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The joke that sticks
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Rafael folded shirts with sharp creases and slid them into the open suitcase. He moved with practiced speed, like a man who had done this a hundred times before. His wife leaned on the dresser, heavy tits spilling inside her thin tank top, her dark curls tugged back with one hand while the other brushed against his arm. She didn’t stop touching him. Every few seconds her long nails scraped his skin, or her wide hip pressed against his side. He tried to focus on the work, but her voluptuous body stayed against him like glue.

“You pack too neat,” she said, voice low, playful. Her tits pressed into his back as he bent to tuck in socks. “Bet you won’t be neat about me when you get home.”

He chuckled, kept his eyes on the suitcase. “That’s the plan.”

She slid around in front of him, blocking the clothes. Her round ass brushed the edge of the dresser. She cupped his sharp jaw and kissed him. It was messy, needy, tongue pushing in, breath hot. Her full tits flattened on his chest, soft weight spreading. He grabbed her thick waist, squeezed, then pulled back.

“Serena, I need to finish.”

“You need to fuck me before you go,” she countered, grinning as she ground her wet pussy on his thigh through thin shorts. “I’ll miss this cock too much.” Her hand rubbed his bulge, fingers tracing him thick through fabric.

His laugh came rough, pushed out by heat. “You act like it’s months, not a few days in Chicago.”

“Feels like months.” She licked her lips, still stroking him. “Feels worse when you leave me dripping.”

He grabbed her wrist and set it aside. “If you get that desperate...” His mouth tilted into a smirk as he zipped the suitcase. “Find someone else to fuck.”

She froze a beat, then broke into laughter. Her tits bounced as she leaned into him again. “You’re crazy.” But her dark eyes glowed with mischief. She kissed him once more, teeth catching his lower lip, and whispered, “Don’t tempt me.”

The suitcase snapped shut. He thought of the long flight, the hotel bed, the days stacked with meetings. She thought only of the empty nights. The joke lingered in the air, sharp as the smell of her sweat and perfume. Rafael felt it sit heavy in his chest as he carried the bag out of the bedroom.

Morning came quick. Rafael stood at the mirror fixing his tie, dark hair still damp from the shower. Serena leaned against the bathroom doorframe watching him. Her tank top clung to heavy tits, nipples stiff against the cotton, and a pair of thin shorts hugged the curve of her ass. She sipped coffee slow, eyes moving over him like she was memorizing the sight.

“You’re too sharp for airports,” she teased, stepping close. She smoothed the tie against his chest, her nails trailing down the fabric until they grazed his belt. “Bet half the women on that plane will want to climb on your cock.”

He laughed under his breath. “Behave, wife.”

“Why? You’re leaving me dripping.” She slid her hand down, pushed under the waistband, and gripped him thick in her fist. His cock stirred fast against her palm. “Should I let you jerk off alone in Chicago, or should I make you cum now?”

Rafael grunted, pulling her hand free before he lost control. “Serena.” His voice had warning, but his eyes lingered on her pout and the shine of her full lips. He cupped her cheek, thumb brushing across warm skin. “I’ll be home before you know it.”

She pressed her tits into his chest, whispering hot at his ear. “You keep saying that. But it always feels longer. What if I can’t wait?”

He adjusted his tie, mouth twitching into a grin. “Borrow a dick if you miss mine too much.” The line came out lighter than last night, but firmer too, like he wanted to test how she’d react.

Her eyes widened for a second, then narrowed with a smirk. She laughed, low and dirty, and kissed his cheek hard enough to leave gloss behind. “Dangerous words, baby.”

He picked up his jacket, slid his wallet into the pocket, and tried to ignore the pulse in his cock. She followed him to the door, hips swaying with each step, ass bouncing under the thin shorts. Rafael knew she’d be on his mind through every meeting. The words he tossed out as a joke echoed louder now, sinking deeper into her smile.

The car smelled faintly of her perfume. Serena leaned across the console, tits pressing against his arm, while he slowed to the curb outside the terminal. Rafael kept his jaw tight, scanning the line of cars ahead, not wanting to look at her because he knew how she would look at him.

“Acting like I’m leaving for months,” he muttered. He popped the trunk release, trying to keep the tone flat. “It’s Chicago. A few days. You’ll live.”

Her nails touched the back of his neck. He felt the scrape, felt the heat of her body too close. When he turned, her dark eyes were already on him, wide, needy, shining. The soft curl of her hair brushed her cheek and framed those full lips, lips she was biting like she wanted to keep them from saying something reckless.

“You’re my husband,” she said, voice low. “I like your cock inside me every day. I’ll miss it.”

The word husband sank into him like a hook. She never said it lightly, never in public tones. Always private, always dirty. Rafael smirked, leaned closer until their mouths almost touched, and threw it back at her the way he had before.

“Borrow a dick if you miss mine too much.”

Her laugh was instant, sharp, full of that mischief he half loved and half hated. She grabbed his face in both hands and kissed him, open-mouthed, tongue slick, making a show of sucking his bottom lip. He wanted to drag her into the back seat, bend her over right here.

Instead, he pulled away, yanked his carry-on from the trunk, and stood on the curb. She rolled down the window, leaned out with tits nearly spilling from her top, and called after him. “Don’t be shocked if I actually do.”

The words hit harder than the kiss. He froze, forced a smile back at her, and turned into the terminal, cock heavy, heart pounding.

The silence hit as soon as she shut the door, heavier without Rafael’s presence filling the rooms. Serena slid her purse down, kicked off her flats, and padded barefoot toward the kitchen.

The wine bottle sat waiting. She poured a glass, the red swirling in the light, and leaned against the counter. One sip, then another, the flavor deep and lingering on her tongue, and still her body hummed with leftover heat from him. She could feel it in her thighs, in the ache that hadn’t gone away since he left her panting against the shower wall that morning.

She carried the glass into the living room. The couch smelled faintly of his aftershave. She lowered herself onto it, tits shifting under the thin camisole, shorts riding high as she spread her legs wide. Her free hand trailed to her thigh, sliding over smooth skin, higher until her fingertips brushed the edge of cotton.

Serena breathed out, long and low. The memory of his smirk on the curb flashed back, the way he had tossed that line at her so casually. Borrow a dick. The words made her grin, even as they made her pussy pulse with need. She pressed her palm over her shorts, just for the pressure, not enough to slide.

Her hips gave a little roll, instinctive, her thighs clenching around her hand. She bit her lip, caught between the want and the restraint. She could picture it—tugging the shorts aside, sinking her fingers into the wetness waiting for her—but she stopped. Not yet.

Instead she sipped again, licking a drop from her lip, and let the ache simmer. She leaned back into the cushion, staring at the ceiling, whispering the words into the empty room just to hear them again. Borrow a dick. Her giggle was soft, private, but her pussy throbbed hard enough to make her grip the wineglass tighter.

The cabin lights dimmed after takeoff, the drone of the engines steady enough to make conversation impossible. Rafael leaned back in his seat, tugged at the belt across his lap, and exhaled slow. The space felt tighter than usual. He let his head rest against the headrest, eyes closed, and the picture of her came back like it always did the moment he tried to clear his mind.

Serena leaning out the car window, curls spilling forward, tits practically bouncing out of her top. Lips glossy, smile too wide, voice too loud for a woman about to say goodbye. Don’t be shocked if I actually do.

He almost laughed out loud at the memory. That was her. Always finding the one thing that would needle him, then delivering it with a sparkle in her eyes that made it impossible to get truly mad. She had kissed him sloppy on purpose, sucking his lip like she wanted everyone on the curb to notice, then dropped that line like a bomb and sat back grinning.

Rafael rubbed at his jaw, grinning despite himself. “Crazy woman,” he muttered, low enough not to be heard. He pictured her at home already, tossing her flats in the hallway, pouring a heavy glass of wine. She’d be curled on the couch with her legs spread wide, shorts riding high, replaying his reaction in her head and laughing at how easy he was to rattle.

His cock stirred, thick against the denim. He shifted, adjusting himself under the belt, smirk lingering. It was the tease, the way she knew exactly how to jab him and make him feel it in his balls instead of his chest. Borrow a dick. The line had been his, and now it was hers too, turned into a weapon she’d laugh about while he sat here sweating in a crowded plane.

The engines rumbled. He forced his eyes shut, trying for sleep, but all he saw was the curve of her ass in those shorts, the jiggle of her tits when she leaned across him in the car. He groaned under his breath, shaking his head with a grin. Amused, exasperated, and hard as hell.

The house had gone still by the time she turned off the last light. Serena padded up the stairs with her wineglass empty and her body heavy with a mix of warmth and hunger. She slid the bedroom door shut, the faint click sounding louder than it should, and stood in the dark a moment before pulling her camisole over her head.

The sheets were cool against her skin when she slipped in. Rafael’s side still smelled of him—his pillow carried the mix of his sweat and cologne, sharp and male. She dragged that pillow close, hugged it to her chest, and breathed deep. The ache between her thighs only sharpened.

Her shorts tugged tight across her hips as she rolled onto her stomach. She hooked one leg high over his pillow and pressed down, grinding herself into the softness. Not enough to finish, but enough to feel the steady pulse in her pussy. The pressure made her whimper into the dark, teeth sinking into her lower lip.

She thought of his smirk in the car, the way his voice had dipped low when he told her again to borrow a dick. She whispered the line now, lips brushing the cotton of his pillow. Saying it out loud made her giggle, quiet and wicked. Her hips rolled once more, slow, controlled, then stilled.

No. Not yet. She wanted the ache. She wanted it raw and waiting, sharp enough to keep her restless until he called. She let the pillow slide lower, tucked between her thighs, and hugged it tight. The scent of him filled her nose, the pressure of him filled her memory, and she lay there wide-eyed, pussy throbbing, whispering to the dark that maybe she really would.

The hotel room door shut with a heavy thud. Rafael dropped his suitcase by the wall, loosened his belt, and kicked off his shoes. The hum of the air unit was all that filled the silence. He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, staring at the bland carpet, her laugh still buzzing in his ears.

He leaned back and closed his eyes. The images came without effort—Serena leaning out the window, tits pushed together, lips glossy, smiling like she owned him. And then her words: Don’t be shocked if I actually do. He had laughed it off on the plane. Here, alone, the line hit different.

He stretched out on the mattress, tugged his zipper down, and freed his cock. Thick, hot, already hard. His fist wrapped around it, stroking slow as he pictured her back home. He could see her on the couch, legs spread, one hand in her shorts, tits heavy under her camisole. But the image didn’t stop there.

Someone else was with her. Not him. Some nameless man—tall, broad, cock hard and ready. He pictured her grinning, dark curls falling as she rode down on a fat cock splitting her pussy, tits bouncing with every drop. The thought should have burned, but instead his grip tightened, his cock jerking in his hand.

His teeth clenched as he pumped faster. He heard her laugh in his head, loud, wicked, right as she moaned for the other man. Rafael’s hips lifted off the bed, pre-cum slicking his fist, balls tight and aching. He stroked hard, groaning as the fantasy sharpened: her thick ass slapping against another man’s lap, her voice gasping husband even as she bounced on someone else’s cock.

Heat surged. Cum spilled across his stomach in thick streaks, hot and messy. He grunted through it, chest heaving, wrist working until the last spurt dribbled from the tip.

The room stank of him—sweat, cum, the raw smell of release. He lay back panting, fist still sticky, staring at the ceiling. He told himself it was just imagination, just a joke taken too far. But the truth sat heavy in his chest, undeniable.

Nothing made him cum like imagining her riding another man’s dick.
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The first report
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The lobby doors slid open and Rafael stepped inside, the city noise cut away by the hush of marble and carpet. The place smelled faintly of polish and air freshener, the kind of sterile comfort that felt the same in every city. He loosened his tie as he walked across the floor, shoulders tight from hours spent in a conference room.

The receptionist gave a practiced smile when he passed, but he didn’t break stride. The elevator doors closed around him, and for the first time all day he was alone. He leaned against the mirrored wall, tilted his head back, and shut his eyes while the car hummed upward. His body was heavy, every muscle begging for a shower and a bed.

The bell chimed. He stepped into the hall, shoes muffled by thick carpet, the long corridor stretching quiet ahead of him. He dug for the keycard, slipped it into the slot, and the lock clicked green. The door opened onto the familiar stillness of the room—neatly made bed, stale air from the unit, untouched surfaces. A place meant to be lived in for a night and forgotten.

He dropped his jacket over the chair, loosened his belt, and set his bag by the dresser without opening it. The shoes came off next. He stretched his toes against the cool floor and sighed, letting some of the weight slide off. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, he braced his elbows on his knees and let his head hang forward.

The day had drained him dry. From the early breakfast meeting to the late dinner with clients, he had been talking, nodding, performing. Now there was no one to impress. Just silence. He lay back across the bed, one arm flung over his eyes, and listened to the steady drone of the air conditioner.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand. He reached for it out of habit. The screen lit bright in the dim room. Serena’s name filled it.

“Hola, mi amor,” Rafael said, voice low, worn from the day. He shifted onto his side, phone pressed to his ear, staring at the dull curtains. “Tell me you’re good.”

Her voice came bright, almost musical. She asked about his meetings, teased him for sounding beat, said she had just finished dinner and poured herself wine. The sound of her steadied him. He let his eyes close, listening, soaking in the small comfort of her chatter, the rhythm of home he missed in these sterile rooms.

“I’ve got sore thighs tonight,” she said after a pause, playful lilt in her tone.

Rafael gave a tired chuckle. “From what, baby? Running errands?”

“Not exactly,” she answered. Another pause, long enough to make him frown. Then, lightly, “I fucked the trainer at the gym.”

He sat up fast, the phone pressed hard against his ear. “What?”

Her voice didn’t change. Calm. Casual. “The tall one. He couldn’t stop staring at my ass in leggings. We ended up in the back. I rode him until my legs shook.”

Rafael rubbed his forehead, heat rising through his chest. “Serena... what the hell are you saying to me?”

“I’m telling you about my day,” she said. Almost cheerful. “You asked.”

His mouth worked, searching for ground. Anger spiked, sharp and hot, but tangled with disbelief. “You’re joking. This some kind of game to you?”

