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DISCLAIMER

 

This story is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only. It features explicit content, including but not limited to: voyeurism, cuckolding dynamics, power exchange, dominance and submission, and consensual exploration of intimate boundaries. All characters depicted in the story are consenting adults over the age of 18. 

Please note that this story is only for entertainment purposes. Readers are encouraged to explore their fantasies responsibly and ensure open, honest communication in their personal relationships. 

Reader discretion is advised. If you are uncomfortable with any of the above themes or are under the legal age in your jurisdiction, please do not read further. 


Author’s Note 


Thank you for reading Cuckolded on Camera: Book 3—if you’ve made it this far with Jessica, Mark, and me, I can’t tell you how much I appreciate your support. This series wouldn’t exist without the incredible response to the first two books. Every review, message, and download has meant the world and kept me pushing boundaries with each chapter. 

If you’re new here and jumped in with this book, welcome! But I highly recommend going back and starting from the beginning. This story builds on everything that came before, and trust me, you’ll want to experience how it all started. You can grab all parts of the series here:
👉 https://mybook.to/fROYK 

And if you loved this part, please consider leaving a short review, it really helps this filthy little series reach more readers who crave the same narratives. 

- Until next time, Emily Felix 💋 


Chapter 1: Welcome to Sin City

The silk sheets clung to her glistening thighs, damp with sweat and slick from everything she'd been through. Jessica dragged herself forward across the bed, her body moving like it didn’t belong to her anymore; used, trembling, utterly fucked. Her inner thighs were smeared with cum, the wet mess glistening under the glow of the overhead lights. Her arms, marked faintly where the golden cuffs had held her down, shook as she shifted her weight onto her elbows. The cuffs now dangled from the headboard, still warm from her skin, clinking faintly like a bell that hadn't finished tolling.

Her blindfold hung loose around her neck, tugged aside by frantic hands minutes earlier, revealing flushed cheeks streaked with strands of damp, matted hair. Her makeup was ruined, mascara smudged under her eyes, lip gloss gone, the faint taste of cock still on her tongue. Her chest rose and fell in uneven heaves, full tits bouncing slightly with every ragged breath, nipples hard, shiny from being licked, bitten, sucked, worshipped.

She didn’t speak right away. She just moaned softly as her hips instinctively rocked against the crumpled sheets, as if her body still hadn’t realized it was over.

The cameras were still rolling.

They caught everything… the dazed look in her eyes, the way her fingers curled into the sheets, the faint shudder when her soaked pussy clenched again, dripping fresh down the back of her thighs.

Jessica lifted her head slowly, the key light reflecting off the film of sweat glistening along her collarbone. Her voice cracked, but her words were clear.

"Where is he? I need my husband."

36 hours earlier…



Las Vegas shimmered under the desert sun as their black SUV pulled up to the ultra-exclusive Wynn Las Vegas. No check-in lines, no confusion. Just a private elevator, a waiting concierge, and the promise of the most decadent livestream event Jessica had ever agreed to.

Jessica stepped out first, the nude heels on her feet clicking with purpose against the white marble. Her purple romper clung to every curve like it had been painted on—cut low enough to show off the swell of her breasts and high enough to make sure everyone knew she wasn’t wearing panties underneath. She wore no bra either—the dress didn’t allow for one.

Mark followed behind, carrying the sleek matte black gear bag and the custom camera rig slung over his shoulder. He looked tense, quiet, focused, and visibly hard.

The concierge smiled as the elevator opened.

"Welcome to the Wynn Experience, Mr. and Mrs. King. Your suite is prepared. Your event coordinator is waiting inside to walk you through everything."

Jessica nodded, her lips curled in a polite but unreadable smirk.

The penthouse suite looked like it had been designed by a voyeur with a billion-dollar budget… glass ceilings, mirrored walls, lighting rigs embedded discreetly into chandeliers. Wall-mounted cameras, a glowing control panel, and an oversized king bed with gold-accented restraints already laid out.

Mark paused at the doorway.

Jessica didn’t.

She walked in slowly, trailing her fingers across the edge of the bed. “It’s perfect,” she said softly, eyes taking in the setup. “They’ll see everything.”

