

Her Weekend Away
Mark lay in bed trying to read, but couldn’t bring himself to focus. His eyes kept drifting to his phone, waiting for a message. Something. Elena had left last night, she should have arrived at the resort by now. It was agony waiting. Taking care of work and the kids had been a decent distraction, but now with the kids in bed and nothing to do… he was left to his thoughts and imagination.
Was this a good idea? He still wasn’t sure. But his wife had been convincing and he couldn’t deny that the possibilities about this little weekend away weren’t making his heart pound and blood boil.
Finally his phone buzzed from its place on the nightstand. The screen lit up with a picture of Elena in a cute sundress and a sweet smile on her face. He quickly grabbed the phone and opened the message.
Elena: Miss you, love. Thought you'd enjoy this from the resort. Watch alone... 😘
Attached was a video file, timestamped just an hour ago. Mark’s pulse quickened as he tapped to download the video, then pressed play.
The hedonistic resort's vibrant energy filled the screen immediately—palm trees swaying, the distant crash of waves, and the hum of uninhibited laughter and other sounds from other guests. The camera focused on Elena, his beautiful wife, lounging by the infinity pool in a skimpy emerald bikini that barely contained her curves. The top's triangles strained over her full breasts, nipples poking through the nearly transparent fabric, while the bottoms rode high on her hips, slipping between her ass cheeks and clinging tightly to her shaved mound.
She waved at the camera with a playful smile, her auburn hair tousled by the salty sea breeze, green eyes sparkling with mischief. “Hey, baby,” she purred, her voice sultry and warm, like velvet wrapping around his heart. “I really appreciate you letting me have this trip. I miss you and the kids already.” She blew a soft kiss at the camera. “We are going to have to come back here sometime, together. But…” Her smile turned seductively wicked. “Since you're not here... Aaron is keeping me company. He's been so good to me already.” Behind her, Aaron stepped into frame—tall, bronzed from the sun, his swim trunks bulging with the outline of his thick cock. He grinned at the camera and gave a friendly wave, his hand sliding possessively over her shoulder.
Elena leaned back on the cushioned lounge chair, arching her back to push her chest forward. “Look at this view, Mark. The ocean's gorgeous, but Aaron says I'm the real sight to see.” She chuckled and blushed lightly. When her laughter settled, she reached back, tugging at the bikini ties, letting one cup slip down to bare her breast. Her pink nipple hardened instantly in the open air, and she circled it with a fingertip, moaning softly. “Mmm, feel’s so freeing out here. Everyone's so... open.” Her expression softened to one of genuine love. “I can’t tell you how much it means to me that you’re letting me explore this. How much love it takes for you to let me go.”
Aaron knelt beside her, his large hand moving her fingers away and cupping her breast, pinching the nipple gently at first, then harder, making her gasp. Elena turned her face to the camera, biting her lip. “You see how he’s touching me, honey? It’s just right. Not too rough... yet.”
The video shifted as Aaron untied the rest of her top, tossing it aside. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and jiggling with the motion. He cupped them, kneading the soft flesh while leaning in to suck a nipple into his mouth. Elena's head fell back, a throaty laugh escaping her. “Ooooh, Mark, his tongue... feels so good. Makes my pussy ache… for you—but I guess he will have to do since  you’re not here.” She reached down, slipping her hand into her bikini bottoms stretching the material as she dipped her fingers into her center. The camera caught the way her arm moved rhythmically, her breaths quickening. “I'm getting so wet thinking of you watching this. Are you hard, honey? Are you dripping precum? Stroking that cock I love so much?”
Aaron pulled back and yanked her bottoms down her legs in one swift motion. Elena kicked them away, spreading her thighs wide for the camera. Her pussy lips glistened, pink and swollen, a trail of arousal already coating her inner thighs. “See how ready I am?” she teased, her voice dripping with affection and heat. “This is all because of you, baby. You make me feel safe. Safe enough to be naughty.” Aaron stood, dropping his trunks to reveal his rock-hard cock—head flared and leaking pre-cum. He stroked it once, twice, aiming it toward her like an offering.
Elena sat up, wrapping her hand around his shaft, pumping slowly. “God, it's so thick, Mark. Bigger than yours, and it throbs in my grip.” She leaned forward, tongue darting out to lick the tip, swirling around the slit to taste the salty beads of pre-cum. Aaron groaned, threading fingers through her hair. She looked straight into the camera, eyes locked on Mark's imagined gaze. “Wish you could feel how hot it is on my tongue. I'm going to suck him now... for you.” Her lips parted, sliding down his length, taking half in one go. She bobbed, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, saliva dripping down his balls. Wet slurps filled the audio, mixed with her muffled moans. “Mmmph... tastes salty, like the sea. Love you, honey—hope this makes you cum hard.”
After a few minutes of deep-throating—gagging slightly when Aaron hit the back of her throat—he pulled her off with a slurping pop. Taking the phone, he positioned it on a nearby table for a steady view, then guided Elena onto all fours on the lounge chair, her ass facing the camera. The resort's background blurred—other couples lounging nearby, some watching with interest—but Elena's body dominated the frame: her round cheeks spread, pussy exposed and dripping. “Watch this angle, Mark,” she said breathlessly, wiggling her hips. “I want you to see every inch when he slides in.” Aaron gripped her waist, rubbing his cockhead along her slit, coating it in her juices. She pushed back impatiently. “Please, Aaron... fuck me for my husband.”