“Nope.” He heard the faint clink of glass, imagined her sipping her wine, smirking in the quiet of their kitchen. “Just the truth, honey.”

Rafael pushed off the bed, the springs groaning under his weight. He paced the strip of carpet between the dresser and the window, phone pressed tight to his ear. “You think I’m in the mood for bullshit after a day like this?” His voice came out sharper than he meant, ragged with exhaustion and something hotter underneath.

“I told you,” she said, tone maddeningly steady. “He couldn’t keep his eyes off me. Bent me over the bench, then I climbed on and rode him until my thighs burned. That’s why I’m sore.”

His hand clamped on the back of the desk chair. He stared at the bland wallpaper, chest tight. “Enough. Stop with the story.”

Silence stretched, thick, until her laugh slid through the line. Not loud. Not cruel. Just soft, knowing, like she’d been waiting for this moment. “You’re hard right now, aren’t you?”

His jaw clenched. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“You are,” she pressed, no hesitation. “I can hear it in your voice. You get this edge, this low grind, every time your cock is stiff and you’re trying to sound in control.”

He spun back toward the bed, sitting down heavy, phone digging into his ear. “Serena...” He meant it as a warning, but the word cracked halfway, betraying him.

Her giggle was quick, sharp, full of triumph. “I knew it. My sweet, proud man, pretending he’s furious when his cock is throbbing just from hearing me say I fucked someone else.”

His free hand dragged down his face. He wanted to deny it, push back, but the heat in his gut betrayed him. She knew him too well. His breathing had already shifted, faster, uneven.

“You’re picturing it now,” she said, voice lower, silkier. “A sweaty trainer with big arms, holding me down, bouncing me on his cock. And you can’t stop your dick from swelling while you think about it.”

“Serena,” he tried again, but the fight bled out of his tone. It sounded more like a plea than a command.

Serena swirled the wine in her glass, leaning back into the couch cushions with the phone pressed to her ear. She could hear it in Rafael’s breath, the way it dragged heavier now, the little hitch when she pushed. He was trying so hard to stay firm, but she knew her man too well.

“I told you,” she said, letting her tone drop into that sweet, matter-of-fact rhythm she used when she wanted to tease him to the edge. “I was in the gym this afternoon. Leggings pulled tight, ass sweating from squats. He stared every time I bent over. Couldn’t hide it. You know how men get when they see me like that.”

She took a sip, the taste rich on her tongue, and smiled. “He came over, offered to spot me. His hands brushed my hips more than once. I let him. Then he said he needed to show me something in the back. I followed. Why wouldn’t I? He was bulging everywhere.”

She shifted, thighs pressing together as she spoke. “He shoved me against the wall, kissed me until my lips were raw. Then I dropped onto the bench, pulled him out, and climbed on top. God, Rafa, he was hard as steel. I rode him so deep I thought I’d break.”

She laughed softly, wicked and bright. “You should’ve seen the way he looked at me. Like he couldn’t believe how much ass I was giving him. My tits bouncing in his face, his hands grabbing like he couldn’t get enough. I fucked him until my thighs shook.”

Serena let the silence hang, then whispered, “That’s why I’m sore tonight. Not from errands. From cock.”

She tilted her head back against the cushions, listening to the static of his breath on the line. She could picture him, jaw locked, hand already wrapped around himself even if he wouldn’t admit it. Her lips curled as she raised the glass again, voice light with the tease.

“And now you’re stroking while I tell you this. Aren’t you, baby?”

Rafael’s knuckles whitened around his cock, strokes jerking faster as her voice dripped through the speaker. She had him pinned without even being in the room. Every detail she gave pushed him further, and he hated how much his body leaned into it.

“You should’ve seen me,” she said, tone soft but wicked. “Sweaty, tits bouncing, his cock buried so deep my legs shook. I came on him right there on the bench. Loud. Shameless. Everyone outside could’ve heard if they were close enough.”

Rafael groaned, teeth clenched, wrist pumping harder. “Stop—” he tried, but the word cracked.

“You want me to stop?” she teased. “Or you want me to tell you how sore I still am, how my pussy’s still aching from the size of him?”

He gasped, chest heaving, balls tight against his body. His cock jerked in his grip, slick and throbbing. “Serena,” he rasped, but there was no weight left in it.

Her laugh slid through the line, low and dirty. “Baby, he couldn’t get enough of my tits. My big, black tits in his face while I bounced on him. He grabbed them like they were his, sucked them until I screamed. Said he’d never had tits that heavy smother him before.”

Rafael groaned loud, hips jerking, the words hitting harder than anything she’d said.

“Those huge tits of mine,” she pushed, husky now, “they had him drooling while my ass slammed on his cock. And you’re stroking that dick to it right now, aren’t you?”

That broke him. His hips lifted off the mattress as heat surged through his body. His cock pulsed hard, thick ropes spilling across his stomach, streaking up his chest. He groaned into the phone, guttural, every spasm wrung out by her words. His hand milked the last spurts until his wrist ached.

She giggled in his ear, light and bright, as if she had just told him a joke. “Told you,” she whispered. “You’d be jerking while I said it.”

Rafael fell back against the pillows, cock softening in his fist, breath ragged. The laughter in her voice melted the last of his resistance. He let out a laugh of his own, shaking his head. “You’re insane,” he said warmly, still smiling. “But God, you’re good at this.”

To him, it was nothing more than her dirtiest fantasy spun into words. And he had just cum harder than he had in weeks because of it.

The hotel room was quiet again, the hum of the air unit steady, his own breathing slowing. Rafael lay back, one arm flung across his forehead, the phone warm against his ear. Serena was still giggling, soft little bursts that carried through the line.

“You love it,” she said at last, voice softer now, almost sweet. “You love when I get filthy for you.”

He chuckled low, wiping his hand on the sheet before shifting the phone. “I love that you can tell a story so dirty it ruins me,” he said. “I love that we can play like this together.”

A pause. He heard the faint clink of her wineglass being set down, the hush of her breath. Then her words came quiet, even. “Rafa... it wasn’t a story.”

He smiled, shaking his head, eyes closing as he settled deeper into the pillow. “Sure it wasn’t,” he teased, still grinning. “You’re unbelievable, baby.”

Before she could press it further, he ended the call with a soft laugh, convinced it was her best game yet. The room went silent except for the drone of the air. He lay there smiling, relaxed, already drifting toward sleep.

But just before it took him, a flicker of doubt slid in: she hadn’t sounded like she was playing. She had sounded so honest.
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The suitcase wheels bumped up the front step, his hand heavy on the handle. Rafael fit the key into the lock, shoulders still stiff from the trip. The door swung open, and before he had time to set the case down, Serena was there.

She came quick, barefoot, curls loose around her glowing face. Her arms wrapped him, her heavy tits flattening against his chest, her wide hips pressing into him like she’d been waiting hours. He staggered back a step, caught in her scent—sweet lotion, a hint of sweat, something warm and female that the hotel rooms had starved from him.

“Home,” she breathed against his mouth before kissing him. Her lips were soft but insistent, tongue sliding into him like she owned him. He let the suitcase drop to the floor, one hand cupping her ass, squeezing the thick cheek through her shorts. She giggled against his mouth, that light laugh that always bent his mood.

“You look good,” he murmured when they pulled apart. She really did. Her skin seemed brighter, her tits straining the thin tank she wore, nipples visible against the fabric. Her thighs brushed his legs when she clung tighter, thick and smooth. She didn’t look like a woman hiding anything. She looked like a woman alive.

“I missed you,” she said, dragging his hand higher up her back. “The house is too quiet without you.” She kissed his jaw, his cheek, pressing herself harder into him with every word.

Rafael smiled despite the fatigue. He lifted her chin, kissed her again, and let himself believe this was the only truth that mattered—the feel of her body, hot and yielding, right here in his arms.

They sat close on the couch, Serena tucked against his side, her thigh warm and thick against his. The suitcase still sat unopened by the door, but Rafael didn’t care. He let his hand rest on her hip, tracing lazy circles while she talked about the little things he’d missed—neighbors, errands, the weather turning warm.

He smiled, kissed her hair, and let the words wash over him. The tension from the trip had eased, replaced by the simple comfort of being home with her again.

“You know,” he said finally, his tone light, teasing, “that story you told me on the phone... you nearly killed me with it. My crazy woman and her fantasies.”

Serena pulled back just enough to look at him. Her dark eyes were steady, her lips parted like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

“Fantasy?” she asked.

Rafael chuckled, gave her hip a squeeze. “Yeah. Dirty as hell, baby. You had me—” He shook his head with a laugh. “Almost too real. You’re good at that.”

Her brows knit, her smile fading. “Rafa. That wasn’t a story.”

He blinked. “What?”

She held his gaze, calm, unflinching. “It wasn’t a fantasy. I fucked him. Just like I told you.”

At first he laughed again, expecting the twist, the tease. But she didn’t laugh with him. She just stroked his arm, eyes locked on his, her body relaxed against him as if the words were no heavier than a grocery list.

The laugh died in his throat. Heat rose into his chest, spreading fast. “You’re serious?”

“Yes.” She said it simply, like there was nothing to hide, nothing to fear.

Serena kept her hand on his arm, stroking slow, steady. She could feel the tension in him, the way his muscles tightened under her touch. His eyes searched hers like he expected guilt or shame, but she gave him neither.

“I told you,” she said softly. “I went to the gym. He couldn’t stop staring at my ass. I let him spot me, and then I let him take me. It was good, Rafa. Rough. Sweaty. Just what I needed.”

He stiffened, jaw grinding, but she leaned closer, pressing her tits into his side, her lips brushing his shoulder. “It was just sex. That’s all. My love is here.” She tapped his chest with her fingers, right above his heart. “You’re my man. You’re my husband. Nothing changes that.”

His mouth opened, ready to bite back, but she cut him off, her voice gentle but firm. “You’re the one who told me to borrow a cock if I got desperate. Remember? You said it, Rafa. I just listened.”

She kissed his arm, her lips lingering on his skin. “I’d never lie to you. I’d never hide from you. I told you exactly what I did, because that’s all it was—fucking. My body was hungry. That’s it. I don’t give him what I give you. I don’t give anyone that.”

Her hand slid to his thigh, squeezing softly. She looked up at him with those dark, steady eyes. “You don’t have to be angry. You should be proud. You’re the one I come home to. You’re the one I belong to.”

Rafael shot up from the couch, the sudden movement making Serena flinch before she followed him to her feet. His chest rose and fell hard, eyes locked on hers. Her calm words still echoed — just sex, you told me to, nothing changes.

“You think you can sit there,” he spat, voice low, trembling with fury, “and tell me another man had his cock inside you like it’s nothing?”

Rafael shot up from the couch, the sudden movement making Serena flinch before she followed him to her feet. His chest rose and fell hard, eyes locked on hers. Her calm words still echoed — just sex, you told me to, nothing changes.

“You think you can sit there,” he spat, voice low, trembling with fury, “and tell me another man had his cock inside you like it’s nothing? You think that’s what a wife says to her husband?”

Serena tilted her head, curls brushing her cheek, lips still soft as she stepped closer, reaching for his arm. “Rafa, I told you—”

“No,” he cut her off, voice sharp, guttural. “You told me you spread your legs for some sweaty stranger at the gym. You told me he had his hands on you, his cock in you, and you expect me to nod? You expect me to smile while my woman walks around bragging about being a slut?”

Her mouth parted, but no words came. He took a step closer, heat boiling into his throat. “You think I’m proud you let some bastard paw at what’s mine? That you let him slobber on these tits, on this ass, like you’re free for anyone?” His hand jerked toward her body, trembling with rage.

She opened her lips, but instead of protest, a little laugh bubbled out, quick and sharp. “You’re angry,” she teased, tits rising and falling fast under her thin tank.

That laugh snapped the last thread. He growled, seized her arm, and spun her into the wall. The frame rattled with the impact. She gasped, then giggled again, shameless even as his fury pinned her.

“Angry?” His teeth bared. He yanked a strap down, baring a heavy tit. His hand closed hard on it, squeezing until her nipple peaked under his palm. “You let some gym rat paw at this? Fuck this?”

Her moan came quick, needy but taunting. “Yes,” she whispered.

Rafael ripped the tank lower, crushing his mouth to hers, biting more than kissing, tongue forcing deep. His hands tore at her shorts, dragging them hard down her thighs until they bunched at her knees. She whimpered into his mouth, hips jerking, but her laugh still broke through when he pulled back for air.

His cock strained in his pants, thick and swollen. He shoved his hand between her legs, grinding his palm against the soaked crotch of her panties. Slick heat smeared across his skin.

“You came home wet from him,” he snarled against her cheek, his voice ragged with fury. “And you’re going to pay for it.”

His words burned against her cheek, his hand still crushing her between the legs. Serena gasped, the pressure hot and rough, and her laugh spilled out again, soft but sharp. She could feel his cock hard through his pants, thick and angry, and the way he pressed her into the wall only made her wetter.

“Yes,” she moaned, shameless. “I came home wet. Wet from him. You’re right.”

Rafael growled, grinding his palm harder into her pussy until her back arched. The tank clung around her waist now, her tits fully bare, nipples stiff under his grip. His rough squeeze made her gasp, but she pushed her chest forward into it, giving him more.

“He stretched me,” she whispered against his ear, her lips brushing the edge of his jaw. “So deep, Rafa. I bounced on that cock until my thighs shook.”

His whole body stiffened. She could feel the fury in him, the heat rolling off his skin. His hand shoved aside the crotch of her panties, fingers slipping into the slick mess between her folds. He jammed two inside, knuckles deep, making her cry out against his shoulder.

“You filthy slut,” he snarled. “Talking about another cock while my fingers are inside you.”

She moaned loud, clenching on him, shameless. “Yes. I’m your slut. But he stretched me good. You need to take me harder. Show me it’s yours again.”

His breath came rough, hot against her neck. He tore his hand free, yanked her panties down with one violent tug, and shoved her legs apart with his knee. Serena laughed through a gasp, bracing herself against the wall, tits bouncing as she pressed her ass back toward him.

“Do it,” she begged, voice raw. “Give me more than he did.”