A digital monitor above the bar lit up with a soft chime.

$5,000 Tip Unlocked – VIP Winner Experience Confirmed

Mark froze.

Jessica turned to look at him, the same smirk returning to her lips.

"That’s him," she said, walking back toward him with a deliberate sway in her hips. "He tipped again. He’s flying in."

Mark’s throat tightened. “And he gets a day with you… Before the show?”

Jessica tilted her head, leaned in, and kissed his cheek lightly.

“Only if you film every second.”

She licked his earlobe and walked past him toward the master bathroom, where a robe, a chilled bottle of champagne, and a toy rack were already waiting.

He stared after her, his cock pressing hard against the inside of his jeans, camera bag still in hand.

The camera wouldn’t be the only thing capturing every second.

Not this weekend.



The champagne was cold, the toys were lined up, and Jessica had barely rinsed off when her phone pinged with a notification from the event app. "Creator Social Mixer – Overlook Lounge, 4 PM. Casual but sexy." She walked out of the steam-filled bathroom with just the robe on, towel-drying her hair, as Mark sat on the edge of the bed assembling his tripod.

"We’re meeting the others," she said. "Three more couples. All creators. All staying here. Each one bringing their bulls. One of them’s apparently got two."

By the time they entered the Overlook Lounge, the vibe was unmistakable: silk dresses, heels sharper than knives, men in button-downs with barely restrained erections, and that hum in the air—the unspoken thrill of knowing everyone here watched their partners get fucked on camera. Jessica had changed into a black halter-neck mini dress, so tight it hugged every curve like a second skin. The plunging neckline showed off the swells of her breasts, the thin fabric offering no protection against the cool air or the eager gazes. The dress barely reached mid-thigh, and with every step, her toned legs and the glimpse of the garter holding her sheer thigh-highs drove attention straight to her. She wore glossy red heels that made her calves pop, and the shimmer on her skin wasn’t makeup—it was anticipation.

Just then, the lounge door opened wider, and every gaze in the room shifted.

In walked the event organizer herself, Vivienne Saint. A living legend. Former pornstar, current queen of the hotwife circuit, and the woman who’d curated the entire weekend. She was in her late forties and looked like sin wrapped in silk. Her platinum-blonde hair flowed down her back in soft curls, and her body, stacked, sculpted, and unapologetically enhanced, was poured into a champagne-colored dress that hugged her like it owed her rent. The neckline was low enough to start rumors, and the slit up her thigh high enough to stop conversation.

Vivienne’s heels clicked with authority as she approached their group, holding a glass of red wine like it was an extension of her hand. Her gaze swept across each couple, pausing knowingly on each bull, then locking with Jessica’s.

"So glad you made it, sweetheart," she said, her voice low and rich. "You're the main event, and believe me, our viewers are ready to see you absolutely wrecked. My husband and I watched your last video twice. I edged him for nearly two hours—his cock dripping, twitching—until I showed him the moment you looked straight into the camera while getting railed like a bitch in heat. He nearly cried when I finally let him cum. You’ve got something special, Jessica. You don’t just perform sweetie, you hypnotize. You made even me touch myself."

Jessica laughed, low and syrupy, her voice slipping between them like a secret. She stepped in closer, letting her breasts press gently into Vivienne’s arm, her lips grazing the older woman’s ear. "Then tell your husband to stay hard, sugar. Because by the end of this weekend, he’s going to be ruined for every other woman, and begging you to let him edge to my moans one more time. I plan on breaking more than records."

Vivienne leaned in and kissed her cheek, her hand trailing down Jessica’s exposed back, then sliding lower to squeeze her ass with slow, deliberate pressure. "Hmm," she murmured against her skin, "I like a confident slut. You'll be the perfect fit for this event."

To Mark's surprise, Jessica—so composed, so commanding—blushed like a teenager. Her lips parted, a soft hitch in her breath betraying the flush spreading across her chest. The look in her eyes was pure heat laced with just enough vulnerability to make it real.

"Mark," Vivienne purred, turning to him, "don’t blink, baby. You’ll miss the best moments if you flinch."