He thrust forward, burying his cock to the hilt in one slow but powerful stroke. Elena cried out, her body jolting, breasts swinging. “Oh fuck, baby! He's stretching me so wide—feels like he's splitting me open.” From the camera's view, Mark could see it all: her pussy lips gripping Aaron's shaft tightly, the way it disappeared into her, balls pressing against her clit. Aaron started pumping, slow at first, pulling out to show the shine of her cream on him before slamming back in. Each impact made her ass ripple, her moans turning into sensual pleas. “Deeper, yes... he’s hitting spots you can’t reach, Mark. He's owning my pussy right now, but it's yours forever, honey.”
The pace quickened, Aaron's hips snapping with raw force, the lounge chair creaking under them. Elena's face turned toward the camera, flushed and glowing, sweat beading on her forehead. ”I can feel him throbbing inside me, so much bigger than you... god, the way he fills me. Are you jealous? Please baby say you’re jealous, it turns me on teasing you this way.” She reached back, spreading her cheeks wider for a better view, her asshole winking as Aaron pounded. His hand came down in a light slap on her ass, reddening the skin, making her yelp in delight. “Spank me harder for him! Show my husband how you mark his wife.” Another smack echoed, followed by her laughter—loving, erotic. A few other whistles and encouraging remarks drifted from the onlooking guests. “I miss your hands on me, honey. But don’t worry, Aaron is a good substitute.”
Aaron flipped her onto her back, hooking her legs over his shoulders and folded her in half. The camera captured the deep penetration perfectly—his cock plunging straight down into her core, her pussy squelching with every thrust. Elena's tits bounced wildly as she clutched at his arms. “He's fucking me like an animal!” Her fingers found her swollen nub, circling it frantically. “I'm gonna cum. Cum with me, Mark—imagine tasting me after.”
Her body tensed, thighs quivering. 'Yes, oh god!' Juices gushed around his pistoning cock, soaking the chair as she convulsed, screaming Mark’s name mixed with Aaron's in a haze of pleasure. Aaron growled, thrusting through her orgasm, his own building. “Where do you want it, slut?” he demanded, but Elena answered for the camera. “My tits—let Mark see you paint his wife.” He pulled out, straddling her waist, jerking his slick cock furiously. Ropes of hot cum shot across her breasts, splattering her nipples and dripping down her sides.
Panting and flushed, slick with sweat, Elena scooped up some of the thick cum, licking it from her fingers with a wink. “Mmmm, tastes  like sin. Love you endlessly, honey—I’ll show you just how much when I get home.”
The video ended with Elena blowing a kiss. Mark replayed it immediately, his hand already down his pants, lost in the vivid replay of her teasing words and the bull's dominant claim. It didn’t take long for Mark to stain his boxers, gasping as he watched his wife’s infidelity. An exploration he’d agreed to and encouraged. He still had his doubts, but if the rest of her weekend was going to be like this… then maybe he could get over his jealousy and just enjoy the ride.
…
Later that evening, Mark's phone vibrated again.
Elena:  One more for you, my love. Can't stop thinking about how you'll react to this. Sweet dreams... or not. 💋
Mark hit play without hesitation, his heart racing as the video loaded. The scene opened in a luxurious hotel suite, the kind with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the resort's breathtaking view of the ocean and the palm trees threaded with twinkling lights. Elena stood in the kitchenette, wrapped in a silky white robe that clung to her curves, the belt loosely tied at her waist. Her auburn hair was damp, fresh from a shower, cascading over her shoulders. She looked radiant, her skin flushed with a healthy glow.
She smiled directly at the camera that was propped on the counter, stirring a cup of coffee with a spoon. “Hey there, handsome,' her voice was a warm caress. “Just winding down after an incredible day at the resort. You wouldn't believe the energy here—couples everywhere, exploring without a care. I swam in a nude pool this afternoon; felt the sun on every inch of me, water lapping at my bare pussy. And the spa... oh, Mark, they have these couples' full body massages. And it’s not like a happy ending thing, but they do massage  ev-er-y-thing.” She giggled and took a sip of her coffee, licking her lips seductively, her green eyes locking onto the lens with that teasing glint he adored. “Aaron has been spoiling me rotten. We danced under the stars, his hands all over my ass while the band played. Everyone's so free here—swingers chatting like old friends, moans echoing from the cabanas. It's liberating, baby. Makes me miss you even more, but in the best way. We will have to come back here together sometime. This is an experience meant for us, not just me.”
Elena set her cup down and sauntered toward the balcony doors, the robe swaying with her hips. She pushed them open, stepping out into the balmy night air, the distant sound of waves and laughter filtering in. Her focus stayed on the camera as she picked it up and placed it on a small table for a wide view. With deliberate slowness, Elena untied the robe's belt, letting the fabric part like curtains. It slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet to reveal what she'd chosen underneath: a sheer sea green negligee that hugged her body like a second skin. The lace cups cradled her heavy breasts, her nipples dark and peaked against the translucent material, while the hem barely skimmed her thighs, exposing the tops of her thigh-high stockings and a garter belt framing her bare pussy.