Rafael tore at his zipper, the metal teeth splitting open under his fists. His cock sprang free, thick and furious, flushed dark at the head. He shoved her forward with one hand, pressing her tits tight to the wall, and kicked her panties down to her ankles.

“Spread,” he barked, voice low, guttural.

Serena’s laugh cut through her moan as she obeyed, bracing her palms against the wall, arching her ass back for him. Her thick cheeks jiggled when she pushed out, slick heat glistening between them. His teeth clenched at the sight.

He lined himself up and drove forward in one punishing thrust. Her cry echoed sharp against the wall. Her pussy clamped around him, dripping, already slick from the filth she’d confessed. He grunted, bottoming out, his hips slamming into the meat of her ass.

“Fuck,” he growled, pulling back and slamming into her again, harder. His hands caught her tits from behind, fingers clawing at the heavy flesh, squeezing until she whimpered. “You think about him while I’m inside you? You moan his name, slut?”

Her answer was a ragged moan, shameless. “I moaned... I screamed, Rafa. He stretched me. But it’s not like this. Not like your cock.”

He slammed faster, the sound of his hips cracking against her ass filling the room. The wall rattled with every thrust. Her tits bounced wildly in his grip, nipples dragging against his palms. Sweat broke across his back, his breath a snarl against her ear.

“You’re mine,” he spat, pounding into her with brutal rhythm. “Mine to use, mine to fuck raw, mine to fill.”

Her scream broke into laughter, head tipping back, curls sticking to her damp neck. “Yes,” she cried, her voice bright, shameless. “I’m yours. I’m your slut.”

Rafael grunted, burying deeper, his cock throbbing inside her slick cunt. His fury only sharpened with her words, every thrust meant to crush the ghost of the trainer out of her body.

Each thrust rattled the wall, her tits crushing against it before bouncing back into his grip. Serena cried out, her voice sharp with pain and pleasure tangled together, but her laugh kept breaking through, bright and wicked.

“Harder,” she begged, pressing her ass back into him. The slap of his hips grew louder, faster, her thick cheeks jiggling with every punishing drive. “Make me forget him. Make me scream louder than I did for him.”

Rafael snarled, grabbing her hair in one fist, yanking her head back so her throat arched. The rough pull made her moan even louder. Her curls tangled in his grip, her body forced upright, her tits bouncing wildly as he rammed into her from behind.

“Yes!” she cried, clawing at the wall for balance, nails dragging across the paint. “That’s it, Rafa. Pound me. Use me. Show me this pussy’s yours.”

His cock slammed deeper, splitting her open with brutal rhythm, his balls slapping her soaked slit. She reveled in the violence, shoving her ass back into each thrust until her thighs shook.

“You love it,” she moaned, gasping through laughter. “You love me stretched, dripping, begging for more. You love me screaming about cock.”

Her pussy clenched hard, milking him, slick dripping down her thighs. She clawed at the wall, then reached down between her legs to rub her clit furiously while he pounded her. The mix of pain and ecstasy blurred, her cries rising louder, shameless, until she was almost screaming.

“Fuck me raw, Rafa,” she screamed, body thrashing under his grip. “Break me! Make me forget every other man.”

Her laughter twisted into moans, wild and unrestrained, as she pushed herself harder into his brutal rhythm.

Rafael’s fist held her hair tight, his hips slamming so deep her ass shook with every impact. Her cries filled the room, high and shameless, her cunt gripping his cock like it wanted to drain him dry. Sweat poured down his back, his chest heaving against her arched spine as he hammered into her, harder, faster, until the wall rattled and the frame above them tilted crooked.

“You’re mine,” he snarled against her ear, his voice ragged, breaking. “No one else. Mine.”

Her laugh came wild, tangled with a scream. “Yes! I’m yours, Rafa. Your slut. Your pussy. Always.”

The words hit him like fire. His body tightened, balls drawing up, cock swelling inside her soaked heat. He drove in to the hilt, buried against her thick ass, and spilled deep. Hot spurts poured into her cunt, thick and endless, filling her while he held her pinned against the wall. He growled through it, each pulse wringing more from him, his forehead pressed to her shoulder, his grip bruising her hips.

Serena shook in his arms, laughing breathlessly even as her body quivered around him, her pussy milking every drop. He stayed buried, panting, drenched in sweat, his chest pressed to her back. Slowly his hand loosened in her hair, sliding down to cradle her jaw.

He pulled her face toward his, kissed her hard, desperate. “Mine,” he whispered again, softer this time, trembling against her lips.

Her dark eyes locked on him, still glowing, still playful. “Always,” she whispered back, her smile curling through her ragged breath.

Rafael held her there, cock softening inside her, the fury draining with his release. The truth cut through him, steady and sharp. She hadn’t lied. She hadn’t even tried to. For Serena, sex was just sex. But her love—her love was anchored in him.

And no man could take that.
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The new normal
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The weeks after that night fell into a rhythm of fire and calm. Rafael had come home loving her smile, her warmth, only to snap when her calm words cut too deep. He’d been furious, violent, fucking her like he needed to reclaim every inch she had given away. And still Serena hadn’t wavered. She met his rage with that glowing ease, with her body, with her laugh in his ear.

They argued until dawn some nights, voices hoarse. Other nights they fucked until the sheets were soaked and her ebony skin gleamed in the dim light, her thick thighs trembling around his hips. Always the same refrain from her lips: sex was need, not love.

Slowly, he understood she believed it. When she spread her thighs for another man, it didn’t touch what she gave him. Her heavy tits, her wide hips, her laugh that melted him afterward — those were his. The jealousy still burned, but now it twisted into something sharper, more dangerous: a thrill he hated to admit he craved.

Before his next trip, she teased him with that same playful mischief. She stood barefoot in the kitchen, tank stretched across her heavy tits, shorts riding high on her thick ass, curls wild around her glowing face. Her smile was bright, her voice light.

“Don’t worry,” she said, tugging his tie loose before kissing him deep. “I’ll keep myself satisfied while you’re gone.”

Her ebony skin was warm under his hands, her tits pressed tight to his chest as she leaned close. He tried to smile, to take it as a joke, but her dark eyes glimmered steady, calm. She meant every word.

He left with the taste of her lips still on him, her promise echoing all the way to the airport.

Chicago again. Another lobby, another string of conference rooms, another dinner with men whose voices all droned together. Rafael kept his suit sharp, his jaw tight, his handshakes firm. On the outside, he was steady. But in the quiet moments—waiting for an elevator, lying in a silent hotel bed—Serena’s words circled back, sharp as ever.

Don’t worry. I’ll keep myself satisfied while you’re gone.

He tried to brush it off as the kind of line she loved to throw at him. But he knew better now. Her dark eyes hadn’t been playful. They had been calm, honest. She wasn’t hinting. She was promising.

And the thought gnawed at him.

Between meetings he found himself distracted, cock stiffening in his slacks when he pictured her at home. He saw her heavy tits straining a tank top, her wide hips filling her shorts as she bent for some stranger’s gaze. He imagined her ebony skin slick with sweat, her curls bouncing while she moaned for another man. The vision made him grit his teeth even as it made his cock pulse.

He hated it, but he couldn’t shake it. He was jealous, proud, furious—and hooked. He caught himself jerking himself raw in the hotel bathroom after dinner, whispering her name, picturing her bouncing on some faceless cock.

By the second night he wasn’t even fighting the images anymore. He knew she’d find someone. And the sickest part of all was the truth swelling in his chest: part of him wanted her to.

The room was quiet except for the steady hum of the air unit. Rafael lay back in the hotel bed, still in his slacks, the glow of the city bleeding through the curtains. His phone buzzed across the nightstand. Serena’s name lit the screen.

He grabbed it quick, pulse jumping. “Hola, mi amor,” he said, voice low.

Her laugh came soft and playful. “You sound tired. Long day?”

“Too long,” he muttered, though her voice already softened it. “What about you?”

“I found company,” she said lightly, as if she were talking about meeting a neighbor.

Rafael froze, the words hitting sharp. “Company?”

“Mhm.” He could hear the smile in her tone. “A college kid at the coffee shop. Cute. Couldn’t stop staring at me.”

His chest tightened. “Serena...”

“He was sweet,” she went on, ignoring the warning in his voice. “Eyes glued to my tits while I sipped my latte. I asked if he wanted me to come by his dorm. He said yes so fast I almost laughed.”

Rafael pressed a hand over his eyes, cock twitching in his slacks despite the heat climbing in his chest. “You didn’t.”

Her voice dropped, smooth and shameless. “I did. And he couldn’t believe it when I stripped down for him.”

The room spun around him, jealousy burning hard, lust punching through it at the same time. His hand slid to his belt without thought, fingers tugging it loose.

Serena stretched out on the couch, wine glass in one hand, phone in the other. She could hear Rafael breathing on the line, heavy, uneven. He hadn’t hung up, hadn’t shouted at her. Instead, his silence carried a weight that made her smile.

“He was nervous,” she said, her tone light. “Hands shaking when I pulled my top over my head. His eyes locked on my tits like he’d never seen a pair that big before.”

Rafael’s breath hitched. He didn’t speak, but the sound was enough.

“I told him to sit back,” she went on, curling her toes into the rug. “He just stared, wide-eyed, like my tits were the only thing in the room. I climbed into his lap, peeled his jeans open, and he was already stiff. Thick for a kid, but not like you. Not a man’s cock. Still, he gasped when I sank down.”

She heard it then — a low grunt through the phone, muffled, like he’d shifted in bed.

“You want to know how he touched me?” she asked softly.

“...Yes,” Rafael breathed.

Serena’s smile widened. “Clumsy. Like he couldn’t believe his hands were on my ass. He squeezed so hard it made me laugh. But when my tits bounced in his face, he moaned like he was going to lose it right there. He buried his mouth between them, sucking my nipples like he’d never tasted tits before.”

A sharp exhale came through the line. He wasn’t angry. He was there with her, listening, stroking. She could hear it.

“I rode him hard,” she whispered, letting the words drip slow. “Up and down, his cock sliding so deep while his eyes stayed glued to my tits. He came too fast, of course. But I kept bouncing, made him go again. By the second time, he was shaking, moaning into my chest meat, begging me not to stop.”

She lifted the glass, sipped, and let her laugh fill the phone. “He looked at me like I was too much for him. Like my pussy and my tits were more than he could handle. And I loved every second of it.”

Rafael lay back on the hotel bed, slacks shoved down, cock thick and slick in his fist. His breath rasped into the phone, the weight of her voice pressing harder than any anger could. Pride was gone. Only the ache of needing her words remained.

“Did he cum in you?” he asked, voice low, broken. “Could you feel it spurting?”

Serena’s laugh slid through the line, soft and filthy. “Oh yes. He couldn’t hold back. His cock twitched inside me, and I felt every spurt flood my pussy. Hot, fast, desperate. He whimpered into my tits like a boy.”

Rafael groaned, jerking harder, eyes shut tight.

“I didn’t let him pull out,” she went on, savoring it. “I pinned him under me and milked him until his cock gave me every drop. He was shaking, gasping, grabbing at my tits like they were the only thing keeping him alive. And I didn’t let up, Rafa. I kept bouncing, kept grinding, until his body couldn’t fight me anymore. His eyes rolled back, his mouth wide open, moaning like a little slut while I rode his cock raw.”

Rafael’s breath caught, his fist pumping slick and fast. “And... and then?”

Her tone dropped lower, shameless. “His cock stiffened again right there inside me. He looked shocked, but he begged me for more. Begged me to keep riding. His hands squeezed my ass so hard I thought he’d bruise me. He shoved his face into my tits, moaning like he’d never felt anything like them. He was lost in me, Rafa. Drowning in my tits while I bounced on him.”

Rafael groaned louder, hips jerking up off the bed, precum slicking his fist.

“I made him cum again,” she whispered, her voice hot and cruel. “Not as much this time, just weak little spurts. His body was drained, but I kept milking him. He cried into my chest meat, begged me not to stop, begged me to let him keep sucking my nipples. He was a mess, Rafa. A young cock drained dry by my pussy and my tits. And I laughed in his face. Told him that’s what it means to fuck a real woman. That’s what it means to fuck me.”

Rafael’s fist blurred on his cock, her voice filling his head, his body strung tight and shaking. There was no anger left. Just the ache, the heat, and her words pushing him to the edge.

Serena swirled the last sip of wine in her glass, listening to the rasp on the other end of the line. Rafael was close. She knew the sound of his fist on his cock, the way his breath caught, wet and sharp, when he tried to hold it back. It made her grin stretch wider, her body warm just from imagining him sprawled out, cock in hand, undone by her voice.

“You want the filthiest part?” she teased, tone dropping low.

His answer came in a broken groan. “Tell me.”

She set the glass down and sank deeper into the couch cushions, letting the words slide free. “When he was almost done, when his cock was twitching inside me and his chest was soaked with sweat, he begged me not to stop. Begged me to smother him in my tits. So I grabbed his head, shoved him between them, and bounced harder. His tongue was everywhere, sloppy, desperate, drooling all over my ebony tits while I rode him until he collapsed under me.”

Rafael gasped into the phone. She could hear the slap of his strokes speeding, wet and frantic.

“I came on his cock while he whimpered into my chest meat,” she went on, her voice velvet but filthy. “My pussy squeezed him until he had nothing left to give. When I got up, his cum was dripping down my thighs. He just lay there, staring at me like I was something he couldn’t believe was real.”

Her smile softened. “I stroked his hair, kissed his forehead, and told him he’d done so well for me. That he’d given me exactly what I needed.”

The sound of Rafael’s groan filled her ear, deep and raw, his body breaking under her words.

“That’s it,” she whispered, sliding her hand down her own thigh as she pictured him. “Cum for me, baby. Stroke that cock while I tell you how my tits ruined him.”

Her whisper still rang in his ear: “Cum for me, baby. Stroke that cock while I tell you how my tits ruined him.”

Rafael groaned, his body breaking under the weight of it. His cock jerked in his fist, hot ropes spurting across his stomach, thick and heavy, his hips lifting off the bed with each pulse. He gasped her name, eyes squeezed shut, chest heaving as more spilled, leaking over his knuckles. The hotel room spun with the sound of his own ragged groans, her voice the only anchor.