She leaned in one last time and pressed a slow, teasing peck to Mark’s cheek. "You’ve got a front row seat, baby," she whispered, lips brushing his skin. Then she winked and moved on, hips swaying, all command and no apology.

Jessica turned to Mark with a raised brow. "Now that... is a woman who knows exactly what she's built."

He swallowed hard. "And exactly what she's about to unleash."

They took a moment, then began working their way through the rest of the room.

The first couple, Lena and Troy, were all sleek curves and confidence. Lena wore a backless emerald dress and leaned possessively into one of her bulls—a tall, inked Black man with dreads and a thick gold chain. Her second bull, lounging near the bar, gave Jessica a look that said We’ll meet again real soon.

Next were Cassidy and Jay—Cassidy in a sheer crimson mesh set that left nothing to the imagination, her tits bouncing slightly each time she giggled. Her bull stood behind her with his hand on her waist, fingers dipped slightly below the waistband of her skirt.

The third pair, Harper and Dylan, had the youngest energy—Harper was petite, tatted, and barely out of lingerie, chewing gum as she openly groped her husbands cock through his jeans while making eye contact with Mark.

Jessica smirked at all of it. Mark stood behind her, hard again, gripping the back of her chair tighter with each passing minute.

Drinks flowed. Stories were shared. Past shows, wild tip nights, and toys gone wrong—it was like a war room of the most desired women on the internet. And every now and then, the bulls would size each other up, quietly, with nods and subtle smirks.

Jessica leaned over to Mark and whispered, "I think I’m the only one here not sore yet."

He exhaled hard through his nose. "Not for long."

She traced her finger down his thigh. "Yeah, he's landing here in a couple of hours," she murmured with a wicked smile. "You better charge everything. I have a feeling this weekend's going to break records."

He just nodded.

It wasn’t jealousy he felt.

It was anticipation.


Chapter 2: The Winner’s Day

The desert morning was already warm, but Jessica brought her own kind of heat to the Wynn rooftop café. Her blush-toned mini-dress clung to every curve of her toned body, the sleeveless cut showing off her smooth shoulders and deep, bronzed cleavage. She wore no panties—on purpose, as always. Her thighs shimmered lightly, oiled just enough to catch the Vegas sun, and her glossed lips curled as she looked at her phone.

A simple message.

Jessica to Mark: Zoom in on my thighs when I touch him.

She hit send and didn’t look back.

Across the rooftop, Mark sat behind a small table near the glass railing. His sunglasses masked his stare, but the camera—subtly mounted between two chilled mimosas—was already rolling. His cock had been hard since Jessica walked out of the suite this morning, and now it pressed tight inside his jeans.

Then came Drew.

Early 30s. Athletic frame. Handsome but unassuming. A little tight in the shoulders, as if trying not to shake. He wore a slim black button-down and jeans, his jaw freshly shaved, his eyes flicking everywhere until they found her.

Jessica stood when he approached, gave him a slow once-over, and then pulled him into a hug. She made sure her tits pressed firm into his chest.

“Drew,” she purred, lips grazing his ear. “You look just like your tip messages. Ready to spend the day ruining me?”

He stammered a soft laugh. “I’ve… I’ve thought about this a hundred times.”

Jessica smiled and gestured to the seat across from her.

As he sat, she crossed her legs slowly, just enough for him to see she was bare underneath. His gaze caught it, flicked away, came back. He was already adjusting himself subtly in the chair.

Jessica pretended to browse the brunch menu. “French toast? Or should I just sit on your face?”

Drew blinked. “French toast first. For energy.”

She laughed and leaned across the table, dragging a finger over his wrist. “Good answer. You’ll need it.”

Mark shifted behind his camera. He caught the moment Jessica’s foot slid up Drew’s leg, resting just against his inner thigh. Drew tried to stay composed, his jaw tightening.

Jessica leaned forward slightly, giving him a better view down the neckline. “If you’re nervous now,” she whispered, “wait until my cunt’s dripping on your cock and my husband’s filming it.”

Drew let out a breath—part groan, part restraint.

The server brought mimosas. Jessica licked syrup off her fingers while maintaining eye contact with Drew. She shifted slightly in her seat, just enough to flash more bare thigh. He looked flushed. She looked amused. And wet.

