? He certainly doesn't look after himself, unlike Kathy."

I agreed with her, "I don't think he's seen the inside of the gym that often."

While I might not hit the gym regularly, I made an effort to stay fit. It was a matter of pride, maintaining some semblance of physical allure.

As we entered the apartment, I was already caught up in a whirlwind of anticipation. My wife's playful instruction to fix a drink while she changed for bed was like a tantalizing promise of what was to come. I busied myself with another rum and coke, each sip sharpening my eagerness.

When she called me in, the seductive urgency in her voice was all it took to send my pulse racing. The anticipation hung heavy in the air as I moved to the bedroom, my thoughts a mix of desire and excitement.

The door swung open to reveal a vision that made my breath catch. She was reclining on the bed, her blue baby-doll nightie clinging to her curves in a way that was both alluring and provocative. The fabric was sheer enough to hint at what lay beneath but left just enough to the imagination. My body responded instantly, and I felt a surge of intense arousal.

As I stripped off my clothes and joined her, every touch and kiss was electric. My hands roamed eagerly, exploring the firm peaks of her nipples through the delicate material. Each touch elicited a soft, pleasurable moan from her, heightening my own desire.

My mouth found its way to her sensitive nipples, using my tongue to make them even harder. My hand drifted lower, encountering the warm, slick evidence of her arousal. The discovery of just how ready she was sent a thrill through me.

"Someone is definitely turned on," I whispered, my voice thick with desire.

"God, I want your hard cock so much, darling," she panted.

I'd never heard her talk like that before while making love. Her words ignited a fiery passion within me, and we lost ourselves in each other. Our bodies moved together in perfect harmony, a dance of raw desire and intimate connection. I relished the sensation of her beneath me, the way her hips met mine with each thrust, her breathless moans driving me wild.

We fucked for what felt like ages, exploring each other's bodies with renewed enthusiasm. Her nails raked down my back as I drove deeper, and our rhythm grew frantic, desperate. When my orgasm finally hit, it was like an explosion, a release of pent-up longing and pleasure. My body shuddered against hers, the intensity overwhelming.

But I wasn't done yet. As she lay there, breathless and quivering, I moved down her body, tasting the salty sweetness of our combined desire. My tongue flicked against her swollen clit, and she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. I reveled in the taste of her and the way she writhed beneath my touch, until her own climax shattered through her, leaving her trembling and spent.

When we were finished, we collapsed into each other's arms, the warmth of our shared satisfaction lulling us into a deep, contented sleep.

The next morning, I woke her with a cup of tea. "Morning, gorgeous," I murmured, kissing her gently.

She sat up in bed, her tits spilling out of the baby-doll, and gave me a sleepy smile. "That was some night last night, my love."

I couldn't help but grin back at her. "It really was."

She looked at me, her eyes twinkling with satisfaction. "That was the best sex we've had in some time."

I gazed into her eyes, marveling at the glistening evidence of her arousal. "I can't believe how wet you are," I murmured, my voice laced with awe.

A deep blush crept across her cheeks, her eyes averting momentarily before returning to mine. "I was certainly turned on, Jack. This holiday is doing wonders for us; I feel so relaxed and in tune with you."

I pulled her close, capturing her lips in a tender, lingering kiss. The connection between us felt electric, our bodies humming in harmony. Reluctantly, I pulled back and whispered, "I should get ready for our golf game."

Keith was waiting for me in the reception area, his face a mask of remorse. "Hey Jack, I'm really sorry about my conduct last night," he said earnestly.

I waved it off with a smile. "It's fine, Keith. We actually had a good time during our round."

As we played, we found a natural rhythm, exchanging compliments about our partners. "All the guys in the bar couldn't keep their eyes off them both," Keith noted, a hint of pride in his voice.

"I did notice," I chuckled.

"Does it bother you that other guys are looking at your wife like that?" Keith asked, curious.

"Not really," I replied. "We trust each other completely and are very comfortable in our relationship."

"Kathy and I are the same way," he said, his tone suddenly more serious. He paused, then added, "Kathy's been with another man while we've been here."

I blinked, taken aback. "Did it upset you when you found out?"

Keith laughed softly, shaking his head. "It was with my encouragement, Jack."

"Wow," I managed to say, still processing the revelation. "How did it happen?"

"They offer a special massage here where the lady gets a complete body massage. Normally, you get one from the same sex, but the extra special one is performed by a member of the opposite sex. The male masseur was very respectful and only went as far as the client felt comfortable," Keith explained.

"Where were you when this was happening?" I asked, trying to wrap my head around the situation.

"In our suite, where the massage took place. I was right there, watching. I was curious to see how Sarah would respond to it," Keith admitted, his tone casual but tinged with a hint of excitement.

My mind raced. "How did she find it, Keith?"

He chuckled, a knowing smile on his lips. "How do you think she found it with a young, well-hung stud? She loved every minute of it."

The vivid image he painted sent a jolt of arousal through me, an unfamiliar thrill tingling in my veins.

"You should get Emily to try the special. She'd love it," Keith suggested, his eyes gleaming with mischief.

"Emily's pretty straight-laced when it comes to sex," I confessed, surprising myself with how easily I shared this with Keith.

"This place has a certain effect on ladies, Jack. You never know; she might be keen on it," he said with a wink.

We let the conversation drop and focused on finishing our round. As we wrapped up, Keith apologized again. "I hope I didn't offend you with all this talk about the hotel's special."

I shook my head, a smirk forming on my lips. "No problem at all, Keith. To be honest, it sounds incredibly hot."

The encounter left my mind buzzing with possibilities, my thoughts drifting to Emily and the idea of her experiencing something so exhilarating.


Chapter 3

Once we returned to the hotel, we headed straight to the pool area. In a secluded corner, we noticed the ladies conversing with a young, fit black man.

"That's the guy who gave my wife her special massage," Keith informed me.

He was certainly well-built. Emily noticed me and waved, her new bikini showcasing her stunning figure. The top accentuated her perfect breasts, while the G-string highlighted her firm, enticing buttocks. Kathy was finishing her drink as we approached. My wife stood and greeted me with a kiss on the cheek.

"Hope you enjoyed your round, darling."

"I certainly did, though I'm a little rusty. Keith won comfortably."

I couldn't help but notice her nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini top, a subtle testament to the heat or perhaps something more.

"Sorry, darling, how rude of me. Please let me introduce you to Carter. Carter, this is my lovely husband, Jack."

The young man turned and extended his hand. His grip was firm, and we exchanged pleasantries. I couldn't help but notice the substantial bulge in his shorts. It was clear why Kathy enjoyed her massage. He was strikingly handsome, with chiseled features, and must have been about 6'3. He excused himself to get back to work but hoped we'd meet again during our stay. Before leaving, he handed Emily a brochure, his eyes lingering on her chest with an appreciative glance.

"What a charming guy Carter is, Kathy," Emily commented.

"He is certainly attentive, Emily," Kathy replied with a knowing smile.

What had she been telling my wife? Had she shared the details of her special massage? Both Keith and Kathy excused themselves to get ready for a night out in town.

Emily noticed my flushed appearance and asked if I was okay. I blamed it on the heat, but in truth, my thoughts were consumed by Kathy and Carter's intimate encounter. I asked Emily what was in the brochure she had set aside on the table.

"Oh, it's just the extra services the hotel provides, such as massages." Had Kathy told her about her experience?

As the evening wore on, I was ready for dinner and sat on the balcony, soaking in the last rays of the sun. My mind kept drifting back to Kathy's experience, vividly imagining my wife receiving a special massage. The thought was intoxicating and persistent, even as I tried to dismiss it. Could my wife ever desire something like that?

I was lost in my thoughts when Emily touched my shoulder. I jumped slightly, startled. She smiled and said, "Penny for your thoughts, darling."

If she only knew. Tonight, she was wearing a black mini-skirt and a crop top that showcased her incredible figure.

"You look so hot again, love. There'll be more stiff necks tonight."

"Hope that's not the only thing that will be stiff," she winked. It won't be just me, Emily, I thought to myself.

After our meal, we met Keith and Kathy in the bar. As expected, every guy there couldn't keep their eyes off my wife's stunning body. Emily excused herself to phone home, and Keith went to the bar for the next round of drinks.