He collapsed back onto the mattress, cock twitching in his grip, cum smeared across his skin. For a moment he couldn’t breathe. The only sound was Serena’s soft laugh, warm and pleased.

“That sounded good,” she said gently. “Did I make you cum?”

His throat tightened. “Yes. Hard.”

“Good,” she replied, her tone light, steady. “Then don’t worry about me while you’re gone. I’ll always take care of myself.”

Rafael let out a breathless laugh, though his chest burned. He should have been furious. He should have hung up. Instead, he wanted more.

“Goodnight,” she said, voice sweet, glowing through the phone.

“Goodnight,” he whispered back, and ended the call.

Alone in the dark, his body still sticky, Rafael stared at the ceiling. The jealousy throbbed in him, sharp as ever. But under it lay a truth he could no longer deny. He wasn’t just enduring this. He was addicted.
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Testing the boundaries
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Another month passed, and the pattern had settled in like it had always been there. Rafael traveled, worked, dined with clients, returned to hotel beds that smelled of detergent instead of her perfume. And every night, when the calls came, Serena’s voice slipped through the line soft and glowing, steady as breath. What had once been a shock, then a fight, had become ritual. She told him things. He listened. His cock grew hard in his hand, and she knew it.

This time she didn’t even wait for him to circle around it. Her laugh came low, rich, teasing. “Do you want to know where it happened? When? How many times I came?”

Rafael shut his eyes, his pulse thudding at his throat. He hadn’t said the words before, not so directly. But now there was no hesitation. “Yes.”

She hummed, pleased, a sound that warmed him even as it made his cock twitch. “Good. Because I’ve been thinking... you don’t just want to know if I fucked someone, Rafa. You want to know everything.”

His breath caught, the truth hitting hard. He did. He wanted the smell of the room, the curve of her tits spilling out of her blouse, the sound of her moan when she came. He wanted every filthy detail straight from her lips, even if it broke him.

And Serena, his glowing, dark-skinned wife with the heavy tits and wicked smile, was ready to give him all of it.

Serena curled on the couch, legs tucked under her, phone pressed close as she let her voice roll easy into his ear. “There’s this one guy at work,” she said, almost conversational, like she was telling him about a project. “Married. Always finds a reason to stand too close.”

Rafael grunted on the other end, the sound sharp with interest.

“He stares at my cleavage during meetings,” she went on, glancing down at the soft swell of her heavy tits under her tank top even as she spoke. “Doesn’t even try to hide it. The last time, his eyes didn’t leave my chest while I gave a presentation. I swear he didn’t hear a word. Just watched my tits bounce while I talked.”

She paused, smiling to herself when she caught the faint sound of his breath hitch.

“And at lunch,” she added smoothly, “he sat across from me. Kept dropping his fork, leaning down, but never once looked at the floor. His eyes slid under the table, right between my thighs. I was in a pencil skirt, Rafa. He was staring at the line of my pussy through the fabric.”

Rafael’s breathing grew heavier, unsteady, the faint scrape of movement on the other end betraying what his hand was doing.

“And when I walked by him at the copier?” she teased. “His hand brushed my ass. He tried to make it look like nothing, but I felt his fingers slide along my cheek. He went red as hell when I glanced back, but he didn’t move away. Just stood there staring. You know what that feels like? A man so hungry he can’t think straight. He wanted to grab me right there.”

Her lips curved into a slow smile as she let the words hang a beat, savoring the silence. Then she lowered her voice. “He wants me, Rafa. He looks at my ebony tits and my thick ass like he’s starving. Like he’s wondering how fast he could get my skirt up and my panties down.”

The only sound from Rafael was the heavy rasp of his breathing. She knew his cock was in his fist, swelling harder with every word, his jaw clenched tight while he pictured it.

Serena let her voice drip slower now, drawing Rafael deeper. “One night I stayed late. Everyone else had gone. He walked past my office and stopped in the doorway, smiling like he’d just found a secret. I should’ve sent him away. Instead, I leaned back in my chair and crossed my legs.”

Rafael exhaled sharply, the sound of fabric shifting on his end making her smile.

“He closed the door,” she went on, her tone calm, steady. “Said he’d been thinking about me all week. His eyes dropped to my tits, big and heavy under my blouse. I’d left the top button undone. He stared at my black cleavage like he couldn’t breathe. Then he came closer, touched my arm. I didn’t stop him.”

Her hand drifted down her own thigh as she pictured it. “He kissed me first. Nervous, but hungry. His tongue pushed against mine like he’d been holding it back forever. Then he spun me around, bent me over my own desk. Papers scattered. My tits spilled out of my blouse, heavy and bare against the cold wood, my nipples hard against the surface.”

Rafael groaned, deep and low. She could hear the slick rhythm of his fist on his cock now, the wet slap faint but clear.

“He slid my skirt up, tugged my panties down, and pushed inside me raw. No condom. Just his cock stretching my pussy while I bit my hand to keep quiet. The desk was hard under my tits, the wood cold against my nipples while he pounded me.”

Her voice thinned, hot with memory. “He grabbed my thick black ass, spread my cheeks wide, slammed into me until the desk shook. He whispered how long he’d wanted it, how he thought about my big black tits every night. I came once just from that, Rafa—my pussy clenching his cock while my tits mashed flat on the desk.”

Rafael groaned louder, his breathing breaking apart.

“And when he yanked my hair back, pulled me upright, my tits bounced free from my blouse. Big, black, heavy, jiggling with every thrust. He fucked me like that, one hand in my hair, the other squeezing my tits. I came again, moaning into the empty office while he grunted in my ear.”

Serena’s tone dropped to a purr. “At the end, he pulled out and sprayed across my black ass. Hot, sticky, dripping down the curve of my cheeks while I laughed into the desk.”

She let the silence stretch, Rafael’s ragged strokes loud in her ear.

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” she whispered. “Jacking your cock to me bent over my desk, with my tits spilling out and my black ass dripping cum?”

A week later, another city, another faceless hotel room. Rafael stripped down, sat on the edge of the bed with his phone in hand, and waited for her voice. It came soft, steady, like she knew exactly what state he was in.

“You want to hear what happened this week?” Serena asked.

He grunted, the wordless sound of a man already too far gone to pretend otherwise.

She chuckled low. “It was quick. Middle of the day. I ran into another guy from the office by the bathroom. He made a joke, we laughed, and then he followed me inside. Locked the door.”

Rafael’s fist closed around his cock before she’d even finished the sentence.

“He was bold,” she went on, her voice calm, teasing. “Dropped his zipper, started jerking his cock right in front of me. Said he couldn’t stop thinking about my black ass in that tight skirt. I leaned against the wall, let him look, let him stroke while I hiked the skirt up.”

Rafael groaned, the slick sound of his strokes echoing into the receiver.

“He turned me around, bent me a little, and shot his load across my black cheeks,” she whispered. “Hot cum dripping down my ass while I laughed into the bathroom mirror. He cleaned up with paper towels while I pulled my skirt down and walked out like nothing happened.”

She let the silence hum, listening to the wet slap of Rafael’s hand on his cock. Then she smiled, wicked and sweet.

“You want to know how wet I was, Rafa? How bad I wanted to spread my legs right there?”

Rafael lay back against the pillows, cock slick in his fist, her words replaying in his head. His voice came rougher this time, stripped of the last threads of restraint. “Did you let him touch your tits?”

On the other end, Serena laughed softly. “Of course. He couldn’t keep his hands off them. Big black tits spilling into his palms while he jerked himself. He moaned like a boy, Rafa. His knees shook.”

Rafael groaned, pumping harder. The images filled his mind, burning holes through his jealousy. He needed more. “Did you... did you swallow any of them? Anyone?”

Her pause made his breath hitch. Then her voice dropped low, rich. “One of them, yes. Not this time, but another night. He came so hard I couldn’t waste it. I let it drip down my throat, Rafa. Warm and thick.”

His cock jerked in his hand, precum slicking his fist.

“How many times did you come?” he rasped. “Tell me.”

“Twice,” she answered instantly. “Once while he was fucking me bent over, once when he pinched my nipples and shoved his cock deeper. I came loud, Rafa. Loud enough I had to bite my hand.”

His chest heaved, the slick slap of his strokes filling the silence. He didn’t care anymore if she was embellishing. He just needed every word.

Rafael’s hand blurred on his cock, her last words replaying over and over—her moans muffled into her hand, her pussy clenching another man until he drained himself inside her. He was panting into the phone, sweat already running down his temple, when her voice cut through, casual, almost playful.

“By the way,” she said, as if she’d just remembered, “did I tell you about the customer last Monday?”

His fist slowed. His cock twitched hard against his grip. “No...”

Her laugh hummed low, sweet and steady. “Mmm. Then let me tell you. I walked him out after a meeting. Down to the parking garage. He was polite, nervous. But his eyes...” She let the words trail, and Rafael gritted his teeth. “His eyes never left my tits, Rafa. I wore that white blouse—you know the one that goes sheer in the light. The air conditioning had been blasting all afternoon, and my black nipples were poking straight through. He stared so openly I almost laughed.”

Rafael groaned, his hand tightening around his shaft, precum slicking his palm.

“He tried to make small talk. Fumbled with his keys. But when we reached the car, he just... stopped. Looked me dead in the chest like he couldn’t believe what he saw. His hands moved before his brain could catch up. Straight to my tits. Big hands, Rafa. Grabbing my black tits, squeezing them right there between the cars.”

Rafael’s groan shook into the phone. He jerked faster, imagining her tits overflowing another man’s grip, nipples hard against his palms.

“I kissed him,” Serena whispered, her voice dripping heat. “Pressed him back against the door. His cock was already stiff in his slacks. I unzipped him, pulled him down into the driver’s seat. He was shaking. His hands kept fumbling, but I straddled him, pulled my skirt up, slid my panties aside.”

Her words came slower, thicker. “When I sank down on his cock, he gasped into my tits like he’d never felt anything that good. My pussy stretched around him, hot and wet, and I bounced right there in the garage. His face buried in my tits, licking, sucking, drooling. My black tits smothering him while I rode his cock hard.”

Rafael’s strokes grew wet and furious. “Fuck...” he groaned.

Serena grinned into the phone. “I rode him until my thighs ached, Rafa. Until sweat ran down my back. Every bounce made my tits slap against his face. He grabbed at my black ass, moaning, begging me not to stop. And then he came. Fast. Cock jerking, hot spurts flooding my pussy while I clawed his shirt and came right with him.”

She paused just long enough to hear Rafael’s breath break, the slap of his strokes now frantic.

“When I slid off him,” she whispered, “his cum leaked down my black thighs, soaking his pants. He just sat there, gasping, staring at me like I wasn’t real. My blouse still open, my tits out, nipples wet from his mouth. I buttoned it back up slow, smoothed my skirt, kissed his cheek, and walked away like nothing happened.”

Rafael groaned so loud it made her smile stretch wider. She could hear the slick sound of his fist, the ragged grunt of a man falling apart.

“Do you know what I thought while I walked away?” she teased.

“What...” His voice was choked, trembling.

“That I couldn’t wait to tell you. That my husband would stroke his cock raw to me riding another man’s dick in the dark.”

Rafael’s breath broke in her ear, guttural and desperate, his orgasm already clawing at him.

Rafael’s release hit him like a hammer. Cum burst hot across his stomach and chest, ropes splattering until he was empty and shaking, his hand sticky and trembling from how hard he had worked himself. He lay back, gasping, the phone still pressed to his ear. The sound of Serena’s slow, steady breathing wrapped around him like a hand still stroking his cock.

For a moment neither of them spoke. The silence wasn’t awkward—it was thick, charged, as if she could feel every twitch of his spent cock through the line.

Then her voice came, smooth and amused: “You really made a mess, didn’t you?”

Rafael shut his eyes. She always knew. “Yes.” His voice was hoarse.

“Good,” she purred. “I like that. I like knowing you can’t help yourself when I tell you what I did. That even a story about me bending over a desk or riding a college kid can drain you dry.”

He swallowed, shame and heat wrestling inside him. “Serena...”

“You see it now, don’t you?” she went on, her tone softer but edged with something sharper underneath. “You need this. You need me to be your perfect black wife in your bed—and every man’s fantasy when you’re gone. And then you need me to bring it home, to tell you, to make you feel it.”

His cock twitched, spent but already stirring again. God help him, she was right.

“I don’t...” His words broke. “I don’t even know what to call this.”

“Call it what you want,” she said. “Cheating. Hotwifing. Sin. Love. It doesn’t matter. You came so hard you could barely breathe, Rafa. That’s the truth. That’s what matters.”

Rafael dragged his hand over his face, groaning. He wanted to argue, to push back, but all he could feel was the raw ache in his groin, the hunger that hadn’t eased even after he’d exploded. He should have been furious. Instead, he wanted more.

Serena must have heard the ragged edge in his silence, because her laugh was low and triumphant. “You’ll ask me next time, won’t you? You’ll beg me for details before I even start.”

His cock gave another weak twitch, proving her right. He pressed his lips together, but the truth was there in the way he couldn’t bring himself to say no.

“Go to sleep, baby,” she whispered. “Dream about me. And about who I’ll tell you about next.”

The line clicked dead.
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Hearing for Himself
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Rafael was home for once, a brief stretch between trips, and he’d been looking forward to a quiet night. Dinner together, maybe a movie. Instead, Serena came into the living room with her purse still over her shoulder, her smile warm but carrying an edge that made his stomach tighten.

She dropped her keys in the bowl and looked at him like it was nothing. “The mechanic’s coming by.”

Rafael frowned. “At night?”

She tilted her head, that sly smile tugging at her lips. “He’s been working on my car all week. Flirting every time I went down to check on it. Today I told him to stop by.” Her eyes stayed on him, calm, glowing, as if she were telling him what was for dinner. “I thought I’d let him finish what he started.”

His chest burned. “Serena...”

She stepped closer, her black skin gleaming under the warm light, her tits pressing against her blouse. “If you can handle it, stay in the bedroom. If you can’t, leave. But I think it’s time you experienced this for real, Rafa. Listening... maybe even watching.”