Every time she caught Drew’s hungry stare—lingering on her thighs, her breasts, her mouth—she could feel her pussy pulse, clenching around nothing. The attention turned her on more than she wanted to admit.



Back at the suite, Jessica strutted through the doorway ahead of them both, the hem of her dress riding high over her ass. She tossed her bag onto the couch and gestured toward a lingerie rack set beside the bed.

“Pick something,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “Whatever you want to see me in when you fuck me.”

Drew walked slowly toward the rack, his eyes roaming over lace, latex, pearls, and impossibly intricate designs that looked more ornamental than wearable. He paused, fingers brushing over a deep burgundy set—barely-there, almost completely transparent lace with gold-threaded embroidery, and a matching underbust corset with sheer mesh panels and strappy harness clips that looked like they’d melt right off her hips.

He pulled it down with trembling fingers.

Jessica took it from him, their hands brushing. The fabric felt like sin and champagne. “Now that is a choice,” she said, licking her lower lip. “You want to unwrap me, or worship me like this?”

Before she turned away, Drew’s breath hitched. He reached out and let the backs of his knuckles trail up her thigh—slow, reverent—until they grazed the base of her ass. The skin there was warm and slick, her arousal already rising to the surface.

She didn’t flinch. She looked over her shoulder and smiled, her gaze heavy-lidded, hungry. Her voice dropped. “You’re lucky I’m letting you touch.”

Mark stood silently by the mirror, the camera already trained on her. He loved watching her work—watching her seduce, dominate, and unravel another man while pretending Mark wasn’t standing right there, rock hard and barely breathing.

Jessica began undressing.

The dress slid down her oiled body in one smooth motion, pooling at her ankles. Her breasts bounced softly as she stepped out of it, fully naked, unbothered.

She took her time with the lingerie, strapping herself in slowly, methodically. The corset framed her waist and pushed her breasts high, the open cups leaving her nipples exposed and flushed. The lacy panties framed her swollen lips, the gold embroidery catching the light with every shift of her hips.

She turned toward the mirror, bending slightly to run her fingers along her inner thighs. Her juices shimmered against the lace.

“This one clings to my pussy just right,” she said, lifting one leg onto the ottoman and giving Drew a full, intimate view. “Want me to cum in it and mail it to you after?”

Drew swallowed, visibly hard. “I want to watch you ruin it in person.”

Jessica walked over, her heels clicking against the floor, and placed the camera in his hands, her breasts brushing his chest as she did.

“Then get used to it, baby,” she said. “You’re part of the fantasy now.”

The camera was already rolling when Jessica lay back on the bed, legs spread wide across the satin sheets. Her skin glistened under the soft white studio lights, the corset still hugging her waist while her bare pussy pulsed and dripped between her thighs. She looked straight into the lens, one hand resting behind her head, the other trailing down between her legs.

Drew stood frozen at the foot of the bed, fully hard, silent. It was like staring into a fantasy made flesh. Jessica ran her fingers over her folds, spreading herself slowly as she spoke.

“Come on, baby,” she said, voice syrupy and low. “You’ve paid for this. Time to earn your front-row seat.”

From the far corner, Mark adjusted the rig, the tripod-mounted camera aimed to catch everything. He was already sweating—more from arousal than heat—his cock twitching inside his jeans. His wife looked like a goddess, and she was about to be wrecked by someone else while he captured it all.

Drew moved forward. Jessica rose up slightly to meet him, grabbing his waistband and dragging it down. His cock sprang free: thick, flushed, veined, and already leaking. She stared at it like it was dessert, smirking.

She kissed the tip. Let it rest against her lips. Nuzzled it along her cheek. Her breath was warm, her pace unhurried. She licked it in a slow circle, from the base to the crown, then opened her mouth and sucked the head in with a deep, wet moan.

The sloppy noises started immediately. Jessica moaned around the tip, spit cascading down her chin and onto her tits. She gripped the base with one hand and jerked him slowly, slapping his shaft against her tongue and cheeks, laughing between slurps.

“God,” Drew groaned, barely able to stay upright.