She turned slightly, giving the camera a full view of her silhouette against the night sky—full hips flaring out, ass cheeks peeking from the short hem. “Like what you see?” she murmured, running her hands up her sides to cup her tits, thumbs brushing her nipples until they stiffened further. “This is what Aaron picked out for tonight. Feels slutty, perfect for what's coming.” Elena leaned against the railing, the breeze teasing the hem higher, and fixed her gaze on the camera with a sensual pout. “I'm heading back inside soon to meet Aaron and his friend, Javier. Have I mentioned him? Tall, dark, has that Spanish fire—cock like you wouldn't believe, thick and curved. They're waiting in the bedroom, already hard, thinking about me.”
Her voice dropped to a husky whisper as she traced a finger down her stomach, dipping between her legs to stroke her clit lightly, a soft moan escaping her lips. “We're starting slow—me on my knees between them, sucking their cocks one after the other. Aaron's veined  shaft down my throat while I jerk Javier's, tasting their pre-cum mixing on my tongue. Then they'll strip this off me, bend me over the bed, imagine my tits swinging as they take turns fucking my mouth.” She arched her back, simulating the pose, her robe forgotten on the floor. “Javier's going first in my pussy—sliding that curved dick deep, hitting spots that make me scream. Aaron will watch, stroking himself, before he claims my ass. Yeah, baby, double penetration tonight. One in my tight hole, stretching me wide, the other pounding my pussy until I'm filled from both ends, their balls slapping against me.”
Elena's breaths came quicker now, her fingers circling her entrance, dipping in shallowly to show the growing wetness. “I'll ride Javier reverse cowgirl, grinding down on his cock while Aaron fucks my face, cum dripping from my chin. Then they’ll switch—Aaron in my ass, so deep it burns so good, Javier thrusting into my cunt. Feel them rubbing together inside me. My body's going to quake, juices squirting as I cum harder than ever, milking their cocks.” She bit her lip, eyes fluttering half-closed in anticipation. “And when they're ready... they'll pull out and cover me—hot loads on my face, tits, even in my open mouth. I'll swallow what I can, rubbing the rest into my skin like lotion, marked as theirs for the night.”
She stepped closer to the camera, her face filling the screen, flushed with desire. “But you know what, honey? I won't send a video of this one. You wouldn't be able to handle watching it happen to your wife... the mother of your children, getting railed like a whore by two studs. Hearing me beg for more, my holes stretched and used while I think of you. It's too intense, too real—your cock would explode just from the audio, but seeing it? Might break you” Elena blew a kiss, her smile wicked and loving. “I love you for giving me this freedom. Dream of me tonight. I’ll call tomorrow.” The video cut off, leaving Mark throbbing, replaying her words in his mind as he gripped himself tightly.
…
The sun was shyly peeking through the windows the next morning, tickling Mark’s cheek as he woke from a restless sleep. A soft buzzing accompanied the steaks of light, pulling his attention to his phone. Elena's familiar tone was playing, the screen lit up with his wife’s beautiful smile. The last remnants of sleep quickly slipped away as he grabbed the phone and propped it against his pillow, pressing the green button to answer. The video from last night had kept Mark up, his mind replaying her teasing words until he'd stroked himself to release twice. Now, seeing her face fill the screen, he felt a mix of relief and fresh arousal as well as twisting fear and jealousy.
Elena was lounging on a plush couch in the hotel suite, a steaming mug of coffee cradled in her hands. Her hair was tousled and wet, framing her face in soft waves, wearing a fluffy white robe that swallowed her frame, the collar open just enough to hint at the curve of her neck. She looked fresh, glowing, no doubt a faint scent of her favorite floral soap lingering in the air. The morning light streamed through the windows behind her, casting a warm halo around her relaxed form.
“Good morning, honey,' she sighed, her voice soft and genuine, a smile playing on her lips as she blew on her coffee. “How are the kids? Did they give you any trouble last night?”
Mark nodded, glancing at the family photo on his nightstand. 'They're great, Elena. We had pizza and watched Turning Red. Bedtime was smooth—no tantrums.”
She sighed contentedly, taking a sip. “I'm glad. Tell them Mommy misses them and I'll bring back souvenirs. A stuffed dolphin from the beach, maybe?” Her eyes softened, the concern etching lines around them as she set the mug aside on the coffee table. “And you? Be honest with me—how are you really doing? I know I'm away, and... doing all this. The resort, Aaron, last night's plans with Javier. Does it bother you? Are you worried about us, or me? I don't want to hurt you, baby. This freedom is amazing, but you're more important. Our relationship is more important.”
Her words hung in the air, laced with genuine vulnerability. Mark could see it in the way she bit her lip, waiting, her fingers twisting the robe's belt. He swallowed, his voice steady despite the knot in his chest. “I'm… okay. I guess. This is intense. New. Watching those videos… imagining you with… them. I can’t lie. It turns me on. A lot. But… it also… I’m… jealous… nervous. I know you’re happy. Having fun. But… I miss you. I just want you to come home to me… no matter what.”
She nodded slowly, her expression easing.”I will, honey. You’re my home. You and the kids. I just want to be sure I’m not pushing too far. I love you for this—for letting me explore.” She blew a kiss. “The only reason I’m enjoying any of this is because of you. Because I imagine you watching me and loving what you see.”
Mark chuckled. “Well… I’m definitely enjoying it so far.”