Rafael’s jaw clenched, heat rising behind his eyes. He should have said no. Should have stood up, told her this had gone too far. But instead, his cock stirred heavy in his pants, his breath catching at the way she stood so sure, so unapologetic.

She leaned down, kissed his cheek softly. “Decide, Rafa. He’ll be here in twenty minutes.”

Rafael sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the floor, every nerve pulled tight. He’d told himself he would leave, that he wouldn’t put himself through this, that no man with pride would sit in his own house and let it happen. But when the doorbell rang at the front door, his body didn’t move. His jaw clenched, his cock stirred, and he stayed frozen, listening.

Serena’s voice floated down the hall, warm and teasing. “Hey, you made it.”

The mechanic answered, his voice deeper, rough, blurred by the distance, but the easy laugh that followed was all Serena. Rafael felt it like a fist in his chest. That laugh had always been his reward, his favorite sound. Now it rang out for another man.

The door clicked shut. Shoes scuffed on the hardwood. The murmur of voices grew closer. Serena poured drinks, her tone bright, casual, as if it were the most normal thing in the world to have a man in their living room. She asked him about his day, about cars, about nothing at all—small talk with a heat under it that Rafael couldn’t mistake.

He bent forward, elbows on his knees, straining to catch every word. The mechanic’s voice was muffled, but Serena’s rang clear. She giggled at something he said, the sound bubbling over until Rafael’s cock twitched hard in his pants. He pressed a fist against it, gritting his teeth, hating himself for being hard, hating her for making him feel it.

Then a scrape of a chair. A pause. Too much silence. The kind of silence that carried weight. Rafael’s pulse slammed in his throat. He pictured her standing close to the man, smiling up at him with those full lips he knew too well, brushing her black tits against his chest as if by accident.

Rafael’s hand moved down without thinking, curling around his cock through the fabric of his sweats. He felt the heat of it, thick and swelling, precum already dampening the cotton. Fury burned in his gut, but lust smothered it, twisting tighter with every sound from the other room.

Rafael sat motionless, sweat beading along his hairline, every muscle braced. The silence in the living room stretched long enough to sting. Then he heard it—low at first, a sound he knew better than any other. Serena’s moan.

It slid through the wall like heat, soft and drawn out, the kind of sound she only made when a cock first pushed into her. Rafael’s hand clenched on his thigh. His cock lurched against his sweats, heavy and aching.

The mechanic’s grunt followed, rough and satisfied. Furniture shifted. Something bumped against the wall. And then Serena’s voice, higher now, clear as a bell: “Yes... just like that.”

Rafael doubled forward, his fists pressed into his knees. His chest burned with rage, but it only thickened the ache between his legs. He reached down, grabbed his cock through the fabric, squeezed until precum dampened the cotton.

Her moans came steady now, one after another, sharp little cries that told him exactly how deep the mechanic was inside her. Every sound painted an image Rafael couldn’t stop: Serena’s black tits bouncing in the man’s hands, her black ass clapping against his thighs, her pussy gripping another cock while she arched her back in pleasure.

He jerked his sweats down and gripped himself, his cock slick and pulsing in his hand. Each stroke matched the rhythm of her cries. When she gasped, he pumped faster. When she laughed breathlessly, he squeezed harder, precum wetting his fist.

Then her words cut clean through the plaster: “Harder. Fuck me harder.”

Rafael’s teeth ground together, a guttural groan spilling out before he could choke it back. He stroked himself furiously, torn apart by fury and need, every moan from her lips dragging him deeper into the heat.

The wall shook again, louder. The mechanic’s voice rumbled low, but Serena’s scream rose above it, sharp and perfect, making Rafael’s whole body tense. He was gone, drowning in the sounds of his wife being used only feet away, his cock dripping, his breath ragged, his sanity hanging by a thread.

Rafael’s grip tightened, his cock slick in his hand, each moan from Serena pushing him closer to the edge. But the wall muffled too much. He needed more. The thought alone was insane—he should have stayed put, should have forced himself to stop—but his body moved before his mind caught up.

He rose, bare feet silent on the carpet, and crossed to the door. His hand trembled on the knob. Slowly, carefully, he cracked it open an inch.

The sound hit him like a wave. Serena’s moans poured down the hallway now, louder, clearer, rawer. No plaster between them. Just his wife’s voice, urgent and unrestrained. The mechanic’s grunts followed, guttural, steady, the rhythm of a man buried deep inside her.

Rafael pressed his forehead against the frame, cock swelling in his slick fist. Every wet slap, every creak of furniture, every gasp from Serena filled him. The tempo of it made his hand move faster, his fist sliding hard over his shaft, precum smearing across his knuckles.

“Harder,” she cried out, her words ringing sharp through the hall. “Yes—fuck me harder.”

Rafael squeezed his cock until he hissed through clenched teeth. He couldn’t see her, but he didn’t need to. The picture in his mind was brutal and clear: Serena’s big black tits bouncing with every thrust, her thick ass clapping back against the mechanic’s thighs, her pussy stretching and gripping another man’s cock while she begged for more.

The couch thumped against the wall. Serena screamed again, high and raw, the kind of scream that bent into laughter halfway through, the one she made when her orgasm ripped through her body and left her gasping. The sound alone almost broke him.

The mechanic’s growl pushed in behind it, louder now, deeper, his voice catching in his throat as he pounded her harder. Rafael stroked in rhythm, cock jerking violently in his fist, precum dripping down onto the carpet at his feet.

He shut his eyes, his imagination filling the blanks. Her tits in the mechanic’s mouth. Her black thighs wrapped tight around his waist. Her pussy flooded, dripping, swallowing him whole. The sounds were enough to make Rafael feel it himself—her cunt stretching, clenching, milking another man’s cock while she screamed his name.

Rafael’s chest heaved, every muscle trembling. He stood in the cracked doorway like a starving man, jerking furiously while the woman he loved was fucked wild only a few feet away, her cries filling his ears, tearing him apart, making him harder than he’d ever been in his life.

The pace through the door quickened, the rhythm pounding harder, faster, until the couch hammered against the wall. Serena’s cries rose with it, sharp and broken, her voice cracking into desperate screams.

Then another voice cut through, rough and raw—the mechanic.

“Yeah, you like this fat cock, don’t you?” His growl echoed down the hall. “Take it, slut. Ride this dick like the whore you are.”

Rafael’s whole body jolted. His cock throbbed violently in his fist, precum running down over his knuckles.

Serena’s moan came back higher, shuddering. “Yes—oh God, yes!”

The mechanic groaned, the sound guttural, full of possession. “Look at these big black tits bounce—fuck, you’re made for this. Best pussy I’ve ever had. Squeezing my cock, milking me dry. You’re my cum dump tonight.”

Rafael bit down on a groan, his forehead pressed to the frame. His hand pumped faster, furious, his cock jerking in his fist with every filthy word.

“Say it,” the mechanic growled, his thrusts slamming loud through the wall. “Say you’re a whore for this cock.”

“I’m a whore—” Serena’s voice broke, cracking into a scream as her orgasm ripped through her. “I’m your whore, fuck me harder!”

Rafael almost came on the spot, his cock pulsing, balls tight, vision blurring. He stroked in time with their cries, the sounds of his wife begging another man to own her filling his chest until he could barely breathe.

The mechanic groaned low, rough. “Fuck—here it comes. Take it all, slut. Take my cum.”

The couch thumped once, twice, then stilled. His growl echoed, deep and final, followed by Serena’s long, trembling cry as his release poured into her.

Rafael’s cock jerked violently in his fist, aching for release. He wanted to cum, wanted to spill all over the floor, but he forced himself back, teeth grinding. His chest heaved with fury and lust, every word he had just heard burned into him.

Through the hall, Serena laughed, breathless and pleased, her voice warm and careless. “Mmm. That was good.”

The front door clicked shut, the sound echoing through the quiet house. Rafael lay on the bed, cock still hard and dripping in his fist, his chest hammering. He had just heard another man fill his wife, call her a slut, claim her as his cum dump, and Serena had screamed her agreement.

Her footsteps came light down the hall. A door creaked. Then she stood there, framed in the bedroom doorway, glowing. Her skin shone with sweat, her black thighs slick, her blouse half-open and her tits still jiggling with the echo of what had just been done to her.

She smiled when she saw him—no shame, no apology. “So,” she said, her voice husky, “you heard enough?”

Rafael exploded off the bed, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her inside. He shoved her back onto the mattress, the sheets soaking under her as she spread open, still wet, still glistening with another man’s cum. The sight made his cock twitch so hard he almost spilled before he touched her.

“You fucking slut,” he growled, yanking her blouse apart, her big black tits bouncing free in his hands. He squeezed them hard, kneading them, his mouth crashing down to bite her nipples. She gasped, arched her back, moaning with the same fire she had just given the mechanic.

“Yes, baby—fuck me,” she begged, spreading her legs wider. “It’s yours now. Take it.”

He thrust inside in one savage stroke, burying himself in her used pussy, the wet heat gripping him tight. He groaned into her neck, furious and undone, pounding hard enough to make the bed frame slam against the wall. Her tits bounced under him, her moans spilling hot into his ear as he fucked her with everything he had.

Every sound from earlier fed his thrusts—the mechanic’s growls, her cries of being a whore, the filthy words echoing in his head. He slammed into her harder, clawing her hips, biting her neck, reclaiming her body even as the scent of another man’s cum clung to her skin.

Serena wrapped her legs tight around him, her nails raking his back. “Yes—yes, Rafa—fuck your wife. Fuck your black slut wife.”

Rafael growled into her mouth, his cock driving deep, his fury and lust crashing together as he pounded her, desperate to erase and replace, to mark her again and again as his.

Rafael’s thrusts turned savage, hips slamming down with a force that rattled the headboard against the wall. Sweat poured down his face, dripping onto Serena’s glowing black skin, streaking across her tits as they bounced wildly in his grip. His cock drove into her soaked pussy again and again, the heat of another man’s cum mixing with his own rage and need.

Serena clung to him, nails carving his back, her legs locked around his waist. “Yes, baby—don’t stop—pound me. Fill me up again.” Her voice broke on the words, her moans spilling hot into his ear, louder each time he bottomed out.

Rafael bit her shoulder, growling, his cock jerking inside her. “You’re mine. My slut. My wife.”

“Yes,” she gasped, tilting her head back, sweat beading on her forehead, her tits crushed between them. “Always yours. Fuck me harder, Rafa. Give me your cum.”

That plea split him open. His balls tightened, his cock swelling thick and desperate. With a guttural cry, he slammed into her one final time and erupted, thick spurts flooding her pussy. The orgasm ripped through him, brutal and blinding, each pulse of cum draining him until his muscles shook and he collapsed against her chest.

Serena moaned at the heat filling her, her hips rocking up to milk every drop out of him. She kissed his damp hair, her voice low and satisfied. “There you go, baby. Now you know. You heard it, you felt it, and you still can’t get enough of me.”

Rafael gasped against her skin, every breath ragged, his cock still twitching deep inside her. The room reeked of sex, the sheets soaked beneath them, their bodies tangled in sweat. His fury had burned away, leaving only the raw truth he couldn’t deny.

Sex with his wife was even better when she had just fucked another man.
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Rafael had thought he understood the rhythm of it. Back in the beginning, Serena only took her adventures when he was away, and the phone calls were the bridge between them. A routine formed: he traveled, she played, then she shared the details in her sweet, unashamed voice. He learned to brace himself when his phone lit up at night, half-afraid and half-hard before he even answered.

But the mechanic had shattered that rhythm. For the first time, it happened while he was home, and not in secret. She’d told him flat out, told him to stay in the bedroom if he could handle it. He’d listened through the wall, through a crack in the door, his cock in his fist as she moaned for another man only a few feet away. The memory had burned into him, seared deep, replaying when he least expected it.

Since then, Serena had grown even bolder. Sometimes she still called him while he was on the road, giving him every detail until he came shaking into his own hand. Other times she told him afterward, casual as anything—“Oh, by the way, I ran into someone after work,” as if she were telling him she’d bought new shoes. And once or twice she hadn’t mentioned it at all until days later, slipping it into conversation the way other wives might mention lunch with a friend.

Rafael realized now that she no longer needed his absence as cover. She didn’t need excuses, didn’t need timing, didn’t need to soften it. She did it when she wanted, where she wanted. Sometimes he got to hear. Sometimes he didn’t.

And the strangest, darkest part of it all was the way his body had adjusted before his mind. Anger came first, always. But the hard weight of his cock followed just as fast, leaving him tense and sweating, torn between wanting to stop her and wanting more.

Saturday afternoons had become his refuge. A cold beer, the game humming on the screen, the house quiet except for the buzz of commentary. Serena was supposed to be out on one of her long runs. He hadn’t expected her back for hours, and certainly not with company.

The chime of the front door opening broke through the TV. He frowned, half-turning on the couch. Then he heard it—her laughter, bright and careless, carrying down the hall. A second voice followed, lower, younger, unfamiliar. Male.

Rafael’s stomach tightened. He muted the TV, straining to hear. Serena’s laugh came again, closer this time, mingled with the rough edge of the stranger’s voice.

Footsteps padded toward the living room, light and easy. Then her head popped through the doorway, her skin glowing, her hair damp with sweat. She was smiling wide, eyes sparkling with the rush of whatever she’d already decided.

“Just bringing a guy I met jogging,” she said, casual as if she were announcing groceries. “We’re going to work out in the bedroom. You OK with that?”

She didn’t wait for his answer. Her smile lingered just a second, teasing, before she pulled back, the sound of her laughter trailing down the hall with the man’s deeper tone following.

Rafael sat frozen, jaw clenched, cock swelling hard against his thigh. The game flickered on the screen, forgotten. Every sound from the hallway struck through him, each laugh, each step pulling the air tighter from his lungs.

She hadn’t even asked. She’d told him. And then she’d taken her stranger straight into their bedroom.

The game was still running, the muted players darting across the screen, but Rafael didn’t see any of it. His ears were tuned only to the house—the hallway creak, the faint slam of the bedroom door closing, then silence. For a long moment he sat rigid, beer forgotten, cock throbbing against his thigh as he waited for what he knew was coming.

It started with Serena’s laugh again, muffled now, then a low murmur from the stranger’s voice. Furniture shifted—the squeak of their mattress springs. Then it came, sharp and undeniable: Serena’s moan.