She popped off with a gasp, then spat thickly on his cock, spreading it with her palm, jerking him with tight, twisting strokes. Her mascara smudged as she choked on him, her throat bulging around his length.

Mark zoomed in, catching every glisten and gasp.

Jessica’s voice came out wrecked. “This is what a total ten grand gets you before the rest, boys. Make it count.”

She took him deep one last time, gagging just right, then let him go with a wet pop and rolled onto her stomach, looking over her shoulder. “Now fuck me.”

Drew didn’t hesitate. He climbed onto the bed, yanked her hips back, and rubbed his cock along her soaked slit.

Jessica arched her back, presenting herself like a seasoned whore, ass up, hair falling over one shoulder. Her pussy pulsed, leaking onto the sheets as anticipation built.

She loved this part. The stretch, the burn, the way her body betrayed just how much she needed this. “C’mon, baby,” she purred, “show my husband what you paid for.”

He eased in slowly, inch by inch, both of them groaning. Her walls clamped around him like velvet heat, squeezing him in. Then he paused, buried deep, both of them shaking.

He grabbed her jaw, turned her head gently toward him. “You’re even filthier in real life.”

Jessica licked her lips, eyes glazed. “And you’ve still got more to prove.”

He started slow, dragging his cock in and out while gripping her hips. Jessica whimpered, then looked straight into the lens.

“This is how I like it. Deep. Slow. Filthy.”

He picked up the pace, hips slapping against her ass. She pushed back into him, greedy for more. The sounds of wet fucking and stifled moans filled the suite.

Mark’s hand shook on the zoom ring. Jessica looked ruined—face twisted in bliss, lips swollen, eyes rolling. He captured every bounce of her ass, every stretch of her cunt.

Drew flipped her onto her back and hooked her legs over his shoulders. She wrapped her fingers around her ankles, holding herself open.

Her pussy gaped slightly as he slid back in. She moaned like a pornstar - she was one now. “Harder,” she begged. “Fuck me like you want the next time to be just us.”

He obeyed. Slamming into her, holding nothing back. Jessica’s tits bounced wildly, her thighs trembling. Sweat dripped down both their bodies.

She reached down and fingered herself while he fucked her. “Watch closely,” she told the camera, panting. “Watch how deep he goes. This is what it takes to make a married slut forget her husband’s name.”

Mark swallowed hard. His throat was dry. He wasn’t sure if he was jealous, aroused, or just worshipping the sight of her unraveling for someone else, again.

Drew pulled out and flipped her onto her back again. He slapped her pussy once: wet, loud, then pushed back in with a groan.

The room smelled like sweat and sex. The bedsheets were soaked. Jessica’s hair clung to her face, her makeup streaked down her cheeks.

He grabbed her by the hair and sat on his knees. She climbed on all fours and crawled to him, wrapping her lips around his cock again.

He face-fucked her with slow, hungry thrusts, groaning as she gagged and drooled and never looked away from the camera.

Mark zoomed in again, capturing the exact moment Jessica whimpered, body shaking, thighs trembling as she came hard, soaking the sheets beneath her.

The screen lit up with livestream chat:
@CuckKing420: “Who else came when she begged?”
@JessicaAddict: “That camera work is INSANE, husband deserves an award.”
@HornyHorn: “This is what peak content looks like. Worth every damn dollar.”

Drew came a few seconds later, groaning as he pumped his load deep into her cunt. His cock jerked inside her, and cum spilled out around the base, slicking her folds and dripping in messy, glistening streams down her thighs.

Jessica collapsed onto the bed, face down, ass still up, breathing hard. Her pussy twitched, leaking cum, her body flushed and radiant.

Mark lowered the camera slowly. His hands were shaking. He was aching to cum, but she hadn’t said he could. Not yet. Not until she decided he’d earned it.

Jessica turned her head toward him, smiling through the mess.

“Hope you were paying attention, babe,” she said, voice hoarse but cocky. “Because tomorrow… it’s your turn to edge.”


Chapter 3: Showtime, Blindfolded

The lights were hotter today.

Mark adjusted the camera one last time, checking the angles. Everything was perfect, the bed centered, the soft halo glow casting a sheen over the satin sheets, the toys already laid out in meticulous rows on a mirrored tray. Beside him, the livestream dashboard flickered to life with an excited scroll of usernames and dollar signs.