A playful spark returned to Elena’s gaze. She shifted on the couch, her legs parting slightly under the robe. With a deliberate tug, she loosened the belt and let the fluffy fabric fall open, revealing lacy pink panties underneath—the cute ones with the little bow at the front, the kind that hugged her hips just right and always drove him wild. They were sheer enough to show the outline of her mound, a hint of dampness already darkening the crotch.
“Mmm, see these?” she purred, her hand sliding down to trace the edge of the lace, fingers dipping under to brush her inner thigh. “Your favorites. I put them on this morning, thinking of you. I wish you’d been pulling them up, touching them as they covered my pussy. They’re so soft.” She spread her legs wider for the camera, the robe draping off her shoulders now, exposing the swell of her breasts. Her free hand cupped one, thumb circling the nipple until it poked against the fabric of her lacy pink bra, while the other hand pressed the panties taut against her slit, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles.
Mark's breath hitched, his cock twitching in his boxers as he watched her touch herself. “Elena…”
“That's it, handsome,” she whispered, her voice dropping to that husky timbre that always unraveled him. “Touch yourself for me. Pull out that hard cock and stroke it while I play. Imagine my fingers are yours, sliding over my wet folds, dipping into this tight heat that's aching for you.” Her rubbing quickened just a fraction, a soft gasp escaping as she pressed harder, the fabric outlining her swelling clit. “God, I'm getting so slick already, baby. These panties are soaked thinking about last night—how Javier's thick shaft stretched my pussy wide, Aaron pounding my ass until I screamed. But right now, it's you I want watching  me cum.”
She arched her back, one leg hooking over the couch arm to give Mark a better view, her fingers now slipping under the waistband to stroke her bare lips directly. Wet sounds carried through the phone, faint but unmistakable, as she circled her entrance before pushing two fingers inside. “Stroke faster, Mark. Grip it tight like my pussy would—squeeze the head, feel that pre-cum leaking out. Tell me how hard you are for your naughty wife.” Her eyes locked on the screen, cheeks flushing deeper, breaths coming in shallow pants as she fingered herself deeper, the cute panties pushed aside to reveal her glistening pink flesh.
“Tell me you're jerking off to me rubbing this sloppy cunt,” she urged, voice breathy and commanding, her thumb now flicking her clit in rhythm. “Cum with me—shoot that load thinking of how I'll ride Aaron later, but scream your name when I squirt.” Her body trembled, fingers plunging faster, the obscene squelch growing louder as she chased her orgasm, urging him on with every dirty word.
Elena's fingers plunged deeper into her slick pussy, the sounds echoing as her thumb ground against her swollen clit. Her breaths came in ragged gasps, eyes locked on Mark's image, urging him on. “Cum for me, baby—shoot that hot load all over your hand. Imagine it's my mouth swallowing every drop.” Mark gripped his throbbing cock tighter, stroking furiously, the sight of her cute pink panties shoved aside and her fingers disappearing inside her pushing him over the edge. He groaned her name, ropes of cum spilling onto his stomach as his body jerked.
At the same moment, Elena's back arched off the couch, her robe fully open, breasts heaving as her orgasm crashed through her. “Oh fuck, Mark—yes!” she cried, her pussy clenching around her fingers, juices squirting lightly onto the fabric beneath her. She rode the waves, thighs quivering, until she slumped back, panting, a satisfied smile on her lips. “Mmm, that was perfect. Nothing like starting the day with you.”
She straightened slowly, pulling her fingers free and licking them clean with a wink, the taste of her own arousal making her hum. Tying the robe loosely, she picked up her coffee mug again, the steam curling lazily. “I'm heading to the beach today. The sun's calling, and who knows what fun I'll find there. I'll send you some photos—maybe even a video if things get... interesting.” Her voice turned affectionate, eyes softening. “I love you completely, Mark. No matter what adventures I chase. I’ll come home to you. Talk to you soon.” With a blown kiss, she ended the call, the screen going dark.
Mark lay there for a moment, catching his breath, the afterglow mixing with anticipation. He cleaned up and went about his day, tending to the kids, but his phone stayed close.
An hour after Mark got the kids off to school, the first message arrived: a photo of Elena on the beach, her scandalous bikini barely containing her curves. The top was two tiny triangles of black fabric tied with strings, her breasts spilling over the edges, nipples faintly visible through the thin material. The bottoms were a matching thong, the front panel a narrow strip that dipped low over her mound, the sides high on her hips, leaving her ass cheeks completely exposed. She posed with one hand on her hip, the other lifting her sunglasses, wind tousling her hair, the ocean sparkling behind her. Missing you , the caption read.
Another photo quickly followed: Elena was turning sideways, arching her back to show the bikini's rear—a mere string disappearing between her firm cheeks. She looked over her shoulder at the camera, lips parted in a teasing pout, the sun kissing her tanned skin. Wish you could oil me up . Mark's pulse quickened, his mind already racing with what might come next.
Exactly an hour later, his phone vibrated again—this time with a video attachment. He locked himself in the bedroom, heart pounding, and hit play.
The scene opened on the beach, but not the public stretch— a secluded cove with palm fronds shading a large towel spread on the sand. Elena was there, her body gleaming under a layer of shiny oil that made her skin shimmer like liquid gold in the sunlight. The scandalous bikini lay discarded nearby, her naked form on full display: breasts bouncing freely, nipples hard and oiled, her pussy lips swollen and slick, not just from the lotion but from evident arousal. She straddled a muscular black man, lying back on the towel, his dark skin contrasting sharply with hers, his thick black cock—easily nine inches, veined and rigid—standing straight up like a pole.