Rafael gripped the couch cushion until his knuckles ached. The sound of her moan in their bedroom hit him harder than anything yet. She had taken men before, told him about them, let him listen through walls, but never in this room. Not in the place they slept.

The bed thumped, steady and strong, each rhythm matched by the lift of her voice. “Oh, fuck... yes...” she cried, her words spilling clear enough to stab into him. The stranger groaned in reply, deeper, rougher, the kind of sound that told Rafael he was young, muscular, relentless.

Rafael’s cock strained painfully against his sweats, precum wetting the fabric. He pressed a hand over it, gritting his teeth, torn between anger and the desperate need to stroke. Every moan from Serena carried the picture into his head: her black body spread wide on their sheets, her tits bouncing in the jogger’s hands, her ass slapping back against his hips.

The game blurred and pulsed across the screen, nothing but noise. Rafael sat motionless, sweating, chest tight, cock aching, every sense locked on the rhythm of his wife being fucked in their bed.

Rafael couldn’t sit any longer. The noises carried down the hall too clear—wet, sharp, urgent—and his cock throbbed painfully against his sweats. He muted the TV, rose without thinking, and padded quietly toward the bedroom.

At the door, his chest hammered. He turned the knob just enough to crack it, and the storm poured out.

The bed slammed hard, the springs squealing. Serena’s moans tore through, high and raw, breaking into gasps as she tried to speak.

Then the jogger’s voice cut through—deep, rough, taunting. “Why the fuck is a hot black slut like you wasting her time with some little Hispanic cuck? You should be getting stretched by a real black cock every day.”

Serena’s cry followed, trembling and broken between words. “Ohhh—God—fuck—yes—so big... stretch me, baby... deeper!”

Rafael’s fist clenched on the doorframe, his other hand yanking his cock out, already slick with precum. He stroked furiously, forehead pressed against the wood, his mind filling in the scene: Serena’s ebony skin gleaming with sweat, her huge tits bouncing wildly, her thick black ass hammering down on the jogger’s lap, her pussy gaping around a cock big enough to split her open.

The jogger groaned, his thrusts audible in the slap of skin. “You know I’m right. Tell me you need black cock. Tell me your pussy can’t live without it.”

Her moan cracked into words, breathless and shaking. “I—ohhh fuck—I need it—I need black cock—don’t stop!”

Rafael nearly cried out, his cock jerking in his fist, precum dripping onto the carpet. Each filthy word sliced into him, fury and lust twisting together until he could hardly breathe.

He stood in his own hallway, jerking hard, listening as his wife screamed her need for another man’s cock in their bed—and it made him harder than he had ever been.

Rafael couldn’t stop. The words cut through him, feeding the pulse of his cock, and the need to see it overwhelmed the last of his restraint. He pushed the door a little wider, just enough to let the light spill into the hallway.

The sight froze him.

Serena was on her back in the center of their bed, ebony skin gleaming with sweat, her huge tits bouncing with every savage thrust. Her thick black thighs were spread wide, knees nearly to her chest, while the jogger’s massive frame drove down into her. His cock was enormous, his hips hammering as her pussy swallowed him again and again.

Her mouth hung open, her voice ragged. “Ohhh—fuck—so deep—yes, yes—don’t stop!” Her tits shook wildly, her nipples stiff and glistening, her black body arching under the force of his thrusts.

The jogger leaned over her, one hand gripping her throat, the other squeezing her bouncing tit. “This is what you need. Not that little cuck. You need a real man stretching this black pussy until you scream.”

Serena moaned, clawing at the sheets. “Yes—God, yes—I need it—I need your cock!” Her voice cracked into a scream as the bed slammed against the wall, her ass lifting off the mattress with each brutal thrust.

Rafael stroked furiously, his cock jerking in his slick fist. His breath came in sharp bursts, eyes locked on the scene. The jogger’s dark muscles flexed as he pounded into her, Serena’s tits jiggled and swayed, her sweat-soaked body quivered beneath him. Every thrust made her glow, every cry confirmed she was lost to the pleasure.

Rafael’s knees nearly buckled. He leaned against the frame, stroking harder, precum spilling down over his knuckles. He watched his wife being split open by a cock bigger than his, her black ass bouncing off their sheets, her pussy gaping and dripping as she begged for more.

It was obscene. It was unbearable. And it was the hardest he had ever been in his life.

The jogger’s pace grew wilder, hips slamming down with bone-rattling force. The bedframe squealed, their sheets twisted beneath Serena’s writhing black body. Her huge tits bounced up to her chin, sweat gleaming on every curve as she screamed her pleasure.

“Fuck—this pussy’s perfect,” the jogger groaned, voice thick and ragged. His thrusts grew short and furious, grinding her down into the mattress. “Made for big black cock. You were born for this.”

Serena moaned between gasps, clawing at the sheets, her back arched. “Yes—yes—I was—oh God, stretch me, fill me—don’t stop!”

He bent lower, growl hot against her ear. “I’m gonna breed you, slut. Gonna pump this black pussy full till you can’t walk straight. You’ll drip with my cum while your little cuck licks it out.”

Her scream shattered the air, pitched high and desperate. “Yes—breed me—fuck—oh God yes—make me yours!”

Her whole body convulsed, her black thighs trembling, ass lifting off the bed as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched violently, milking his cock, dragging him over the edge.

The jogger snarled, thrusting deep, pinning her beneath him. “Take it—all of it—take my cum, slut.” His voice broke as he erupted inside her, each spurt grinding deeper.

Serena moaned through it, wrapping her legs around his waist, her ebony skin glowing with sweat. “Yes—fill me—fuck me full—give me all of it.” She rocked her hips up, milking him, her tits jiggling with every aftershock.

Rafael jerked violently in the doorway, cock twitching in his fist, balls drawn tight, precum spilling onto the carpet. His vision blurred, chest heaving, every word stabbing through him. His wife was being bred in their bed, her cunt stuffed with another man’s seed, and it made him harder than he had ever been.

The jogger finally collapsed forward, panting, still pulsing inside her. Serena stroked his back, glowing and satisfied, her tits slick, her black skin shining in the dim light.

Rafael stood trembling, cock in hand, ruined, yet unable to look away.

Rafael snapped. He spun her roughly onto her stomach, forcing her face into the mattress. She squealed, her black hair spilling wild across the sheets as he shoved her hips up.

Serena arched her back, presenting her thick black ass, squealing again as she pushed it high for him. Her huge tits swung beneath her, brushing the bed as she wiggled back at him, desperate. “Yes—baby—fuck me. Take me like your slut.”

He grabbed her hips, fingers digging into her slick skin, and drove inside her in one savage thrust. Her cunt was soaked, stretched, still dripping cum, and it swallowed his cock with a wet slap.

Rafael hammered her, hips crashing against her ass with violent rhythm. His grip tightened on her waist as he fucked her harder, slamming her forward into the mattress. Each thrust made her squeal, her body jerking, her tits swinging beneath her.

He pulled one hand back and smacked her ass, the sound sharp, the skin reddening under his palm. She screamed into the sheets, pushing her ass back harder, begging for more. “Yes—oh God—fuck me deeper!”

Her ebony skin glistened with sweat, ass jiggling under every slap, her pussy gripping his cock like it couldn’t let go. Rafael snarled, pounding her mercilessly, the bed frame rocking, the air thick with the stink of sex.

His balls slapped against her, his cock swelled, and with a roar he came hard, pumping her cunt full. He held her hips tight, grinding deep, filling her until it spilled out, dripping hot down her thighs.

Serena collapsed forward, face pressed into the mattress, laughing breathlessly between gasps. She turned her head just enough, her smile wicked and tender at once.

“I knew that would trigger your inner caveman,” she panted. “I love it when you just take what you want, wild man.”
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The air was warm enough that Rafael and Serena lingered in the backyard after dinner, a bottle of wine between them, the fading light casting the neighborhood in soft gold. Serena sat back in her chair, bare legs crossed, her black skin gleaming against the pale sundress she’d slipped into after her shower. She tilted her glass, laughing at something small Rafael said, though her eyes kept flicking toward the street.

It wasn’t long before footsteps crunched on gravel, and a familiar voice carried across the fence. Their neighbors, the Millers, slowed their walk. Paul Miller looked as he always did—trim for his age, silver streaks through his dark hair, his shoulders still broad from years of tennis and weekend yard work. His wife, Caroline, hovered at his side, polite but distant, eyes on her phone even as she offered a thin smile.

Paul stopped at the edge of the yard. “Evening. Looks like you two are enjoying the weather.”

Serena leaned forward in her chair, the neckline of her sundress dipping low. Her tits pressed together in the light, full and tempting, and Rafael saw the subtle shift in her posture, the way her laugh took on an easier roll. “We are. You should sit for a glass sometime, Paul. I swear this block is too quiet.”

Paul chuckled, his gaze lingering on her a beat too long before shifting to Rafael. “Careful, she’ll get me hooked on wine instead of beer.”

Rafael forced a smile, but his chest tightened. He knew the look Paul gave her—admiration wrapped in casual charm. Serena twirled her glass, shoulders back, her dark skin catching the fading sun, her laugh smooth and unbothered. Caroline tugged Paul’s arm, muttered something about heading home, and the moment ended with a wave.

When the couple turned away, Serena tipped her glass, her eyes catching Rafael’s. She said nothing, only smiled, but it carried the glimmer of something that made his stomach knot.

The house was quiet after dinner, the kind of calm Rafael usually savored. A game flickered on the television, half-watched as he nursed the last of his beer. Serena moved around the kitchen, humming to herself, the sound drifting in and out with the clink of dishes.

By the time he clicked the TV off, the clock had slid past ten. He stretched, thinking she’d join him upstairs. Instead, Serena appeared in the doorway, her dark hair tied back, a loose sweater hanging from her shoulders, her legs still bare from the sundress she’d worn outside.

“I’m going to get a little air,” she said, casual, almost too casual. She smiled faintly, as if to soften the remark, then slipped toward the back door.

Rafael frowned. He listened to the hinges creak, the muted thud of the door closing, the hush of night pressing in. For a moment he told himself not to move, that it was nothing, that she simply wanted the quiet. But the image of her leaning forward earlier, laughing too easily at Paul Miller’s comments, clung to him.

He crossed the room and stood at the window. In the pale wash of the porch light, Serena’s shape drifted across their yard, her hips swaying as if she had nowhere particular to be. She paused at the gate, one hand brushing her hair back, then slipped through.

Rafael’s pulse kicked harder. He waited, the silence stretching, then heard it—another voice, low and familiar, carrying over from the neighbor’s yard.

Paul.

Rafael’s breath caught. He stood frozen, beer bottle sweating in his hand, his jaw tight. The urge to storm outside twisted in his chest, but he couldn’t move. Not yet. He stayed rooted to the window, listening to their voices blur together in the dark.

Rafael couldn’t stand in the living room any longer. The murmur of voices through the glass gnawed at him, indistinct but close, Serena’s laugh threading through now and then. He set his bottle down with a hard clink and moved upstairs, each step tight in his chest.

In the bedroom, he eased the window open just a crack. Warm air spilled in, carrying with it the faint scrape of chairs shifting, the rasp of Paul’s voice, and Serena’s breathy reply. He pressed closer, straining to separate the words.

“...beautiful... can’t believe...” Paul’s low tone rumbled, and Rafael caught the smile in his cadence.

Serena’s laugh floated up, softer now, more intimate. A pause followed, then the creak of wood as if a chair had been dragged back.

Then he heard it—the quick hitch in her breath, the sound of Serena’s voice breaking into a gasp.

Rafael’s stomach dropped. His hand braced the sill, knuckles white, as another sound reached him: Paul’s chuckle, deeper, edged with hunger. “God, look at these tits... perfect.”

Serena moaned in answer, the sound sharp and real, no longer playful. It slid into the air like a blade, cutting clean through Rafael’s chest.

He shut his eyes, the night pressing close around him, cock stirring in spite of the heat in his face. The words tumbled sharper now, no longer chatter but something rawer. Paul’s voice carried again, lower, rougher. “Been too long since I’ve had pussy this good.”

Serena moaned again, higher this time, breathless, and Rafael heard the faint slap of skin meeting skin.

His cock twitched, hardening as his hand hovered over it, torn between fury and need. He leaned closer to the open window, the night air and the sounds of his wife fucking their older neighbor pouring over him.

The noises outside sharpened, low but unmistakable. Wood creaked beneath shifting weight, the faint squeak of a chair pressed into the rhythm of flesh meeting flesh. Serena’s voice carried up, muffled but raw, her breath breaking into soft gasps she struggled to keep down.

“Mmm—ohh—Paul—” she whispered, the sound riding on a stifled moan.

Rafael’s cock throbbed, swelling under his sweats. He pressed his forehead to the window frame, chest burning as he imagined it: Serena straddling their neighbor on that chair, her black skin glowing in the dim light, her huge tits bouncing in his lap as she fucked herself down onto his cock.

Paul’s voice came rough but hushed, close to her ear. “That’s it, ride me... slow, steady... fuck, you’re tight. Your husband has no idea, does he? Doesn’t know you’re bouncing that fat ass on my cock while he sits at home clueless.”

Serena’s muffled moan floated up, broken into whispers. “God... yes... feels so good... deeper, Paul.”

The chair creaked louder as she moved faster, the wet slap of her pussy audible even through the night air. Paul groaned low, the sound carried on his breath. “Fucking cheating slut. Look at you, sneaking over to ride my cock like you can’t get enough.”

Serena’s voice cracked, a strangled gasp as she tried to quiet herself. “Ohhh—fuck—yes—harder—” She bit the sound back, but it slipped free, sweet and sharp.

Rafael’s fist gripped his cock, yanking it out, precum dripping down his shaft. His hand pumped furiously, his breath ragged, caught between fury and unbearable need. Each filthy word Paul spat, each gasping moan Serena failed to smother, carved into him.

He couldn’t see them, but the picture was clear: his wife glowing, tits shaking as she rode the older man’s lap, her ass grinding into his thighs, her pussy stretching around a cock that wasn’t his.

And the sounds alone were enough to wreck him.