"Keith told me he mentioned my special massage to you. Sorry if it offended you, Jack," Kathy said, her eyes searching mine.

"Not at all, Kathy. It sounded like you had a great time."

"Oh, I certainly did. It was the best two hours I've ever experienced. The great thing about it was that Keith had a fantastic time, too."

I hesitated, then asked Kathy if she'd mentioned anything about her experience to Emily.

"No, and the only reason I'm talking to you about it is because Keith couldn't keep his big mouth shut," she laughed lightly. "Would Emily do anything like that?" she asked, her tone curious.

"I very much doubt it. To be candid with you, I'm the only person she's ever slept with."

Kathy's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Would you like her to?" she asked.

Without even thinking, I said yes.

"She's got a fantastic body, and I know she thinks Carter is hot. You just never know. It would be quite the sight to see those two together," Kathy said, her voice dripping with suggestion.

I was taken aback. "How do you know she feels that way?"

"Listen, Jack, a woman knows these things," she laughed.

At that moment, Emily returned, followed by Keith with the drinks. My mind was racing with the thought of Emily finding Carter attractive. The idea was intoxicating. We all enjoyed a lovely evening, but as it got late, it was time to head upstairs.

"Emily, don't forget our session tomorrow," Kathy reminded her.

"No, I certainly won't, Kathy," Emily smiled.

We said goodnight and left Keith and Kathy at the bar. In the elevator, I turned to Emily, curiosity getting the better of me.

"What do you and Kathy have planned for tomorrow?"

"Oh, we're doing a personal fitness class with Carter. I hope that's alright. I should have mentioned it before," she said, looking slightly apologetic.

"Of course it is, darling."

She pressed herself against me and gave me a long, passionate kiss. Her hand drifted down to my trousers, surprising me even though we were alone in the lift.

"Somebody is very hard," she teased.

I leaned in and whispered in her ear, my voice husky with desire, "I want to fuck you so bad."

Her eyes darkened with lust, and she pulled me closer, her breath hot against my neck. "Then take me, Jack," she whispered back, her voice filled with urgency.

As soon as the elevator doors opened, we hurried down the hallway to our room, barely able to keep our hands off each other. Once inside, I pushed her against the wall, kissing her deeply. Her hands tugged at my clothes, and I could feel her heart pounding in time with mine.

As soon as we were inside the room, I pushed Emily against the wall, kissing her deeply. Her hands roamed over my body, tugging at my clothes with an urgency that matched my own. I could feel the heat between us, the unspoken desires bubbling to the surface.

Emily's fingers deftly unbuttoned my shirt, pushing it off my shoulders. Her touch sent shivers down my spine, the sensation electric. She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking onto mine with a look of pure, unadulterated desire. I watched, mesmerized, as she unzipped my trousers and freed my throbbing cock, her fingers wrapping around me with a firm, confident grip.

Her lips parted, and she took me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down my shaft. The sensation was incredible, and I groaned in pleasure, my hands tangling in her hair. She moved with a slow, deliberate pace at first, her tongue exploring every inch of my cock, her lips creating a tight seal as she sucked.

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of lust and tenderness. Her movements quickened, her head bobbing rhythmically. The sound of her soft moans, the sight of her lips stretched around my cock, and the feel of her warm, wet mouth created an intoxicating combination that made it hard to think of anything else.

"God, Emily," I moaned, my voice thick with desire. "You're incredible."

Her response was a muffled hum of pleasure, the vibrations adding an extra layer of sensation that made my knees weak. She took me deeper, her throat relaxing as she swallowed more of my cock. The sight of her lips meeting the base of my shaft, her eyes watering slightly from the effort, was almost too much to bear.

I could feel the tension building, every stroke of her tongue sending waves of pleasure through me. My hips bucked involuntarily, and Emily responded by taking me even deeper, her eyes never leaving mine. Her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, stroking in time with her movements, creating a perfect rhythm that had me on the edge.

"Emily, I'm close," I warned, my voice strained.

She pulled back slowly, a trail of saliva and pre-cum connecting her lips to the tip of my cock. She licked her lips, her expression one of pure contentment. But there was still a hunger in her eyes, a need that hadn't been fully satisfied.

She stood up and led me to the balcony, the cool night air hitting our heated skin. Emily bent over the rail, presenting herself to me. Her skirt rode up, revealing her perfect, round ass. I could see the wetness glistening between her thighs, and it drove me wild with lust.

I positioned myself behind her, sliding my hand down to feel her slick heat. She moaned softly as my fingers brushed against her clit, her body arching in response. I guided myself to her entrance and pushed in slowly, savoring the feeling of her tightness enveloping my cock.

Emily gasped, her hands gripping the rail as I began to move. I started with slow, deep thrusts, each one eliciting a soft moan from her lips. The sound of our bodies coming together filled the night, a rhythm of pure, raw desire.

"Jack, harder," she begged, her voice filled with need.

I obliged, increasing my pace, my thrusts becoming more urgent. Emily's moans grew louder, her body moving in time with mine. I could feel her tightening around my cock, her pleasure building with every stroke.

The sensation was overwhelming, and I knew I couldn't hold back much longer. With a final, deep thrust, I came inside her, my release intense and consuming. Emily shuddered, a soft cry escaping her lips as she felt me fill her.

We stayed like that momentarily, our bodies pressed together, the night air cooling our heated skin. I pulled out slowly, watching as my cum dripped from her, a stark contrast against her smooth, pale skin.

Emily straightened up, her eyes meeting mine with a look of satisfaction, but there was something else there, too—something that made my heart sink slightly. She seemed...unsatisfied.

We moved to the bed, the weight of the moment settling over us. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close, but I could feel the distance growing.

"Did I...was that okay?" I asked softly, needing to know.

Emily gave me a small smile, but it didn't reach her eyes. "It was fine, Jack," she said, but her tone lacked conviction.

I kissed her forehead, hoping to reassure her—and myself—but the lingering doubt remained. As we drifted off to sleep, the thought of Carter and the possibilities he represented gnawed at me. Was it possible that Emily craved something more, something I couldn't give her?

The night was quiet, but my mind was loud with questions and uncertainties. Emily's breathing evened out, signaling her sleep, but I lay awake, wondering what the future held for us and if I could ever truly satisfy her deepest desires.


Chapter 4

The next morning, I woke early and decided to sit out on the balcony to soak in the morning sun. The events of the previous night replayed in my mind, a mixture of pleasure and lingering doubt. Emily had been amazing, but there was an undercurrent of dissatisfaction I couldn't shake. As I gazed at the horizon, I wondered if Emily could actually be tempted to get a massage from Carter after all. If she did find him hot, like Kathy thought, maybe she would. The image painted by Kathy sounded so hot.

Emily eventually woke after a good, sound sleep. She stepped out onto the balcony, her hair tousled and her eyes still heavy with sleep. She looked beautiful in the morning light.

"Morning, sexy. Have a seat, and let me make you a coffee," I offered, hoping to start the day off right.

"Guess I'll not be having my fitness session with Kathy and Carter after all," she told me, sounding disappointed. "I packed my trainers but not my outfits. Guess I'll phone Kathy to cancel."

"That's a pity. I was looking forward to finding out how their session went with their young, hot black trainer," I thought, but I only smiled and nodded, grateful I hadn't said that out loud.

Emily phoned Kathy to cancel but came off the phone with a big smile. "Looks like I'm going after all. The gym sells its own brand of fitness wear. Kathy and I will go along after breakfast to buy an outfit."

We met Kathy and Keith at breakfast. It looked like Keith had had too much to drink last night. Once we'd finished eating, Keith excused himself, looking a bit green around the gills.

"Take it someone is not feeling well this morning?" I said to Kathy.

"He can never handle his drink, but that still doesn't stop him from trying," she laughed. "Why don't you come along, Jack, and watch us work out? It would be a shame to leave you on your own."

"Please come along, darling," Emily pleaded, her eyes hopeful.

"Of course, I'd love to," I agreed.

After breakfast, I found us three loungers near the pool while the ladies went to the gym to buy Emily's outfit. As I settled in, a young black waiter approached to take my drinks order. I ordered a coffee and reclined back, my thoughts drifting once again to the previous night and the intriguing possibilities that lay ahead.

"Are you ready to order a drink, sir?" the waiter asked with a polite smile.