Elena faced the camera, which was propped up on a tripod or phone stand, capturing every detail in high definition. Her eyes were wild, face slick from the heat, as she lowered herself reverse cowgirl style onto the massive shaft. The head parted her oiled pussy lips with a wet pop, stretching her wide as she sank down inch by inch, her mouth falling open in a silent scream of pleasure. “Oh god, it's so fucking thick,” she gasped, voice breathy and raw, her hands gripping his thighs for balance.
She began riding him hard, ass cheeks slapping against his hips with each downward thrust, the oil making her body glisten and slide effortlessly. Her breasts jiggled with the motion, oil dripping down her stomach to mix with the juices leaking from where his cock pistoned in and out of her. Beads of sweat—or was it more oil?—trickled between her cleavage, her face a mask of ecstasy: eyes half-lidded but staring directly into the lens, as if locking onto Mark's gaze. Tears welled up, streaking her cheeks, not from pain but overwhelming sensation, her cries building louder.
“Fuck, yes—deeper!” she screamed, grinding her hips in circles, the thick black cock buried to the hilt inside her, bulging her lower belly with each plunge. Her body undulated, muscles flexing, pussy gripping him visibly as she lifted and dropped, the obscene squelch of her soaked folds audible over the waves crashing nearby. She cried out, tears flowing freely now. “It's splitting me open— so good, so full!”
The man beneath her grunted, hands gripping her oiled ass, spreading her cheeks to look at her tight ring. Elena's screams turned frantic, her pace erratic as she chased her climax, body glistening brighter under the relentless sun. “Mark—oh fuck, Mark!” she wailed, cumming hard, her pussy convulsing around the invading cock, juices squirting out to coat his balls and the towel below. Tears poured as she sobbed his name, body shaking violently, “I love you, baby— I love you so much! Missing you while he fucks me raw!”
Even as her orgasm ripped through her, the black bull thrust up powerfully, pumping his cum deep inside her. Thick spurts filled her, overflowing around his shaft, white cream mixing with her oils and dripping down her thighs in creamy trails. Elena kept riding through it, screaming her love for Mark one last time, her voice breaking into sobs of bliss and longing, before collapsing forward slightly, spent and glistening, the camera capturing the messy creampie as she lifted off, his cum oozing from her stretched pussy.
The video ended with her blowing an exhausted kiss to the lens, whispering, “For you.”
Mark was stunned into silence. His chest hollowed out even as his cock throbbed and his blood pumped through him like burning lava. He held off masturbating, wanting to be ready in case Elena wanted to mutually masturbate again later. It was torture, but Mark was starting to get used to the feeling.
That afternoon, as Mark was trying to half-heartedly do some work from his home office, his phone buzzed. The kids were napping, the house quiet, but his heart raced when he saw Elena's name on the screen. Another video. He retreated to the bedroom, door locked, thumb hovering before pressing play, his cock already stirring in his pants from the morning's memories.
The video started abruptly, Elena's face dominating the frame, her features twisted in raw ecstasy. Her eyes were wild and wide, pupils blown with lust, mascara-streaked tears carving paths down her flushed cheeks. Strands of her disheveled hair clung to her sweat-dampened skin, but most of it was yanked back harshly by a strong hand—Javier's, from the look of the tanned forearm gripping tight at the nape of her neck. She was on all fours, the camera angled low and close, capturing her expression in stark detail while the relentless slap of skin on skin echoed from behind.
"Fuck—yes, pound that sloppy cunt!" Elena gasped, her voice breaking into a sob as Javier's hips slammed forward without mercy, his thick cock driving deep into her pussy with brutal force. Each thrust jolted her body forward, her tits swinging heavily beneath her, nipples scraping the rumpled sheets of her hotel bed. The oil from the beach still lingered on her skin, making her glisten, but now mixed with fresh sweat and the creamy remnants of earlier loads leaking down her thighs. She stared straight into the lens, unblinking, as if piercing Mark's soul. "Oh god, Mark, you see this? Your wife's getting railed like a cheap whore by a real man. His dick's so much bigger—stretching me out, ruining me for your pathetic little prick."
Javier didn't let up, his free hand digging into her hip, pulling her back onto him with every savage plunge. The wet, obscene squelch of her soaked folds gripping his shaft filled the audio, her ass cheeks rippling from the impact, red handprints blooming across her flesh from earlier spanks. Elena's mouth hung open, drool slipping from the corner as she cried out, tears streaming faster, her body quaking but held steady by his iron grip on her hair. "He's fucking me raw, baby—deep, so fucking deep! Feel that? No, you can't, can you? You're just sitting there, stroking your worthless cock to this, aren't you? Cuckolded again, watching me take what you can't give."
Her words poured out in a filthy torrent, punctuated by whimpers and moans as Javier hammered relentlessly, his balls slapping against her clit with machine-like precision. Never slowing, never pausing—he owned her pussy, pistoning in and out, the veined length of his cock visible in glimpses when she arched her back, her inner walls clenching visibly around him. Elena's eyes locked on the camera, wild and pleading, more tears spilling as pleasure built unbearably. "I’m crying because this cock hits spots you never could. I'm his cumdump now, leaking from the beach fuck, and he's about to flood me with another load. You love it, don't you? Love knowing your slutty wife needs real  dick to scream like this."