The rhythm outside slowed, the chair no longer squealing, the wet slap of flesh tapering off into soft shudders. Serena’s breath spilled out in broken gasps, each one hushed as though she fought to keep from waking the woman sleeping inside the house.

Paul’s low groan carried, a rumble pressed into her ear. “Christ, you’re something else. Haven’t had pussy ride me like that in years.”

Serena laughed softly, breathless, her voice no louder than a whisper. “Mmm... guess I should come by more often then.”

The scrape of wood followed, the chair shifting as they untangled. Serena let out one last moan, stifled quick, then the sound of fabric rustling as she slipped her dress back down over her body. Paul’s chuckle was low, satisfied. “Careful. I’ll start expecting you every night.”

“Maybe you should,” she teased, voice still warm, glowing.

Rafael jerked harder at the window, his cock slick and throbbing in his fist. His balls tightened, breath chopping into gasps as he stroked himself to the final notes of their laughter. The image of Serena’s black body lifting off Paul’s lap, her tits still swaying, her pussy dripping onto his thighs, burned into him.

The last of their words drifted off, footsteps crossing the deck, a door opening and closing soft. Silence pressed in again, thick and merciless.

Rafael leaned on the sill, shuddering as his orgasm tore through him. Cum spurted thick across his knuckles, dripping hot onto the floor as he stroked out the last of it. His chest heaved, sweat beading on his forehead.

Downstairs, the house sat quiet, untouched, as if nothing had happened. But the air in their bedroom was still alive with it—the scent of night, the sound of Serena’s moans echoing in his ears.

Rafael collapsed back onto the bed, cock softening in his messy hand, the aftershocks of release leaving him wrecked and hollow. His wife was next door, glowing in another man’s arms, and he had spilled himself alone in the dark.

The bedroom door clicked softly, and Serena slipped inside. The room was dark, but Rafael caught the glow of her smile as she peeled her sweater off, letting it fall to the chair. Her dress clung unevenly, straps sliding from her shoulders, her black skin glistening faintly as if heat still clung to her body.

She slid into bed without hesitation, curling onto her side to face him. The faintest trace of sex lingered on her skin, not hidden, carried in with her like perfume. She didn’t apologize. She didn’t pretend. She reached across his chest and traced a finger down his sternum, playful and warm.

“You heard us, didn’t you?” she murmured.

Rafael’s breath snagged, his body still stiff with the memory. He couldn’t speak.

Serena grinned, eyes half-lidded. “He sat back in that chair like he owned me. Big hands on my tits the whole time. Said they were the best he’d ever had.” She gave her chest a squeeze, her full black tits spilling upward under her palm. “I rode him hard, Rafa. Your wife bouncing in his lap, tits slapping his chest, my pussy dripping down his cock while he whispered what a cheating slut I was.”

Rafael’s cock stirred again, unwilling, already twitching against his thigh. Serena felt the shift in him, her hand sliding lower, brushing over the bulge.

“He made me keep quiet,” she went on, voice husky. “Said his wife was asleep inside. So every moan I gave him, I had to bite back. Every time I came on his cock, I had to hold it in. Do you know how hard that is, Rafa? My black pussy clenching on him while I chewed my lip so I wouldn’t scream your name?”

Rafael groaned, his cock already thick in her hand. She kissed his neck, breath hot. “You want me to tell you everything, don’t you? Every word, every thrust. You want to hear how I begged for him, even though I’m yours.”

Rafael shoved her back only far enough to free himself, then grabbed her hips and pulled her up. Serena laughed low, settling across his lap, her black thighs spread wide as she lowered herself onto his cock. Inch by inch, her pussy swallowed him until her ass met his thighs, slick and tight around him.

She moaned deep, arching her back so her tits thrust forward, heavy and perfect. “Mmm... just like that chair, Rafa. I’m riding you now the same way I rode him.”

The words made him growl, hands gripping her waist as she rose and dropped again. Her tits bounced violently with each fall, nipples brushing his chest. Sweat glistened on her black skin as the room filled with the obscene wet slap of her cunt swallowing his cock.

“He said your tits were the best he’d ever had,” Rafael rasped, voice harsh. “That you were a cheating slut in his lap.”

Serena gasped, grinding harder, cupping her own tits in her hands and squeezing them. “Yes—he did—he couldn’t stop touching them. Just like you now.” She pinched her nipples, bouncing faster, her ass clapping against his thighs.

Rafael pumped up into her, meeting every drop, his eyes burning into hers. “You dripped all over him, didn’t you? You rode him like you couldn’t stop.”

Her moan cracked into a scream. “Yes—fuck—yes—I did—I couldn’t stop!”

She slammed down harder, her tits crashing against her chest, every thrust shaking the bed. Her black body gleamed with sweat, her thighs trembling as her pussy clamped tight around him.

Rafael’s growl deepened, his cock swelling inside her, his grip crushing her waist. Serena’s head tipped back, hair flying, her moans ragged and shameless. “I’m your slut, Rafa—always yours. Even when I ride them, it’s for you!”

Her body convulsed, pussy squeezing like a vice as her orgasm ripped through her. She screamed loud, riding him through it, clinging to his chest as her cunt milked his cock.

Rafael exploded, cock jerking inside her, cum pumping deep. He thrust up violently, filling her until it spilled back out, mixing with the mess already coating her thighs.

Serena collapsed against him, tits crushed to his chest, both of them gasping, spent, their bodies locked together in sweat and cum.

Serena lay draped across his chest, her black skin damp with sweat, her tits still rising and falling against him as her breathing slowed. Rafael’s cock twitched inside her, softening but still buried deep. The room smelled of sex, sharp and heavy, the sheets damp beneath them.

For a while, neither spoke. Her fingers traced lazy circles over his sternum, her body warm and glowing against his. Finally, she tilted her head, her lips brushing his neck as she spoke.

“You love this, don’t you?” she whispered. “Hearing it. Re-living it. You’re harder when I tell you about them than when I just spread for you.”

Rafael stiffened but didn’t answer. He knew she was right.

Serena kissed his chest, then lifted her head to meet his eyes. “What if I fucked someone closer? Someone we know. A friend. Maybe even family.”

His stomach knotted. “No.” The word shot out rough, instinctive.

Her eyes searched his, playful but serious. “Why not? We could make it look like I’m just a terrible cheat. That way, they’d never know you’re part of it. I’d only pick the ones who’d let me cheat without saying a word.”

Rafael shook his head, jaw tight. “I don’t want you taking the blame for me. I don’t want them looking at you that way. Not even as a cover.”

Her hand slid down his chest, over his stomach, resting just above his cock. She smiled faintly, tender, her voice low. “Then what, Rafa? Where do we go from here?”

He looked away, the ceiling blurring above him. His voice was flat, almost resigned. “I guess this is us.”

She nestled closer, her tits pressing into his side, her smile hidden against his skin. Her black body molded against him, warm and content, even as the weight of her words hung heavy in the dark.
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Keeping it in the family
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Mateo arrived late Friday afternoon, backpack over one shoulder, his grin boyish but a little more confident than the last time Rafael had seen him. At nineteen, he’d shot up in height, lean but wiry-strong from college soccer and hours in the gym. His dark hair fell across his forehead, his jaw sharper than before, though his eyes still carried the eagerness of someone too young to hide much.

Serena met him at the door. She wore nothing but black yoga pants and a snug white top, her body poured into them like they’d been made for her. Her round ass pushed out full and high, the stretch of fabric pulled into a deep, obscene line at her pussy. Her tits strained against the thin cotton, nipples pressing faintly through. She smiled wide and warm, sweeping him into a hug.

“Look at you,” she said, her black cheek brushing his as she pressed her tits into his chest. The hug lingered, her body snug against him, the soft heat of her curves impossible to miss.

Mateo froze, ears turning red. His eyes darted down reflexively, catching the outline of her cameltoe before he snapped them back up. His voice cracked slightly. “H-hey, Serena.”

She only laughed, releasing him with a playful squeeze of his arm. “Nineteen and all grown up. Rafa, when did he get so tall?”

Rafael took his brother’s bag with a chuckle, giving him a firm pat on the back. “Looks like the gym’s been good to you, kid.”

“Yeah... thanks,” Mateo muttered, though his eyes drifted right back to Serena’s ass as she turned toward the kitchen. The yoga pants clung shamelessly, outlining every inch as her hips swayed.

Rafael caught the look, jaw tightening. He almost said something, but Serena was always playful, always aware of how she looked. It was nothing. At least, that’s what he told himself.

When she returned with a tray of drinks, bending to set them down, the snug white top pulled low enough that her tits bulged heavy and full. Mateo swallowed hard, his face flushed, unable to look away.

Dinner was casual, Serena laughing easily at Mateo’s stories from college, the yoga pants leaving nothing to the imagination every time she got up from the table. Rafael tried not to notice how often his brother’s eyes dropped, but he caught it again and again—the quick flick down to Serena’s tits, the hungry glance at her ass when she walked away.

Later, after the dishes were cleared, Rafael excused himself for a shower. Serena stayed behind, drying the last of the glasses. When the sound of running water filled the house, she glanced toward the hall, then back at Mateo.

“You’ve been staring at me all night,” she said softly, her tone playful but pointed.

Mateo froze in the kitchen doorway, his face coloring. “I—uh—I wasn’t—”

“Yes, you were.” She set the glass down, turned, and leaned against the counter. The snug top pressed her tits up tight, the yoga pants pulling deep into her pussy as she crossed her legs. She smiled knowingly. “Don’t worry. I like it.”

Mateo swallowed hard, his eyes dropping helplessly to her tits again. His breath caught when she tugged at the hem of her top, pulling it tight to show off the curve of her breasts.

“You want me, don’t you?” she asked, voice low.

He hesitated, then nodded, almost ashamed.

Serena stepped closer, close enough for him to smell her perfume mixed with the faint musk of her skin. She brushed her fingertips along his arm. “If I give you what you want, you can never tell anyone. Not your friends. Not Rafa. Nobody.”

His chest rose and fell fast. “I won’t. I swear.”

Her smile deepened, satisfied. She let her hand trail lower, across his stomach, close enough to make him gasp. “Good boy.”

The shower upstairs roared on, hiding the small sound of her laugh as she leaned up and brushed her lips against his jaw. “Then let’s see if you can keep a secret.”

Serena tugged him into the guest room, closing the door with a soft click. The shower roared upstairs, masking their footsteps, their breathing.

She turned, her smile slow and knowing, then pulled her top up and off. Her tits spilled free, heavy and round, nipples stiff. Mateo froze, staring, lips parted.

“You’ve been dreaming about these, haven’t you?” she teased, lifting them in her hands, squeezing until they rose high.

He nodded dumbly, cock straining through his shorts.

“Good. You get to taste them later. But first...” She slipped her yoga pants down, dragging them slow over the swell of her ass, past the smooth line of her hips, until she stepped out of them completely naked. Her black skin gleamed, her pussy glistening with a sheen of wetness.

“Strip,” she ordered softly.

Mateo scrambled, shirt off, shorts and briefs shoved down. His cock sprang free, young and hard, quivering with need.

Serena purred, easing him back onto the bed. She knelt between his thighs, her tits swaying as she leaned in. “So hard for me already,” she cooed, wrapping her hand around the base. She kissed the tip, soft and lingering, tasting the bead of precum. Mateo groaned, his hips jerking.

“Shhh,” she hushed him gently. “Just feel.”

Her lips slid down over his cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him slowly, lovingly, her tongue swirling. She worked him deep, moaning softly around him, letting him hear how much she enjoyed it. Mateo gasped, clutching the sheets, eyes wide as if he couldn’t believe it was real.

She pulled back with a wet pop, smiling up at him. “Mmm. So big. You’re going to make me cum so hard, baby.”

Crawling up his body, tits dragging across his chest, she straddled his hips. She stroked his cock against her pussy lips, slicking him with her wetness, then sank down slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried inside.

Her moan was hushed but deep. “Mmm... yes. That’s it. My black pussy taking your cock.”

Mateo cried out, gripping her tits as she began to ride, her ass lifting and dropping, her moans low and dirty in his ear. She leaned down, whispering between thrusts, “This is our secret. You keep it, and I’ll make you feel this whenever I want.”

He nodded frantically, lost in the heat, his cock throbbing inside her as her tits bounced in his face.

The shower cut off upstairs, pipes rattling in the walls. Serena barely noticed. She was too busy bouncing in Mateo’s lap, her tits heavy in his hands, his cock driving up inside her with raw, unpracticed urgency.

The guest room door hadn’t latched fully. A thin crack ran down the frame, spilling a strip of light into the hall. Rafael, towel over his shoulders, slowed when he heard a muffled cry. He stepped closer, frowning, then froze as the sound sharpened—a hushed moan he knew too well.

He leaned in, the towel slipping to the floor. Through the gap he saw her. Serena was completely naked, straddling his brother, her black ass rolling as she rode him. Her tits bounced violently with every drop of her hips, nipples brushing Mateo’s face.

“Fuck—Serena,” Mateo groaned, his voice deeper, clumsy with lust. “Your tits—so fucking big—god, I can’t believe I’m inside you.”

Serena laughed softly, grinding down harder, encouraging him. “Say it, baby. Tell me what you love.”

His hands squeezed her tits hard, pushing them together. “I love your pussy—so tight—fuck, tighter than I ever imagined.” He thrust up into her, hips jerking with wild energy. “You’re so fucking hot—way hotter than girls my age.”

Serena moaned, tipping her head back, her hair spilling down her shoulders. “Mmm, that’s it. I like hearing you say it. Tell me more while I ride your cock.”

Mateo’s words tumbled out, raw and eager. “I’m never gonna forget this—never. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. You’re perfect. I want to fuck you all weekend.”

Serena gasped at his thrust, leaning down to kiss him hungrily, whispering against his lips. “And you will—if you keep our secret. Good boys get to fuck me again.”

Rafael stood frozen in the hall, cock stiffening, heart hammering, his brother’s bravado filling his ears, his wife’s glowing black body bouncing hard in his lap.

Mateo’s voice grew louder, bolder with every thrust. “Fuck—your pussy’s sucking me in. You’re so fucking hot. I can’t believe I’m actually fucking you.” His hands pawed at her tits, squeezing them rough, like he couldn’t get enough.