"Yes, please. I'll just have a fresh orange juice," I replied.

"And what about your lovely lady? Is she joining you this morning? I hope you don't think I'm being rude for asking?"

"Of course not. She and her friend are off to the gym, then planning to do a bit of shopping. They have a personal training session this morning," I explained, feeling a small smile tug at my lips.

"With Carter, I take it?" he asked, his grin widening. I nodded. "All the wives seem to enjoy a private session with him for some reason," he added with a playful wink.

As he left to fetch my order, I couldn't help but imagine the upcoming workout session. The thought of Emily and Kathy working out with Carter was intriguing, stirring a familiar heat within me. I was still lost in thought when the girls returned.

"All sorted, I take it?" I asked, trying to focus.

"Yes, but I'll let you check out my outfit to make sure it's OK," Emily said with a teasing sparkle in her eyes.

"He'll love it, Emily, don't worry about that," Kathy chimed in. I couldn't tell if her comment was directed at me or Carter, and the ambiguity sent a small thrill through me.

After a few drinks, we headed up to our apartment. The atmosphere between us was charged, a mix of anticipation and unspoken desires.

"Best get ready for our session. I'll just have a quick shower, then get changed," Emily announced before disappearing into the bathroom.

When she returned, I was left breathless. She wore a white sports crop top that perfectly framed her ample, firm breasts and white sports leggings that showcased her toned, pert butt to perfection. As she turned around, the faint outline of her g-string was visible, adding an extra layer of allure.

"Hope you like it, darling. I know I don't normally dress like this for the gym," she said, a hint of shyness in her voice.

"I love it, sexy, and I'm sure Carter will feel the same," I assured her, my voice thick with admiration.

She blushed deeply. "I can always cancel if it bothers you, my love."

"Don't be silly, Emily. Go ahead and enjoy yourself," I smiled at her reassuringly. She responded with a passionate kiss, promising to do just that. The thought of her working out with a fit, attractive trainer sent a rush of excitement through me.

The three of us went down to the gym reception, where Susie, the head receptionist, greeted us warmly. The girls informed her about their private fitness session with Carter, and I mentioned I was there to watch. Susie led us to a secluded gym room, away from the main area, accessible to all guests. The intimacy of the private room heightened the anticipation.

I settled into a chair in the corner of the room, the atmosphere charged with unspoken excitement. Susie brought me a rum and coke, placing it on the table beside me with a knowing smile. As I sipped my drink, I watched Emily and Kathy prepare, the room buzzing with a mix of nervous energy and anticipation.

"Thank you," I said to Susie as she left the room.

Emily and Kathy started their warm-up, their bodies moving with a grace and sensuality that made it hard to look away. They both looked stunning, but Emily was something else entirely. Her outfit clung to her curves in a way that was almost hypnotic. Am I ready for this? I asked myself. I was nervous, but the anticipation was undeniably arousing. My thoughts were interrupted as Carter entered the room.

And what a sight he was. Standing at six foot three, his body was a masterpiece of pure muscle. He wore a tight grey gym jumpsuit that left nothing to the imagination, especially around his crotch. The outline of his enormous package was unmistakable, straining against the fabric in a way that made my mouth go dry. He was massive, far bigger than I had imagined when I'd seen him in shorts. Wow, I thought, if he's that big when he's soft, how huge must he be when he's fully erect?

Emily's eyes were glued to his package; her cheeks flushed a deep pink that had nothing to do with the warm-up exercises. She tried to avoid staring, but it was a losing battle. She glanced over at me, and I gave her a reassuring smile, trying to mask my own burgeoning arousal. My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel myself getting hard, the jealousy mixing with a strange, thrilling excitement.

They began the session, which helped to break the initial erotic tension in the room. Carter moved with professional ease, guiding Emily and Kathy through their exercises. Every so often, he would adjust Emily's position, his large, dark hands on her pale skin sending shivers down my spine. It was incredibly hot to watch.

At one point, he had them both bent over, stretching, and I could see the outline of Emily's thong through her tight leggings. Her ass looked perfect, and Carter was getting a prime view. My breath caught as I noticed what seemed to be a damp patch at her crotch. It must be sweat, I tried to assure myself, but the thought alone made me even harder.

As they moved into their warm-down exercises, Carter peeled off the top half of his jumpsuit, revealing his chiseled chest and six-pack. With a mischievous glint in her eye, Kathy teased Emily to touch his torso and feel how hard it was. Emily looked over at me, seeking my permission.

"Go for it, Emily," Carter encouraged with a confident smile.

I nodded, giving her a big smile. "Go ahead," I said, my voice thick with arousal.

It was incredibly erotic to watch my wife's hand on this young black stud's torso. Her fingers trailed over his hard muscles, and I could see the fascination and excitement in her eyes. My jealousy mixed with an intoxicating sense of arousal, my erection straining against my pants. The scene was almost surreal, a potent mix of emotions that left me breathless.

"Wow," Emily said to Kathy, her eyes wide with admiration. "It is rock hard and very well defined. I'm very impressed, Carter. You certainly look after yourself."

Emily's nipples were definitely hard and pronounced, visible even through her sports bra, and Carter must have noticed them. The girls left to shower and change, leaving me alone with Carter. As he approached, I couldn't help but notice his cock, slightly hard and pressing against the tight fabric of his jumpsuit. The sight stopped me in my tracks, my breath catching in my throat. The outline was incredibly detailed, the girth impressive, and I could even make out that he was circumcised.

"You are a lucky guy," Carter said with a warm smile. "Your wife is stunning. I hope you don't mind me saying that. She certainly looks after her body well."

"She certainly attracts guys' attention," I laughed, though my voice wavered slightly. My heart pounded as I tried to focus on our conversation, but my eyes kept flicking to the obscene bulge in his jumpsuit. Seeing that he was slightly hard shocked me, a potent reminder of his raw, overwhelming masculinity. The thought of Emily's reaction to Carter's size sent conflicting waves of jealousy and arousal through me.

We had a lovely chat, and he came across as a very charming but respectful guy. His charisma was undeniable, and I found myself both admiring and resenting him. As we talked, I couldn't shake the feeling of inadequacy that gnawed at me. Carter was everything I was not: taller, more muscular, and undeniably well-endowed. My own erection, straining against my pants, felt almost pathetic in comparison.

Before he departed, I had one last question for him. "I hear you do a special massage for ladies, Carter?"

He laughed, a deep, rich sound that made me feel even smaller. "So I take it Kathy told you about it."

"She didn't go into details, but yes, she did mention it," I smiled, trying to appear nonchalant.

Carter nodded, his eyes glinting with amusement. "It's a bit of a specialty of mine. The ladies seem to enjoy it quite a bit."

The implication of his words made my mind race. I imagined Emily experiencing this "special massage," her body responding to Carter's expert touch. The thought was both thrilling and tormenting, stirring up a storm of jealousy and excitement. As Carter turned to leave, I couldn't help but take one last look at his crotch, the slight hardness still evident, a potent reminder of his overwhelming masculinity.

Before I knew what was happening, I heard myself stammering the words

"so what does it involve, and how do we urm…."

"I can perform an intimate massage for her whenever you want, but I only do what the lady is comfortable with. I never overstep the mark. I take it, with you asking, that you are keen for Emily to experience one?" Carter's deep voice was smooth and reassuring, yet it stirred a tumultuous mix of emotions within me.

This was it. Do I say not really, or do I go for it? My heart raced, nerves tangling with an intoxicating sense of arousal. This was my chance to find out if I could go through with it. "I would love Emily to receive a special treatment before we head home. The problem is I'm not sure if she'd go for it or how I'd bring it up in the first place."

"Just relax and be honest with her. She'll either say yes or no, and I'm sure she won't think badly of you. You both seem in love, and it's obvious you care for each other. What I provide is a wonderful experience for you both."

His words were calming, yet they did nothing to soothe the storm inside me. The idea of Emily receiving such an intimate massage from Carter sent waves of jealousy crashing against the shores of my arousal. Before I left to join the ladies, Carter leaned in slightly, his presence overwhelming. "Your lady is so sexy. I would make it extra special for her, trust me." With that, he shook my hand firmly and departed, leaving me feeling incredibly horny and conflicted.

He was right, though. I had to be honest with her and come straight out with it. I just needed to find the perfect moment. The idea of her experiencing Carter's touch was both thrilling and terrifying.