She gasped sharply, her face contorting as an orgasm ripped through her, pussy spasming around Javier's invading shaft, juices squirting back to soak his groin. But he kept thrusting, hard and unyielding, drawing out her sobs into shattered screams. "Fuck—I'm cumming on his fat cock, Mark! Not yours—his! Humiliating you while he fills me... oh shit, yes!" Javier growled low, his pace turning erratic but no less ferocious, burying himself to the root one final time before erupting. Hot spurts of cum painted her insides, overflowing in thick globs that dribbled from her stretched hole with each withdrawing pump.
Elena collapsed forward as he pulled out, her face still filling the frame, eyes glassy and spent, a wicked smile breaking through the tears. "All for you, honey," she whispered, voice hoarse, before the video cut off.
…
That night the house was dark, the kids long asleep, Mark lying in their empty bed with the glow of his phone the only light. He'd replayed the afternoon video a dozen times, his hand raw from stroking to Elena's tear-streaked face and those brutal thrusts, but now guilt gnawed at him amid the arousal. What if what she said was true? Did she really feel that way about him? Or was it just sex talk? Where was the line between truth and teasing?
When his phone rang, Mark answered on the first buzz, propping it against a pillow for the video call.
Elena's face appeared, soft and familiar in the dim hotel light, her hair messy from the day's chaos, no makeup—just her natural glow. She was propped up in bed, the sheets rumpled around her waist, wearing a simple white t-shirt that clung to her curves, the outline of her braless breasts visible, nipples faintly pressing against the fabric. Below, plain cotton panties hugged her hips, the kind she lounged in at home. Alone, finally, her expression shifted from playful vixen to tender wife, eyes searching his through  the screen.
“Hey,” she murmured, voice low and intimate, a nervous smile tugging her lips. “Kids okay?”
Mark nodded silently.
His wife bit her lip, looking uncomfortable. “And you? How are you holding up?”
Mark’s throat tightened. “It's… been a lot today.”
She glanced away for a second before meeting his gaze again, serious now. “Mark, listen—I need to ask. Was today okay? That video... I went pretty hard with the humiliation stuff. Javier had me so worked up, and I just... let it pour out. But I don't want you thinking that's how I really see you. God, no. You're more man than anyone I've ever known. Stronger, kinder, the one who makes my heart race just by walking in the room. Those guys? They're fun, wild distractions, but you... you're everything. I love you, and I need to hear that. To know I’m happy with you, in and out of bed. And I really need to know if you're good with this.”
Her words washed over him like balm, easing the sting of her earlier taunts. He exhaled, smiling faintly. ”It was intense, yeah. Hot as hell, but... yeah, I'm… okay. Just miss you.”
Relief softened her features, and she shifted lower in the bed, the camera dipping with her. “Good. I miss you too. So much.' Her free hand trailed down her stomach, fingers hooking the edge of her panties. Slowly, teasingly, she angled the phone lower, giving him a clear view between her spread thighs. The fabric was damp already, a dark spot blooming at the crotch from her lingering arousal. With a soft hum, she tugged the panties aside, exposing her swollen pussy—lips puffy and pink from the afternoon's pounding, still glistening with a mix of her juices and faint traces of cum that hadn't fully washed away.
“Look at me, Mark,” she whispered, voice rough, eyes flicking back to his face on her screen. “This is all yours when I get home. See how wet I am just thinking about you?” Her fingers parted her folds gently, revealing the slick entrance, clit peeking out hard and needy. She circled it once, twice, a shiver running through her body, making her thighs quiver. “Mmm, feels so good, but not like you. I want your cock here, baby—deep inside, filling me up.”
She dipped a finger lower, tracing the rim of her hole before pushing in slowly, knuckle-deep, her inner walls clenching around it visibly. A soft moan escaped her, hips bucking slightly. “This... this is where I want you to put another baby inside me. Right here, pumping your seed until it takes. Imagine it—me swollen with your child again, tits full, craving you every night. Fuck, Mark, stroke for me. Show me how hard you are thinking about breeding your wife.”
Her finger plunged deeper, in and out with deliberate strokes, the wet sounds carrying through the call as she explored herself, eyes locked on him, breath quickening. “This pussy is gonna come home to you baby. I want you to make me yours all over again.”
Mark's breath came in ragged gasps as he watched Elena's finger work deeper into her slick hole, her moans syncing with his strokes until he couldn't hold back. He came hard, spilling over his fist with a groan, the screen blurring as his eyes watered from the intensity. Elena's body arched then, her free hand clutching the sheet as her pussy clenched around her plunging digit, juices coating her fingers in a fresh gush. She cried out his name, thighs trembling, the orgasm rippling through her in visible waves.
She collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving under the thin t-shirt, nipples straining against the damp fabric. A satisfied, radiant smile spread across her flushed face as she brought the camera up, angling it to capture her glowing eyes and parted lips. Panting softly, she licked her glistening fingers clean with a playful wink. “God, baby, that was perfect. I miss you so much—your touch, your scent, the way you make me feel safe and owned all at once. Can't wait to come home and show you exactly how much I love you. Wrap my legs around you, take every inch until we're both spent.”