Serena moaned softly, biting her lip to hold back the sound. She leaned down, whispering hot against his mouth, “Shhh, baby. Quiet. Your brother’s upstairs.”

That word made Rafael’s stomach flip as he crept closer to the guest room door. The crack of light cut across the hallway, and through it he caught sight of her. Serena was naked, straddling Mateo, her black body gleaming with sweat, tits bouncing heavy in his face as she rode him hard.

Rafael’s breath hitched. His cock surged, straining under the towel. Slowly, like a man in a trance, he let it drop and wrapped his hand around himself, stroking in silence.

Inside, Mateo groaned, hips jerking up wildly. “I don’t care—fuck—he doesn’t deserve you. I could fuck you better every day.”

Serena gasped at his thrust, then laughed low, grinding down harder on his cock. “Mmm, talk big, baby. I like it when you show me what a man you are.” She rocked faster, her ass smacking down, tits slapping her chest as she urged him on.

Rafael’s fist tightened, pumping faster, precum spilling down his shaft. Each bounce of her tits, each wet slap of her pussy on Mateo’s cock, sent heat tearing through him.

Then Serena’s eyes flicked toward the door. She saw him. Her moan spiked louder, her hips rolling harder, as if the knowledge of her husband watching only fed her fire.

The bed frame creaked under them, every slam of Serena’s hips shaking it against the wall. Mateo’s groans grew ragged, louder with each thrust, his young cock straining to keep up with the pace she set.

“Fuck—Serena—your pussy’s too good,” he gasped, clutching at her bouncing tits. “I can’t hold it—I’m gonna cum—”

Serena moaned, riding him harder, her black ass smacking against his thighs in wet, obscene rhythm. Her tits swung heavy, sweat dripping down her chest. “That’s it, baby. Give it to me. Cum in me. Fill my black pussy with your hot cum.”

Rafael stroked himself furiously in the hallway, his cock slick with precum, his hand pumping to the rhythm of her body. His heart pounded, his breath ragged. Every word cut through him like a blade, every slap of skin making him shake with lust.

Mateo’s head tipped back, his mouth open, eyes rolling. “Oh fuck—fuck—Serena—” His cock jerked, pumping into her as he cried out, spilling inside her with desperate spurts.

Serena moaned with each pulse, grinding down to milk him dry, her tits bouncing as she rode out his climax. “Mmm—yes—fill me, baby. That’s it. Cum deep in my pussy.”

Rafael groaned, his body jerking as his orgasm tore through him. His cum spurted thick across his knuckles, dripping onto the floor as he pumped the last drops from his cock, watching his wife tremble on top of his little brother.

Inside, Serena kissed Mateo hungrily, her voice low and sweet as she kept grinding. “That’s my good boy. You gave me every drop. You feel how wet you made me?”

Mateo nodded, dazed, his hands still clutching her tits, his cock softening inside her.

Rafael leaned against the wall, his chest heaving, the taste of his own release bitter in his mouth. His wife had just taken his baby brother raw, and he had cum to the sight of it.

Serena slid off slowly, Mateo’s cock slipping wet from her, strings of cum dripping down her black thighs onto the sheets. She stayed close, her tits pressing against his chest as she kissed his flushed face, whispering against his lips.

“You did so good for me, baby,” she cooed, stroking his hair back. “First time inside a real woman, and you made me cum hard.”

Mateo groaned, still catching his breath, his young body trembling under hers. His cock twitched, spent but not ashamed, his hands glued to her tits like he couldn’t let go.

Serena kissed him again, slower, then tipped his chin up. Her voice softened, serious. “But you have to promise me something. This stays between us. No one knows. Ever. Not your brother, not your friends, no one.”

Mateo’s eyes widened, guilt flickering, but his voice was hoarse with need. “I swear. I won’t tell. I’ll never tell.”

Her smile deepened, approving. She stroked his chest, then cupped his cock, giving it a light squeeze. “Good boy. Keep my secret, and I’ll make sure you get to fuck me again. You want that, don’t you?”

His nod was frantic, hungry. “Yes. God, yes.”

Serena giggled softly, leaning down to kiss his jaw. “Then it’s our deal. You fuck me, and you keep quiet. That’s how this works.”

In the hallway, Rafael shrank back, heart pounding so hard it hurt. He heard her words clearly, each one hammering into him: his wife binding his brother into silence with her cunt.

He wiped his hand on the towel, still sticky, and retreated down the hall, slipping into their bedroom before the guest room door opened again.

Serena returned minutes later, her skin glowing, her tits still flushed, the scent of sex clinging to her. She slid into bed beside him as if nothing had happened, curling against his side with a satisfied sigh.

Rafael stared at the ceiling, wide-eyed in the dark, his mind spiraling. She had just fucked his little brother, and now she was wrapped around him like any ordinary night. His body ached with arousal, shame, and something he couldn’t name.
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Rafael laid shirts flat across the bed, folding them into neat squares before sliding them into the open suitcase. The rhythm of it was calm, almost soothing, nothing like the tense packing of earlier trips. This time his chest didn’t feel heavy. His cock wasn’t aching with doubt. He’d come to accept that leaving meant something more than business now.

Serena made sure he couldn’t forget it. She moved around the bedroom barefoot, wearing nothing but a thin lace bra and panties that clung to her black curves. Each time she bent to scoop up laundry or lean into the dresser, her tits swelled heavy over the cups, threatening to spill free. Her ass stretched the lace, full and tight, the strip vanishing into the cleft of her cheeks.

“Don’t wrinkle those,” she teased, dropping onto the edge of the bed with a bounce that made her tits jiggle. “You always forget how to fold when you’re in a rush.”

Rafael glanced up, his mouth twitching into a grin. “Hard to focus when you’re walking around half naked.”

“That’s the idea.” She leaned back on her arms, her tits pushed forward, the dark skin of her nipples faint under the lace. “You’re gone too much. I have to keep your attention while you’re here.”

He smirked, sliding another shirt into place. “I think you’ve got my attention, mi amor.”

She laughed softly, the sound warm and light. When she stood again, she stretched deliberately, her tits arching, the lace panties pulled tight across her cameltoe. She caught him staring and winked.

“Good,” she said. “I want you remembering this when you’re lying in some boring hotel bed.”

Rafael’s cock stirred just from watching her, but the feeling was different now—less anxious, more charged with pride. This body, this voluptuous black woman who could command every eye in a room, was his wife. And she was still choosing to tease him, even as she prepared to spread herself for others while he was away.

Rafael zipped one side of the suitcase closed and turned to grab socks from the dresser. When he looked back, Serena was leaning over the open bag, slipping something inside. A folded sheet of paper, creased once, neat and deliberate.

He frowned, curious. “What are you doing?”

Serena straightened with a sly smile, tits bouncing in her lace bra. “Something to keep you from getting lonely.”

He reached in and pulled it out, unfolding the paper. Five names were written in her looping hand:

Jogger
Mechanic
Your Boss
Trainer
Barista
Rafael’s brow rose, a laugh breaking out despite himself. “You’re actually writing them down now?”

“Why not?” She climbed onto the bed on her knees, tits heavy and swaying, her panties clinging tight to her ass. “I told you—this is us. I’m just giving you the courtesy of knowing whose cock I’ll be taking while you’re gone. Or at least the ones I’ve penciled in for now.”

He stared at the paper, cock already stirring at the bluntness of it. The jogger, the grease-stained mechanic, his own boss, and two he hadn’t even heard about yet—her trainer at the gym and the barista who made her coffee. A mix of old and new. A reminder that her pool of cocks was endless.

Instead of anger, heat washed through him—lust and pride tangled tight. His wife wasn’t hiding, wasn’t ashamed. She was flaunting it openly, daring him to keep up.

Rafael held the paper up between two fingers, shaking his head as he laughed. “You’re really just going to write it down for me now? Like a grocery list?”

Serena leaned closer, crawling up the bed until she was kneeling over his thighs, tits dangling just above his lap. “Mmm, exactly. Except it’s not eggs and milk. It’s cock and cum.”

He groaned, cock swelling as she pressed her chest against him. “The trainer? When did he get added?”

She grinned, kissing his jaw. “When he spotted me on squats last week and couldn’t stop staring at my ass. I figured I’d give him the chance to grab it properly.”

Rafael chuckled, shaking his head. “And the barista?”

Her eyes sparkled. “Cute boy at the café. Always draws a heart in my latte foam. Don’t you think he deserves to see what’s under this bra?” She cupped her tits, pushing them together, her nipples stiff against the lace.

“You’re shameless,” he said, though his cock was thickening under her, straining against his pants.

“And you love it.” She rolled her hips slowly against him, rubbing her lace-covered pussy over his bulge. “Jogger, mechanic, boss, trainer, barista. Five men who won’t be able to resist me while you’re gone.”

Rafael groaned, gripping her ass hard, pulling her down against him. “You’re crazy.”

“No,” Serena whispered, kissing him deep, her tongue sliding against his. When she pulled back, her smile was wicked. “I’m yours. Every slutty inch of me. And I’m generous enough to share this black pussy with all the men who want it.”

The words hit him like a surge of fire, his pride and lust swelling together. He glanced down at the list again, then tossed it aside, grabbing her and rolling her under him.

Rafael pinned her down, his hands digging into her hips as he kissed her hard. Serena laughed into his mouth, biting at his lip before pulling back, her tits heaving in the lace.

“You like it,” she teased, brushing her fingertips across his chest. “You don’t look angry. You look hungry.”

He groaned, grinding his cock against her belly, the heat pulsing through him. “I should be furious. Any other man would be. But I’m not.”

Serena’s smile widened, her black skin glowing in the lamplight, sweat already beading between her tits. “Because you’re not like other men. You know what this really is.”

He stared at her, heart racing, the truth rising up in him. She was right. He didn’t feel broken or small. He felt proud. Proud that this thick, gorgeous woman was his wife. Proud that she turned heads everywhere she went, that men tripped over themselves just to taste her. Proud that she told him everything instead of hiding it.

His cock swelled harder as the thought spiraled. Every name on that list—jogger, mechanic, boss, trainer, barista—proved her worth, not his weakness. She was irresistible, and she was his.

Rafael slid his hands up her waist, cupping her tits through the lace, squeezing until she gasped. “You’re mine, Serena. Even when they’re inside you, you’re still mine.”

Her back arched, her tits spilling against his palms. “Mmm. That’s right. This black body is yours. But I love watching how much it drives you wild when I give it away.”

Rafael kissed her again, rough and hot, his chest pounding with lust and pride. She was whole—hotwife and wife both—and he wanted every part of her.

Serena shoved him back onto the bed, laughing as she swung a leg over him. Her tits bounced free as she unclasped her bra, tossing it aside. Heavy and black, they hung above his face, nipples stiff and dark.

“Tell me,” she purred, lowering herself onto his cock in one long, wet slide. “How do you want me to take them? Tell me where. Tell me how.”

Rafael groaned, gripping her ass as her pussy clamped around him. “The jogger. He bends you over in the park. Doggy. Broad daylight. Your ass high, your black skin shining while strangers walk past.”

Serena moaned, riding harder, tits slapping her chest. “Mmm, yes. He’ll pound me on the bench, and I’ll squeal like a slut so everyone knows.”

Rafael growled, pumping up into her. “The mechanic. Over the hood of a car. Grease on your tits while he fucks you raw from behind.”

She squealed, grinding down. “I’ll beg him to hammer me, oil on my nipples while he drills my pussy.”

Rafael’s breath came hard, his eyes burning. “The trainer. On the gym mat. He spreads your legs wide and fucks you while the whole place echoes with your moans.”

“Yes,” she gasped, nails dragging over his chest. “I’ll ride him sweaty, tits flying out of my top.”

Rafael tightened his grip, his cock swelling thick inside her. “The barista. In the back of the café. Apron still on, pussy dripping while he fills you.”

Serena shrieked, grinding her hips in circles. “I’ll cum on his cock while the espresso machine hisses.”

Rafael bucked up, his voice breaking with lust. “And my boss. In our bed. But not as my wife. You make him believe you’re cheating. Sneaking. Let him think you’re betraying me while he’s inside you.”

Her scream was sharp, her tits bouncing violently as she rode faster. “Oh god, Rafa—yes—I’ll make him believe it—I’ll fuck him like it’s a secret, like I’m breaking every vow, and I’ll still come home to you.”

Her pussy clenched hard around him, milking his cock until he roared, exploding inside her. Serena laughed breathlessly, her black skin slick with sweat, collapsing against him with her tits pressed to his chest.

The morning came too fast. Rafael tugged his suitcase to the door, his jacket folded over one arm, but his mind was still back in the bed, remembering Serena’s tits bouncing while she screamed promises to other men. His cock twitched just thinking about it.

She padded in barefoot, still in the silk robe she’d thrown on after their fuck. It hung open enough to show the deep line of her cleavage, the swell of her black tits heavy beneath, her nipples pressing against the thin fabric. Her hair was mussed, her skin glowing, her smile too wicked to belong to a wife saying a simple goodbye.

“You packed the list?” she teased, slipping the folded paper into his breast pocket herself. Her hand lingered there, fingers brushing the edge, the warmth of her body pressing close.

Rafael caught her by the waist, gripping her ass through the robe, pulling her against him. “You’re shameless.”

“I’m honest,” Serena whispered, her breath hot on his ear. “You’ll be gone, and I’ll be busy. Jogger, mechanic, trainer, barista, maybe even your boss if I can tempt him.” She kissed his neck, soft and playful. “And you’ll be thinking about it every night.”

He kissed her hard, crushing her lips under his, his hand cupping her ass and dragging her robe higher. When he pulled back, his smile was crooked, proud, resigned. “Stay satisfied, mi amor.”

Serena grinned, tugging his collar straight again. “Don’t worry. I will.”

The suitcase wheels rattled as he pulled it out the door. Serena leaned in the doorway, robe slipping open, tits half bare in the morning sun. She waved lazily, her smile daring. Rafael’s chest tightened, not with dread, but with pride. His voluptuous black wife would take every cock she wanted while he was gone—and she’d still be here, in their bed, when he came home.
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