I met up with the girls, and we headed for the pool area for a drink. The sun was warm, and the atmosphere light, but the conversation with Carter lingered in my mind, casting a shadow over my thoughts.

"Looked like you were both put through your paces there," I said, trying to keep my tone casual.

"Yes, he worked us very hard, but we both loved it," Kathy smiled, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

Emily blushed at Kathy's words, her cheeks a delicate pink. I couldn't help but wonder what they talked about in the changing room. Did Carter's presence affect Emily as much as it did me? The thought sent another rush of arousal through me.

Kathy excused herself, mentioning she needed to check on Keith. "Hope he is feeling better," I said, watching her leave.

"He better be, or he is in deep trouble," she laughed as she left.

Emily was quiet, and I could sense a hint of hesitation. "Is everything all right?" I asked gently.

"I hope I didn't make you feel uncomfortable in there when I was admiring Carter's six-pack," she said, her voice soft and unsure.

I reached out, holding her hand and looking into her eyes. "Not at all, my love. He is certainly well-built." She relaxed, her tension melting away as she leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips.

"I'm glad you weren't upset. I'd hate to hurt your feelings."

If only she knew what I was talking to Carter about. I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement. "You could never hurt me, love. I know what we have is special, and I completely trust you. Put it this way, if a guy with the size of his lunchbox came near my wife, there definitely needs to be trust," I laughed, trying to lighten the mood.

She blushed again, her cheeks turning a lovely shade of pink. "They certainly make them big around here," she laughed, the tension between us easing.


Chapter 5

We relaxed by the pool for a few hours, soaking up the sun and enjoying each other's company. The conversation with Carter lingered in my mind, a tantalizing secret that added an undercurrent of excitement to the day.

As the afternoon turned to evening, we headed up to our room to get ready for the night. "Can I be a little more daring with my dress tonight, darling?" Emily asked with a playful glint in her eyes.

I wasn't sure what she had in mind, but her newfound confidence was thrilling. "Go for it. We're only here once."

With that, she disappeared into the bathroom to shower and change. I waited, my mind racing with anticipation. When she finally emerged from the bedroom, I was left speechless. Emily was wearing a white low-cut mini-dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. The outline of her breasts was clearly visible, and her nipples peeked through the thin material, tantalizingly erect. She turned around, and I couldn't see a panty line. Was she not wearing any underwear? The thought sent a surge of arousal through me.

"Wow, that is the hottest you have looked so far, and that is saying something. You look so sexy and hot."

"Thank you," she said, her eyes sparkling with newfound confidence. "I feel so sexy wearing this, knowing the effect I have on other guys."

Was she really saying this to me, my prim and proper wife? The thought made my heart race. She started to blush, and I told her it was more than OK to feel that way. She hugged me tightly, her body pressed against mine, and the sensation was electric.

After dinner, we met Kathy and Keith in the bar. As expected, all the guys were staring at Emily. She was carrying herself with more confidence, her movements fluid and alluring, making her look even more irresistible.

"Wow," Kathy said to Emily, "Where did the shy lady go to? You look so hot, babe. All the guys can't keep their eyes off you. Keith, put your tongue away."

Emily laughed, her eyes dancing with excitement. "If you've got it, flaunt it, hun."

The music playing was infectious, and Kathy grabbed Emily, pulling her onto the dance floor. They looked stunning together, moving to the rhythm with carefree abandon. Two young black guys approached them for a dance, and soon, they were all moving in sync. It was intoxicating to watch my wife dancing with a stranger, her body swaying seductively to the beat.

Every so often, one of the guys would drag Emily closer by her waist, whispering in her ear. His hand lingered on her hip, his touch both possessive and tender. I wondered if he would go further, my emotions a whirlwind of jealousy and arousal. At one point, she had her back to him, and he got really close, his lips brushing the back of her neck. She didn't back away an inch, so he wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her to him, grinding into her backside. It was a provocative sight, and she looked like she was loving every moment.

Eventually, they returned to the table, both looking flushed. Emily's nipples were rock hard, pressing against the fabric of her mini dress, a clear indication of her arousal.

"You two had fun out there. It was almost x-rated," I laughed, trying to keep my tone light.

"It was pretty hot," Emily said, flashing me a wink that sent a thrill down my spine.

They told us the guys wanted them to go back to their house in town, but they were not interested.

"We were terrible for teasing them, but they were asking for it," Kathy laughed, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

We all had a good laugh about it. So my wife is now a cock teaser. "Naughty girls," I told them, shaking my head with a grin.

They both burst out laughing again, the sound of their laughter ringing out over the music. The evening was taking on a surreal quality, filled with unexpected excitement and new discoveries about each other. Emily was blossoming before my eyes, embracing a side of her sexuality that I had only glimpsed before. It was exhilarating and a little terrifying, but I couldn't deny how much it turned me on.

We said our goodnights and headed for our apartment. After tonight's show, I decided I was going to go ahead and book a massage for Emily with Carter. I was still unsure if she'd go for it, but I thought there was no better time than now. I would see when Carter was free tomorrow, then put it to Emily after dinner.

When we got to our apartment, Emily went to have a quick shower. I fixed us a couple of drinks and sat down on the sofa, waiting for her to return. As I waited, I decided to take a chance and put some porn on the TV. When she returned, she was wearing a white lacy bodysuit with matching hold-ups. The sight of her took my breath away. She kissed me passionately, her hand sliding down to feel my hard cock.

"What a night, honey. Thank you so much," she said, her voice sultry and appreciative.

"Not a problem, sweetheart. I'm glad you're having a great time."

"I certainly am, Jack. Anything on TV tonight? It's too early for bed."

Now was my chance. I switched on the TV, and of course, it was on the hotel's porn channel. Funny that I thought, trying to keep a straight face.

"You've been watching porn while I showered. Naughty boy," she laughed, giving my rock-hard cock a playful squeeze.

"Honest, darling, I never did. Let me change channels."

"Don't be silly. It'll be nice to see. I've never watched one before."

I asked her what kind she wanted to watch. After flicking through the categories, she asked if we could watch one from the interracial section. All my dreams were coming true at once. What would her reaction be to watching a black cock inside a white pussy? I noticed one straight away, called "White Wife's Holiday Surprise," and I asked her if she wanted to watch it.

"Sure," she said, blushing slightly.

I pressed play, and the screen filled with the erotic scene of a beautiful white woman being seduced by a tall, muscular black man. The atmosphere in our apartment grew thick with tension as we watched. Emily's eyes were glued to the screen, her breathing shallow. My own arousal was palpable, my cock straining against my pants.

Emily leaned closer, her hand finding its way back to my crotch. "This is so hot," she whispered, her voice husky.

I nodded, my eyes never leaving the screen. The sight of the black man undressing the woman, his large hands caressing her pale skin, was intoxicating. Emily's grip on me tightened as the scene progressed, the man's enormous cock coming into view. The woman on the screen gasped as he entered her, and I could see Emily's cheeks flush deeper.

"Is this turning you on?" I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.

"Yes," she admitted, her eyes still fixed on the screen. "It's so... intense."

The scene grew more heated, and I could feel the electricity between us. My mind raced with the possibilities, the thought of Carter's offer lingering. I moved my hand down between her thighs, brushing against the lace of her bodysuit. She moaned softly as my fingers found her wetness, slipping inside the delicate fabric. She was wetter than ever before, her arousal evident.

We continued to watch the film, our bodies entwined. I fingered her slowly, feeling her getting wetter and more excited with each passing moment. The anticipation of what lay ahead added to the excitement, making our touch even more electric. The scene on the screen intensified, the black man's cock moving rhythmically in and out of the white woman, their moans filling the room.

Emily's breathing grew heavier, her body responding to both the visual stimulation and my touch. My fingers moved deeper inside her, curling slightly to hit her most sensitive spot. She gasped, her eyes never leaving the screen, her arousal building with each thrust she watched.

"Does this turn you on, watching this?" I whispered in her ear, my voice thick with desire.

"Yes," she moaned, her hips beginning to move in time with my fingers. "It's so hot."

I increased the pace, my fingers sliding in and out of her slick heat. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling with anticipation. The man on the screen was now fucking the woman with powerful, deep thrusts, his large hands gripping her hips. Emily's eyes were wide, her lips parted, completely absorbed by the scene.