Her voice softened, tender now. “One more day, Mark. Then I'm all yours. Sleep well, my love.” She ended the call, the screen going dark, leaving him in the quiet room with the echo of her pleasure and the promise of her return.
…
The next morning a new video met Mark as he rolled out of bed. Timestamped just after dawn. He tapped play, heart pounding, the footage shaky at first—like someone sneaking in with the phone held low.
The camera pushed open the bedroom door, revealing the rumpled bed in the resort suite. Elena's back faced the lens, her naked body arched in slow, deliberate motion atop a man whose legs stretched out beneath her. She rode him, knees planted wide on the mattress, her ass rising and falling with languid rolls of her hips. Soft moans escaped her lips, breathy and building, as her cheeks spread with each descent, exposing the thick cock buried deep in her pussy. The shaft gleamed with her arousal, stretching her entrance taut around its girth, veins pulsing as she ground down, taking him to the hilt before lifting just enough to show the slick withdrawal, her lips clinging to the length.
Her hands braced on his chest for leverage, back arching to push her ass higher, the curve of her spine glistening with a light sheen of sweat. The man's hands gripped her hips, guiding her, but she controlled the pace—slow, teasing sinks that made her moan louder, head tipping back to let her hair cascade over her shoulders. The camera zoomed closer, capturing the way her pussy swallowed him whole, inner walls fluttering visibly around the invading thickness, juices dripping down to coat his balls.
Elena's hips rolled in unhurried circles, her pussy gripping the thick cock with every downward slide, drawing out the friction until the man's breaths turned ragged beneath her. She leaned forward, palms pressing against him, her ass cheeks parting wider to reveal how her swollen lips stretched around his base, slick sounds filling the room with each languid lift and drop. Her moans deepened, a low hum of pleasure vibrating through her body as she savored the fullness, clenching her inner walls to milk him slowly.
The man's hands tightened on her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh, his grunts growing sharper, more urgent. “Fuck, Elena... yeah, just like that,” he rasped, thrusting up shallowly to meet her rhythm. She picked up the pace just a fraction, grinding her clit against his pelvis on the downstroke, her breaths hitching as the pressure built inside her too. The man peaked first—his body tensing, cock throbbing deep within her, and with a guttural groan, he came. Hot spurts flooded her pussy, pulsing against her walls as she held herself seated fully, rocking to draw out every last drop. Cum leaked around his shaft, trickling down to wet his balls and the sheets below.
They stayed locked like that for a moment, both panting, her body quivering from the warmth spreading through her core. Then, with a satisfied sigh, Elena lifted off, the thick length slipping free with a wet pop. Her pussy gaped slightly, swollen and flushed red from the thorough fucking, a steady drip of his cum oozing from her entrance, trailing down her inner thighs in creamy rivulets. She stretched her arms overhead, arching her back with a contented hum, before turning toward the door.
Her eyes locked on the camera, surprise flickering across her face for a split second before it melted into a mischievous laugh, bright and unashamed. “Oh! Hey there, sneaky—didn't hear you come in.” Elena's grin widened, playful and teasing as she sauntered closer, hips swaying, the evidence of her recent ride still glistening on her skin. “You catch the show? Your hubby's got stamina, I'll give him that. Filled me up nice and deep.”
The wife stammered something incoherent, but Elena just chuckled, brushing past her with a light touch on her arm, heading toward the kitchenette. “Don't look so shocked—you knew what you signed up for when you lent him out. Want some coffee? I could use a cup after that workout.” The camera followed, held steady now, capturing the hypnotic bounce of Elena's ass cheeks with each step, the firm globes jiggling softly, marked faintly from the earlier grips. Cum continued to seep from her pussy, a thin strand stretching between her thighs before snapping away.
As she reached the counter, Elena glanced back over her shoulder, still chatting casually. “Black for me, extra strong. You  joining us for breakfast, or just here to film the encore? You’re going to have to send this to my husband—he'll love seeing me all messy.” Her tone was light, flirtatious, drawing the wife into the easy banter as she busied herself with the coffee maker, the lens lingering on the curve of her backside.
…
The day was moving slowly. Mark wanted it to end so Elena would come home. But he also longed for it to continue so that he could receive more videos of his wife being so naughty he hardly recognized her.
He’d already received another video that afternoon—a raw, unfiltered glimpse into Elena's world. It started right in the thick of it, no buildup, just pure intensity.
Elena's body dangled in the bull's massive arms, her legs wrapped loosely around his waist as he hoisted her up like she weighed nothing. His thick cock slammed into her pussy with brutal force, each thrust lifting her higher before gravity pulled her back down onto him, impaling her fully. Her tits bounced wildly with the rhythm, nipples hard and flushed, sweat gleaming on her skin under the harsh hotel light. She was airborne, helpless against his power, her hands clutching his broad shoulders for dear life as he pounded relentlessly, the wet slap of his hips against hers echoing through the speakers.
“Oh god, yes—fuck me harder!” Elena screamed, her voice breaking into a high-pitched wail. Her pussy clenched around his shaft, juices squirting out in forceful arcs with every deep plunge, soaking his groin and dripping to the floor below. Her eyes rolled back, tears streaming down her cheeks from the overwhelming pleasure, body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her. She squirted again, a gush that sprayed against his abs, her screams turning incoherent—”Mark! Fuck, I'm cumming so hard!”—naming him even in this frenzy, her walls spasming to pull him deeper.
The bull growled low, not letting up, his biceps flexing as he drove into her one final time, holding her pinned against him while she shuddered and sobbed through the aftershocks. The clip cut  abruptly, leaving Mark's cock throbbing in his pants, the screen going black for a beat before opening on a softer scene.
It was calmer, a post-climax glow lighting Elena's face as she stood in front of the mirror in the hotel room, rummaging through her suitcase. She slipped into her everyday granny panties first—simple white cotton that hugged her hips snugly, the fabric already damp from her earlier release. No lace or thongs today; just practical coverage that molded to her curves, a faint wet spot blooming at the crotch from the remnants of her squirt. She hooked the bra next, a matching plain one that cupped her full breasts comfortably, adjusting the straps with a casual tug.
“Hey baby,'”she said to the camera, propped on the dresser, her voice husky but affectionate, a sly smile playing on her lips as she buttoned up a loose blouse over the bra. “Miss me yet? That was... intense. He's got me walking funny, but damn, it felt good. Can't wait to feel you inside me again, though—your cock always hits just right.” She packed methodically, folding clothes into her bag, bending over to grab her jeans from the bed, giving the lens a teasing view of her ass straining against the panties.
Elena glanced back, winking. “Flight's in a few hours. Kids okay? Tell them Mommy's bringing souvenirs. And you... save some for me when I get home. I want you to fuck me slow, make me yours after all this fun.” She zipped the suitcase, slinging her purse over her shoulder, blowing a kiss. “See you soon, honey.” The video ended with her sauntering out the door, hips swaying, leaving Mark breathless and aching for her return.
…
That evening, the door opened and Elena stepped inside, suitcase in hand, her face lighting up as she spotted Mark in the living room. The kids rushed her with squeals, wrapping their arms around her legs. She dropped to her knees, hugging them tight, peppering their faces with kisses. “Missed my babies so much,” she murmured, her voice warm and genuine. Dinner followed—a simple family meal of pasta and salad, laughter filling the kitchen as Elena shared sanitized resort stories, her hand occasionally interlacing with Mark's under the table, a secret spark in her eyes.
Presents came next: colorful trinkets for the kids, a silky scarf for Mark that she draped around his neck with a wink. “For later,” she whispered when the children weren't looking. Bedtime routine wrapped up with stories and tucks-in, Elena lingering in their rooms to savor the normalcy after her wild weekend away. Finally, the house quieted, lights dimming as they retreated to their bedroom.
Elena slipped out of her travel clothes in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, folding them neatly before easing onto the bed. She lay back against the pillows, her body relaxed yet inviting, wearing only a simple tank top and panties. Her legs parted slightly as she met Mark's gaze, extending a hand to beckon him. “Come here,” she said softly, her tone laced with need and tenderness.
Mark undressed quickly, shedding his shirt and pants, his cock already hardening at the sight of her. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her spread thighs, his hands gentle on her knees as he pushed them wider. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, tugging them down inch by inch, exposing the soft folds of her pussy, still slightly swollen from her adventures but now his alone. The fabric slid over her hips, down her thighs, and off her ankles, leaving her bare and open to him.
He positioned himself, gripping his cock at the base to guide the head to her entrance, rubbing it along her slit to coat himself in her growing wetness. Their eyes locked—his steady and full of love, hers wide and vulnerable, cheeks flushing pink as he pressed forward. Slowly, he entered her, the thick length of his cock stretching her walls, inch by inch, until he was buried inside her pussy. Elena moaned low, her lips parting, a blush deepening across her chest as her body adjusted to him, clenching around his shaft in welcome.
For the next half hour, Mark moved with deliberate slowness, pulling out almost to the tip before sliding back in, his hips rolling in a steady rhythm that filled her completely each time. He kept his gaze fixed on her face, watching every flicker—her eyelids fluttering, her breaths quickening, the way her mouth shaped soft whimpers. Elena's hands roamed his back, nails grazing lightly, her pussy gripping him tighter with each thrust, juices easing the glide as arousal built gradually.
She rocked her hips to meet him, moaning deeper now, her blush turning to a full flush of heat. “Mark... yes, just like that. Love me.” she breathed, tears welling in her eyes from the intimacy, the connection after days apart. He leaned down to kiss her forehead, then her lips, never breaking the pace, his cock dragging along her inner walls, hitting that sensitive spot inside her over and over.
The tension coiled slowly in her core, her breaths hitching, body trembling beneath him. Finally, a gentle orgasm washed over her—a soft wave that made her pussy pulse around his cock, walls fluttering as she cried out his name in a broken sob. Tears spilled down her cheeks, not from pain but pure release and love, her hands clutching him close as she rode the quiet peak, whispering, 'I love you... so much.” Mark held still inside her, letting her milk him with those tender contractions, their eyes still locked in the afterglow. Not long after, Mark came, flooding her depth as they kissed softly, lips tenderly touching as they connected, becoming one again.
Her hands moved through his hair, gripping tightly as she felt him releasing inside her, moaning from deep in her heart. “Nothing beats this.” She whispered, kissing her husband deeply as he continued thrusting through his own orgasm. “Perfect.” Her arms wrapped around him pulling him tight against her and with slow relief, they fell asleep as man and wife, together again.
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