"I want you to come for me, Emily," I murmured, my thumb finding her clit and circling it gently. "I want you to come while you watch this."

She nodded, unable to speak, her body tensing as she neared the edge. I could feel her muscles clenching around my fingers, her arousal soaking through the lace of her bodysuit. The combination of the porn and my touch was overwhelming her senses.

"Yes, Jack," she gasped, her hand gripping my arm as her orgasm built. "I'm so close."

I focused on her clit, my fingers working her faster, her wetness coating my hand. She let out a cry, her body arching as the pleasure surged through her. Her orgasm hit her hard, waves of ecstasy rolling over her as she watched the black man on the screen climax inside the woman.

Her hips bucked against my hand, her moans filling the room. I held her close, feeling her shudder with each wave of pleasure. As her orgasm subsided, she collapsed against me, breathing heavily, her face flushed with satisfaction.

"That was incredible," she whispered, her voice shaky but filled with contentment. "I've never felt anything like that."

"Let's fuck," she said, her voice husky with desire. Instead of heading to the bedroom, she wanted to continue watching the movie.

Emily positioned herself so I could enter her while she kept her eyes on the screen. Her wet pussy welcomed me, the sensation overwhelming. She began to ride my cock, her movements synchronizing with the black stud on the screen fucking the white wife. Each thrust she saw on the screen seemed to fuel her own pleasure, her moans echoing the sounds from the TV.

I could feel Emily's body tense as the black man on the screen sent his cock deeper into the white wife. I could feel her orgasm build quickly, her muscles clenching around me. She cried out, her climax washing over her in waves. It was incredible to feel her come like this, her arousal driven by what she was watching.

This happened about four times, each orgasm more intense than the last. The movie finally finished, and we sat there exhausted, our bodies slick with sweat.

"That was fantastic, Emily. The movie certainly seemed to get you in the mood. It was certainly hot watching that big black cock entering the wife," she said, her breathing still heavy.

"I'm glad it turned you on, babe. It was the contrast in colors and the size that did it for me," she responded, a mischievous glint in her eye.

I was already getting hard again just from talking about it. She grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom. We fucked for another hour, our bodies moving in perfect harmony, fueled by the excitement and new experiences of the night. Finally, exhausted and satisfied, we fell into a deep sleep, our bodies entwined, knowing that this was just the beginning of our erotic adventure.


Chapter 6

I woke early again, the events of last night replaying vividly in my mind. My wife had admitted to being turned on by black cock. Was it the drink, I wondered? I fixed a coffee and sat on the balcony, reflecting on everything. On the table was the brochure given to my wife by Carter. I flicked through it, but there was nothing about the special massage. I guessed you had to request it at the reception.

With Emily still asleep, I got changed and headed to the gym reception area to chat with Carter. When I arrived, I was greeted by Susie. I asked for Carter, and she said he had to go to their sister resort on the island for a couple of days. She asked if she could help, and I mentioned I was looking to book his special massage for my wife.

"He did say you inquired about it. If you want to go for it, he said I could give him a ring to arrange a date, and he'd come in especially to help you."

I decided on an appointment in three days' time. Susie took my phone number and said he'd call to arrange the finer details. I thanked her and left, knowing the hard part was yet to come: asking my wife if she wanted an intimate massage from a hot, well-hung black guy.

When I returned, Emily was up and about.

"Hi, sexy. Where have you been? I missed you getting up."

"I went to the gym to see what massages they offer. I quite fancy one while I'm here."

"Why don't we book one together?"

Perfect, I thought. I'd book a normal one for us and then approach her about the special one.

"You were wild last night. What got into you?" I smiled.

She laughed, "Guess I had one too many rum and cokes."

We decided to have a chilled day by the pool. Kathy and Keith were on a trip and wouldn't be back until much later. On the way, we popped into the gym to book our massages. A new girl was there, and we booked a back massage for the afternoon. We relaxed by the pool for a few hours before heading back for the massage. We both loved it and decided we'd like another before we left. Heading back to the room, I decided now was the time to take the bull by the horns and ask her outright.

"Here's your drink, darling," she said, sitting down beside me on the balcony.

It was getting late, and we'd had a lovely meal. We decided to have a quiet night in for a change. She started flicking through the brochure, looking at the different massages.

"So, what do you fancy for our last one before we head off home?" Emily asked, her eyes bright with curiosity.

"I'm not sure, darling. What do you fancy?" I replied, knowing this was my chance to ask her. "I hear they do a special massage by appointment only."

"Oh, that sounds interesting. I never noticed it in the brochure," she said, looking intrigued.

Here it goes, I thought. "You have to specially book it. It's an all-over, intimate body massage and can last around two hours."

She raised an eyebrow. "That sounds quite something. Who does it?"

I took a deep breath, steadying my nerves. "It needs to be booked through Carter."

She was silent for a moment, obviously processing what I'd just said. "I take it he does the massage then?" she asked.

"Yes, and he is very respectful. He will only go as far as the client is comfortable with. I could also be there with you, and it would take place here in our apartment."

I waited for what seemed like an eternity for her reply.

"You seem quite keen for me to try it, darling. Does it bother you that the massage will be done by Carter and that it will be intimate?"

"Not at all, Emily. If I'm being honest about it, the thought of you getting a sensual massage from Carter turns me on."

I couldn't believe what I had just told her.

"I'm not sure I could do it, darling."

"Does it not appeal at all, Emily?"

"No, it sounds great. It's just I've never been with another man apart from you."

"Do you find him attractive?" I asked gently.

She started blushing. "Yes, he is very attractive."

"Listen, you'll look great together. Remember, I'll be there with you, Emily. You'll only go as far as you are comfortable with, no pressure."

She was in deep thought, and I was sure she'd back off going through with it.

"I'll do it, but only if you're sure about it, Jack."

I leaned in, giving her a passionate kiss, and whispered, "I'd love to see you with Carter."

"OK, go ahead and book an appointment. I must admit, I'm very nervous about it, but also a little excited."

I could hardly believe my ears. My wife had agreed to go ahead with this bold step. That night in bed, we made love with an intensity and passion we'd never experienced before. It felt as if the anticipation had ignited a fire within us, connecting us on a deeper level. In just a few days, she was going to have a once-in-a-lifetime experience, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take us.

The next day, Carter phoned to ask how things were progressing. I explained that she was keen to experience his special massage but felt a bit apprehensive.

He reassured me, "We both need to be completely relaxed before anything intimate happens. Everything will proceed at our own pace, with no pushing from me. If you want to stop at any point, just say so, and I will stop immediately."

"How do you feel about it?" he asked, his voice gentle yet probing.

"I'm nervous but very excited," I admitted.

"Good, it's important that the husband enjoys the experience as well," he responded.

Before we ended the call, there was one more thing I needed to know. "Carter, about your size... My wife has only been with me, and I'm pretty average. If she decides to go all the way, will it hurt her?"

"Not at all, Jack. If we reach the point of intercourse, I always take things slowly. I've never hurt a client. I only go as deep as what's comfortable. Your wife will love it. She has a fantastic, sexy body, and it will be my pleasure to please her."

After the call, I returned to our bedroom, still in a bit of a daze. "Carter phoned, and everything is arranged, darling," I said.

"Are you really sure, Jack? I'm pretty nervous and don't want to hurt you."

I reassured her, explaining what Carter had said about only doing what we were comfortable with. "Listen, if you're still unsure, we could ask Kathy about her experience with Carter."

She laughed, a lightness entering her eyes. "Now, why doesn't that surprise me? She was always flirting with Carter whenever we saw him. OK, it will help to have a chat with her. Invite her over, darling."

That morning, Kathy came around to our apartment. With Keith out golfing, it was just the three of us. We sat out on the balcony, drinks in hand, the sun casting a warm glow over us.

"So, Jack told me about your upcoming appointment with Carter, honey," Kathy began, her eyes twinkling with curiosity and a hint of mischief.

"I'm very nervous about it, Kathy. How did you find it?" Emily asked, her voice trembling slightly.

"Emily, you are in for a special treat. Carter is such a gentleman. He put both Keith and me at ease straight away. We chatted for ages; there was no hurry at all. I won't say too much because I don't want to spoil your surprise. But once we were completely relaxed and happy to proceed, he started the massage. He'll only go as far as you both feel comfortable. You're a lucky lady. Both you and Carter are so hot; you'll be great together."

"And did you let him enter you?" Emily asked, a blush creeping up her cheeks.

"Yes, he fucked me, Emily, and I've never experienced anything like it before. As you know, he is huge, but he'll only go in as far as what's comfortable. You'll be completely relaxed and might surprise yourself. Saying that, I couldn't take his whole length," she added with a wink.

We finished our chat, and Kathy left us alone. Emily turned to me, her eyes sparkling with a mix of nerves and excitement. "I think I'm ready, Jack, and I can't wait to experience it."

I was on cloud nine, but the next day seemed to drag endlessly. Emily asked if she could go topless in the afternoon to get rid of her tan lines.

"Of course, darling. We'll find a secluded spot down at the pool area."

We spent a relaxing day at the pool, soaking in the sun. My wife looked stunning on the lounger with her tits exposed, drawing the attention of the pool staff. She seemed completely comfortable with herself, exuding a newfound confidence. We had a few drinks at the bar with Keith and Kathy after dinner, and Emily seemed utterly at ease.

"Well, we'd better get off. It'll be a busy day tomorrow," I said, sensing the anticipation building.

"Have a wonderful time, you two. Remember, Emily, relax and enjoy it. You'll love it," Kathy said with a reassuring smile.

"You both will," Keith added, his eyes twinkling.

Carter had advised that we refrain from sex the night before to heighten the experience. So, we had a lovely soak in the bath, the warm water soothing our nerves. We shared quiet, intimate moments, exchanging tender touches and whispered words. When our heads finally hit the pillow, we fell into a deep, restful sleep, dreaming of the adventure that awaited us.

I woke up around 7 am and noticed my wife wasn't in bed. She was seated out on the balcony, enjoying the morning sun, her silhouette bathed in golden light.

"Have you been up long, darling?" I asked, joining her.

"Since around 6 am, love. It's too nice a day to sleep in."

"How are you feeling about tonight?" I asked, gently brushing a strand of hair from her face.

"I'm feeling very relaxed about it now. I know we love each other so much, and I'm sure we'll both have a great experience."

I leaned in, giving her a deep, loving kiss. "I love you more than you could ever know."

We decided to spend the morning around the pool so she could get rid of the last of her tan lines. She seemed completely at ease, her confidence shining through. To help her relax and prepare for the evening, I booked a spa session for her in the afternoon. She wanted a facial, her nails done, and a waxing session to look her best. Could she possibly look more beautiful, I wondered? When she returned to the apartment, she was glowing, radiating beauty and confidence.

We spent the afternoon on the balcony, chatting and enjoying each other's company before it was time to get ready for dinner. The anticipation was palpable, and I felt alive and excited. I ran a luxurious bath for her, leaving her to relax and prepare in peace. After my shower, I changed and waited for her to finish.

When she entered the room, I was blown away by her beauty. She wore her red low-cut mini dress, the one that wasn't quite as revealing as the others but still highlighted her stunning figure.

"You look stunning, Emily. Carter is going to be one lucky guy."

"Thank you, darling." Her smile was radiant, and with that, we headed to dinner. We enjoyed a lovely, relaxing meal, followed by a couple of drinks at the bar before returning to our apartment. Carter was due in just over an hour.

Lost in my thoughts, we listened to some music until there was a knock on the door.

"Are you ready, love?" I asked, seeing a mix of nerves and excitement in her eyes.

"I'm a little nervous, but yes, darling," she smiled.

I opened the door, and Carter greeted me with a big smile, shaking my hand warmly. He was dressed in a white loose-fitting top and white slacks, exuding a calm, professional air. I helped him with his bag and the massage table. Emily stood up and approached him, looking breathtakingly beautiful. Carter shook her hand and then kissed her softly on the lips.

"You look so sexy, Emily," he said, his eyes full of admiration.

"Thank you. I'm pleased you like what you see," she replied, her voice tinged with both excitement and a hint of nervousness.

"Love the dress; it shows your body off to perfection," Carter complimented, his eyes roaming appreciatively.

She gave him a big smile and said, "Good."

We chatted for the next half hour, getting to know each other better. Carter was charming and completely put us both at ease. His presence was calming, and I could see Emily relaxing more with each passing minute.

"If it's OK with you two, why don't we swap places, Jack, so Emily and I can get to know each other a little better? It will help her relax more and give her complete trust in me."

We looked at each other and nodded in agreement. I got up and swapped places with Carter so he could sit next to my wife. We continued our chat, with Carter focusing on Emily, asking about her interests and making her laugh. It was captivating to watch them together, her comfort and ease growing with each moment.


Chapter 7

I got up to get us all a drink, and when I returned, I noticed Emily's hand resting on Carter's leg. "You are one lucky guy, Jack. Your wife is so hot."

He then put his arm around her, drawing her close. It felt natural, watching them connect. They slowly kissed in front of me, their tongues dancing together. His hand moved to her breast, caressing her gently and tweaking her nipple through the material of her dress. Her large nipples were visibly erect, and I could see her pleasure building. He whispered something in her ear, making her giggle softly. He then started to kiss her neck tenderly while still caressing her breast. Her hand moved up the inside of his thigh until it rested on his crotch. She let out a small moan as she felt his arousal. Kathy was certainly right; they looked incredibly hot together. Carter was slowly seducing my wife, and it was an intoxicating sight.

"Why don't we get more comfortable?" Carter suggested.

I turned to Emily. "Are you ready?"

She nodded, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. "More than ready, darling."

"OK, Emily, I'd like you to get changed in the bedroom and wrap this towel around you. It's up to you what you have on underneath, and I'll set the massage table up. Does that sound OK?"

My wife smiled and got up to get ready, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. She leaned down to kiss me, her lips brushing against mine tenderly, and whispered in my ear, "I love you, darling. He feels absolutely massive." Her words sent a shiver of excitement down my spine. This was going to be an unforgettable evening.

Carter turned to me, his eyes warm and inviting. "How are you finding the evening so far?" he asked.

"It's fantastic, Carter. We both feel so relaxed," I replied, feeling a sense of calm wash over me.

"That's good to hear," he said, a reassuring smile on his face. "Remember, I'll only do what you are both comfortable with."

He began setting up the massage table in the middle of the room, his movements deliberate and soothing. "When I'm doing the massage, please feel free to stand and watch. This is your experience too, don't forget."

The room transformed as he dimmed the lights and lit a few aromatic candles. Their gentle glow cast soft shadows that danced across the walls. The air filled with a calming fragrance, heightening the sense of intimacy.

Emily returned, wrapped in the towel Carter had given her, looking serene and radiant. "Perfect, Emily. I hope you're feeling relaxed?" he asked, his voice gentle.

"I feel wonderful," she replied, a contented smile playing on her lips. She leaned in and kissed him, her hand lingering on his butt in a playful caress.

"OK, babe, I want you to lie on your stomach and loosen the towel so it covers your back loosely," Carter instructed.

Emily obeyed, settling onto the table with a grace that made my heart swell with love. Carter poured oil onto his hands and began to work on her shoulders, his touch firm yet tender. "That feels so nice," she murmured, her voice a soft sigh.

It was incredibly erotic watching his hands glide over her skin, their movements purposeful and skilled. He massaged her shoulders for several minutes, each stroke seeming to melt away her tension.

"I'm now going to move the towel, Emily, so I can work on your back," he said softly.

She lay still, completely relaxed and trusting. Carter folded the towel so it only covered her butt, then drizzled warm oil down her spine. He began to knead her back, his hands moving with practiced precision. When he reached her sides, he lingered near her breasts, giving them extra attention that elicited a soft moan from her lips.

"That feels so good," she breathed, her eyes half-closed in bliss.

"OK, Emily. I'm going to remove your towel completely. We won't need it anymore," Carter said, his voice a soothing murmur.

He let the towel fall to the floor, revealing her entire body. She looked stunning lying there, her butt beautifully exposed, the candlelight casting a warm glow on her skin.

"Your ass is amazing, Emily," Carter commented, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine.

He poured a generous amount of oil over her buttocks, letting it drip sensuously down the cleft of her ass. Watching his big, strong hands glide over my wife's supple skin was mesmerizing. His touch was confident and deliberate, lingering at the most tantalizing spots, especially near the crack of her ass. Emily's moans became more pronounced, her body responding instinctively as she began to arch her back off the table, seeking more of his skilled touch.

Carter's hands moved with a practiced ease, kneading and caressing, ensuring that every inch of her ass received the attention it deserved. After a while, he transitioned to the foot of the table to work on her legs, starting with her feet. He massaged her calves with slow, deliberate strokes, working out any tension or knots.

"OK, Emily, I'd like you to open your legs slightly so I can work on your thighs," he instructed, his tone both professional and deeply intimate.

She parted her legs a little, and he motioned for me to come closer. My heart raced as I saw her pussy now, glistening and inviting. Carter's hands moved up her thighs, his touch firm yet gentle. My wife's legs opened up more without him even asking, revealing her wet, swollen lips. Each brush of his fingers against her sensitive flesh elicited louder moans from her, her body betraying her growing arousal. He repeated the same delicate, teasing strokes on the other side, driving her wild with anticipation.

"OK, babe, I'd like you to turn over so I can work on your front," he said, his voice thick with desire.

Emily turned over, revealing her magnificent breasts to us both. "Emily, your tits are amazing," Carter told her, his admiration evident.

He leaned down and gave her a passionate kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that made her nipples harden instantly. His hands started on her shoulders and neck, his touch both soothing and stimulating.

"OK, Emily, I'd like you to rest on your elbows," he instructed gently.

She complied, propping herself up as Carter slowly covered her breasts in oil. His large, dark hands began to work on them, kneading and caressing her tender flesh with exquisite care. It was clear he was taking his time, savoring every moment as much as she was. Her nipples, already erect, became even harder under his expert touch. His fingers danced over her nipples, rolling and pinching them lightly, drawing out gasps and moans of pleasure from my wife.

The sight of them together, the intimacy and the palpable desire, was incredibly erotic. I knew at that moment that Emily was ready to go all the way; her body and mind completely surrendered to the pleasure Carter was giving her. His fingers continued to work her nipples, each motion deliberate and filled with a promise of more to come.

"Your nipples are massive, Emily. They're getting so hard," Carter murmured, his voice a blend of awe and desire.

"It's your touch, Carter. You really are turning me on. I love it," she replied, her voice breathy and filled with need.

Her back arched up, completely under his spell. Carter moved his hands to her stomach, his touch both firm and tender. Emily remained on her elbows, her eyes locked onto his as he kissed her deeply again. Her legs parted, fully exposing her glistening pussy to his gaze. His hands moved sensuously down her stomach, pausing to admire the view before he returned to her legs, slowly working his way back up to her core.

Their eyes met, a silent conversation of shared desire passing between them as his hands traveled up the inside of her thighs. He poured oil over her already wet pussy, letting it soak into her skin. The anticipation was palpable; her body quivered with the need for his touch. Carter's fingers began to work slowly on her clit, eliciting a loud, unrestrained moan from Emily. Her clit stood out, fully engorged and sensitive.

"You're so wet, babe," he told her, his voice dripping with lust.

Another moan escaped her lips, more urgent than before. Slowly, one of his fingers slipped into her pussy, causing her to convulse with pleasure. She was close, teetering on the edge of an orgasm. Carter moved his finger in and out at a tantalizingly slow pace, adding another finger to heighten her pleasure. Her moans filled the room, her juices coating his fingers. Emily was wetter than I'd ever seen her before, her arousal unmistakable.

A third finger joined the others, and with a loud cry, she came, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Carter stopped and kissed her passionately, savoring the moment.

Emily shifted, sitting up and opening her legs wider for him. He moved between them, their bodies naturally aligning. They were lost in their moment together, kissing deeply, one of her hands around his neck, the other gripping his ass, pulling him closer. He then lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around him as he carried her to the bedroom. The massage was over; it was time for more.

"Bring the candles in and turn the lights down low," he instructed me.


Chapter 8

I did as he asked, setting the mood for what was to come. I sat down and watched as they stood in the middle of the bedroom, their kisses growing more passionate. Carter's big, strong hands gripped her ass, pulling her tightly against him while her arms wrapped around his neck. She pulled away briefly, her fingers deftly undoing his shirt buttons, revealing his sculpted chest and torso.

He shrugged off his shirt, letting it fall to the floor, and Emily's hands roamed over his muscular frame, exploring every inch of him. Their connection was electric, a powerful current of desire and affection that charged the air around them. The intimacy of the moment was breathtaking, a testament to the deep bond they were forging.

With a sense of urgency, they continued to kiss and touch, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. Emily's hands never stopped exploring, memorizing the feel of his skin and the strength of his muscles. Carter's touch was equally reverent, as if he was savoring every second, every sensation.

"Your body is amazing, Carter," Emily whispered, her eyes full of admiration and lust.

"It's all yours tonight, babe," he replied, his voice a deep, seductive promise.

They kissed again, the intensity of their connection deepening. Emily's hand moved down to his crotch, rubbing his cock through his trousers. His bulge was now clearly defined, straining against the fabric. She took her time undoing his belt, then the button, and finally pulling down his zipper. His pants fell to the floor, and he stepped out of them, revealing his tight white boxers.

"Carter, it looks so big," she breathed, her hand continuing to rub his growing erection.

With a tantalizing slowness, she removed his boxers, and his cock dropped between his legs, an impressive seven inches even in its flaccid state. It looked magnificent, thick and heavy.

Emily gasped at the sight. "Oh, Carter, your cock looks incredible."

"You are going to experience it all tonight, babe," he said, removing a band from around his shaft, which apparently had kept him from getting erect. He wouldn't be needing it anymore.

Wow, I thought to myself, eight inches, and he wasn't even fully hard yet. His massive balls hung heavily as he led my wife to the shower. They stepped in together, the hot water cascading over their contrasting bodies, a beautiful interplay of light and dark. Emily pressed up against him, her hand stroking his impressive length. He turned her around so she faced me, her back against his chest, and started washing her body with deliberate, sensual movements.

His hands roamed over her, caressing every curve and contour. Emily continued to stroke his cock, which was now growing harder in her hand. The look of awe and desire on her face was priceless. One of his hands slipped between her legs, expertly working her pussy, while the other caressed her breasts. Emily's moans echoed through the bathroom as another orgasm overtook her, Carter's touch driving her wild. His cock was now fully erect, an imposing eleven inches of thick, rock-hard flesh in my wife's tiny hand. She stroked him slowly, her hand moving up and down his huge shaft.

"Carter, it is so big. I'm not sure I can handle it," she said, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

"You will, babe. Just relax and enjoy it," he reassured her, his voice soothing yet commanding. He laid her down on the bed and lowered himself between her legs, his mouth descending to her pussy.

"You taste so good, Emily," he murmured as he explored her with his tongue, each movement eliciting deep moans of pleasure from her.

Emily sat up on her elbows, watching him devour her pussy. "God, I feel so wet," she moaned, her voice thick with arousal.

"Good, I want your pussy nice and wet to take my big black cock, babe. I want you to take it all," Carter growled, his words sending another wave of pleasure through her.

Her head fell back as another orgasm erupted from deep within her. The sight was incredibly erotic, her body trembling with each wave of pleasure. Carter pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with desire.

"Let me lie down so we can satisfy each other, Emily," he said, his voice a husky whisper.

He laid down on the bed, and Emily eagerly mounted him, positioning her pussy above his face while she leaned forward to take his big black cock into her mouth. The sight was intoxicating, her pale skin a striking contrast against his dark, muscular body. She licked the tip of his cock, savoring the taste for the first time, her tongue swirling around the head. One of her hands stroked his impressive length while the other gently massaged his heavy balls.

With a deep breath, she took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was so thick that she struggled to accommodate more, but she was determined. She gagged slightly as she pushed herself further, needing to pull back to catch her breath, leaving his cock glistening with her saliva. She didn't stop, though, licking up and down the entire shaft before taking him into her mouth again, her hands and tongue working in perfect harmony.

"God, you give great head, babe," Carter groaned, his voice filled with pleasure.

Emily responded by taking him deeper, her mouth stretching around his girth. She bobbed her head up and down, her tongue sliding along the underside of his cock, tracing the prominent vein. She pulled back occasionally to run her tongue in slow, teasing circles around the sensitive head, then took him back in, each time pushing herself to take more of him.

Her free hand moved from his balls to the base of his shaft, stroking the part she couldn't fit in her mouth. Her other hand slipped lower, gently squeezing and rolling his balls. The combination of her hands and mouth working together had Carter groaning with pleasure, his hips bucking slightly in response to her skilled ministrations.

Emily glanced up at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief and desire. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked harder, creating a deliciously tight vacuum around his cock. She could feel it throbbing in her mouth, a clear sign of his impending release, but she didn't let up. Instead, she increased her pace, her head moving faster, her strokes more determined.

She pulled back again, letting his cock slip from her mouth with a wet pop. She licked her lips, savoring the taste of him before diving back down, taking him as deep as she could. Her hand continued to pump the base of his shaft, her other hand squeezing his balls with just the right amount of pressure. She was relentless, her mouth and hands working in perfect sync to bring him to the edge.

Carter's groans grew louder, his breathing ragged. "I'm going to cum, babe," he warned, his voice strained with pleasure.

Emily didn't slow down. If anything, she doubled her efforts, determined to make him cum hard. She felt his cock twitch in her mouth, the first spurts of his cum hitting the back of her throat. She swallowed quickly, not missing a beat, as his orgasm overwhelmed him. His hot seed filled her mouth, and she drank it down eagerly, her tongue continuing to massage his sensitive head.

I was stunned. Emily usually hates the taste of cum and never swallows for me, but here she was, eagerly swallowing every drop for Carter. When he finally finished, she pulled back, panting slightly, his cock coated in her saliva and cum. She looked up at him, expecting to see him softening, but to her surprise, and mine, he stayed completely hard, his cock standing proudly as if nothing had happened.

"Oh my God, Carter, you're still hard!" she exclaimed, astonishment in her voice. "Do you think you can fuck me now?"

He smiled at her, a confident and seductive smile. "Absolutely, babe. You're about to get the fuck of your lifetime."

My sexy white wife was ready to experience something truly special. She was about to receive the fuck of her lifetime. Carter shifted her off him and laid her down on the bed, slowly spreading her legs apart. I moved closer, unable to resist the allure of the moment. Carter positioned himself between her legs, his massive cock resting against her wet, eager pussy.

Using the head of his cock, he teased her clit, drawing a long, loud moan from Emily as she opened her legs even wider in invitation. He rubbed the head against her swollen lips before carefully inserting just the tip into her.

She gasped, "God, Carter, you're stretching me so much," as he pushed about three inches inside her, her body trembling with the sensation.

"You'll get used to my thickness, babe. Just relax and enjoy it. I've wanted to fuck you so much since I first met you," he said, his voice a deep, erotic rumble. With that, he eased another inch of his magnificent cock into her.

She glanced over at me, her eyes wide with a mix of astonishment and pleasure. "Jack, his cock is so thick, it's really stretching me."

What was etched across her face wasn't pain but pure ecstasy. He withdrew slowly, his cock glistening with her juices. He paused to apply oil over his length, ensuring he could delve even deeper. Sliding back inside her, he eased four inches in and stopped. Their eyes locked, an intense connection sparking between them. Another two inches followed, causing her to moan deeply. Just under half his impressive length was now inside her. He began to move, a steady rhythm that didn't push any further; each thrust eliciting soft gasps from her. It was mesmerizing, watching that black cock bringing my wife to the brink of orgasm.

"How are you feeling, babe?" he asked, his voice husky as he held back, waiting for her orgasm to subside.

"Carter, it feels fantastic, honey. I'm ready for more," she responded, breathless and eager.

With a determined look, he pushed another two inches into her wet, welcoming pussy. Her arousal was palpable, a slickness that made each movement fluid and sensual. He resumed his thrusts, a deliberate pace that maintained the same depth, now with eight inches buried inside her. The sight was intoxicating; could she take all of him? I was about to find out.

Increasing his speed slightly, he drove her wild, her body adjusting to his size. Her moans grew louder, more urgent, begging for him to fuck her harder. Slowing his pace again, he nearly pulled out, leaving just the tip inside. Their eyes met once more, the intensity of their shared moment almost tangible. She propped herself up on her elbows, wanting to watch him enter her inch by inch. He was going to give her every inch of his length.

As he filled her completely, she let out a massive orgasm, her body trembling as over ten inches of thick black cock plunged deep into her pussy. He began to move, his heavy balls slapping against her with each powerful thrust.

She glanced at me again, her face a picture of bliss. "Oh god, Jack, his cock is amazing."

Faster and harder, he thrust his huge black cock into her, each powerful stroke drawing out another orgasm. Her legs wrapped tightly around him, her nails raking across his back, leaving vivid marks. Her screams for him to fuck her harder echoed through the room. They went on like this for a good 30 minutes before he finally had to stop.

I could clearly see the scratch marks on his back where she had dug her nails into him. He pulled out, his cock glistening with her cum. Her pussy gaped where that monster cock had been.

"OK, your turn on top, Emily." Carter lay down on the bed, his body covered in sweat.

He had incredible stamina and control. Emily slowly mounted him, feeling his cock stretch her once again. She had grown accustomed to the thickness. Watching my wife take his length inch by inch was mesmerizing. Her cum dripped over his balls as she rode him harder.

His large black hands played with her tits, tweaking her rock-hard nipples. He then used one hand to slap her butt, gently at first, then harder as her movements became more frantic. This drove her wild.

He sat up to suck on her nipples. Her breasts looked amazing, and her whole body was a vision of raw sensuality. Watching my wife take control was incredibly arousing. She leaned back, synchronizing her thrusts with his. His cock pounded into her, and she matched him thrust for thrust.

It was driving me crazy, watching her lose herself to this well-hung young black stud. She had multiple orgasms, her cum dripping down his length, covering his balls. Now, it was her turn to be drenched in sweat. Eventually, she had to stop and dismounted him. They lay side by side, kissing passionately.

He lay back as she started kissing his body, starting at his chest and working her way down.

"Suck my cock again, babe," he begged her.

Emily began to lick her cum off his shaft before taking him into her mouth. Using both hands to stroke him, she managed to take more of his cock into her mouth, gagging slightly. His cock was soon covered in her saliva.

She then lay beside him, her back to him. He entered her and began fucking her from the side. Once again, she had multiple orgasms as he thrust deep and hard. His endurance was unbelievable. They fucked like that for what felt like ages, both covered in sweat, their bodies alive with sexual tension.

"Let me take you from behind, Emily. I don't think it will be long before I cum."

She positioned herself with her ass in the air, ready for that monster cock to finish her off. He began to slide his big cock into her from behind, using a finger to explore her anus. She loved it, begging him to go deeper. He slapped her butt again, harder this time, leaving handprints. It didn't hurt her; it drove her wild.

He fucked her so hard that her whole body convulsed with orgasms.

"I'm going to cum soon, babe. Do you want me to pull out?"

"Please, Carter, I want to feel you cum deep inside me."

This drove him wild. He fucked her hard and deep.

"I'm coming, baby, soon," he shouted.

"Oh, Carter, fill me with your cum!" And at that moment, he exploded inside her.

She had a massive orgasm as his cum dripped out of her soaking wet pussy. He pulled out, and his cock made a satisfying sucking sound. She lay down, spreading her legs as his cum seeped out of her swollen pussy.

"Jack, go down on me, darling," she asked.

It was incredible tasting both their cum. She came again quickly. She lay there, completely satisfied. Before long, she was fast asleep. She looked so gorgeous lying there; I could have stared at her all night.

Carter took a shower and changed. He gave her a kiss on the cheek before joining me in the lounge, where I was in my dressing gown. When he came out of the bedroom, he thanked me for letting him fuck my wife.

"She is the hottest lady I've experienced since I've arrived here. I've never experienced a fuck like that before. Not many ladies can take all my 11 inches."

"I think she might have enjoyed herself a little bit, too," I laughed.

We shook hands and agreed that if we ever visited this hotel again, we should look him up. What a night I had just experienced. I checked my watch and was surprised at the time. Carter had been here for just over five hours.

"Coming to bed, darling?"

I turned to see my gorgeous wife at the door, her perfect figure in full view. "Let's fuck, lover. I want your cock inside me." What a way to finish the perfect holiday.
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