Jessica was the centerpiece.

She lay back on the bed in full glam, dressed like a divine slut sent from some high-production porno heaven. Her body was wrapped in strappy black-and-red lingerie, the kind that crisscrossed under her breasts and around her hips, framing her curves like a gift waiting to be unwrapped. Thigh-high stockings hugged her legs, heels already kicked off, and a thick velvet blindfold covered her eyes.

Her lips were painted a glossy wine-red, her hair in soft waves over her shoulders, her pulse already fluttering at the base of her neck. Her hands were loosely cuffed to the padded headboard, fingers twitching. Her chest rose and fell with each breath.

Mark hit “Go Live.”

A second later, the interface ignited. Notifications began to trickle in, not all at once, like teasing fingers building anticipation.

@LoadDropper tipped $150 – Plug Toy NOW

Mark smirked and picked up the slick, jewel-tipped silicone toy—black and curved just right—and brought it to her glistening hole. The camera was already zoomed. Slowly, deliberately, he slid it in. Jessica moaned immediately, hips twitching as her body welcomed it.

He didn’t stop. He rotated it once inside her. Another moan. Her thighs tensed. She whimpered beneath the blindfold.

She was already starting to squirm when another ping lit up the screen:

@CuckConnoisseur tipped $300 – Clit Vibe on MAX

Mark grabbed the wand: oversized, heavy-duty, branded “Jessica Squirt XL” in gaudy letters. He clicked it on—level one to tease, then bumped it to max. He pressed it flush to her clit.

Her whole body jolted. She gasped.

“Oh—fuck—”

She tried to close her legs, but the spreader bar was next. Mark took his time securing it, locking her thighs wide open. Now the fans could see everything.

Her pussy gleamed. The plug twitched inside her. The wand buzzed cruelly.

Jessica arched hard. Her mouth opened, and for a moment, all she could do was moan.

Then came the third alert:

@69MeLuv tipped $75 – Spit on camera, close-up

Mark leaned in with the cam. Jessica turned her head, opened her mouth wide, and let a thick string of spit fall onto her chest, down her collarbone. Mark followed its trail with the zoom, catching every glisten and twitch.

More tips were queuing up now, including one that made Mark pause, heart pounding:

@SizeMatters tipped $100 – Make her say 'My husband’s cock is too small.'

He bookmarked it. That one would come later. Just when she couldn’t take any more.

@EdgeQueen: “Zoom in. Look at her twitch.”
@RawDoggy: “Bro her pussy’s leaking like a busted pipe.”

Mark obeyed. The shot was gorgeous—wet folds, clit pulsing, plug glinting under the lights. He caught her stomach flexing, her legs trembling, her heels digging into the mattress.

Then he selected the next fan vote: “Toys & Teasing Segment – Start Guest Rotation.”

A soft chime. The door opened. The first guest stepped in.

He was tall, clean-shaven, thickly built, cock already semi-hard and swelling fast. He climbed onto the bed without a word, slid his hands down Jessica’s thighs, and grabbed her hips.

The tip of his cock pressed to her pussy, and he paused, rubbing his head against her soaked folds. Jessica whimpered, her hips involuntarily lifting toward the heat.

He leaned in, close enough to whisper, “God, she’s soaked already,” before dragging his cock slowly up and down her slit, smearing her arousal across his shaft. Jessica’s breathing turned ragged, chest heaving beneath the crisscross of her lingerie.

Mark focused in on her face, blindfolded, mouth parted, lips trembling.

The guest pressed in just the head, teasing her with shallow thrusts that made her moan, made her clench, made her beg.

Finally, with a slow, firm thrust, he slid inside.

Jessica cried out, loud, raw, guttural. Her back arched violently, the plug jolting from the shift, and the wand buzzed mercilessly against her clit. Her body didn’t know whether to explode or beg for more.

The fan interface pinged with a bright vote alert:
FAN POLL: LET HER CUM OR EDGE FOR 2 MORE MINUTES?
@EdgeQueen voted: Edge her. @Kenneth420 voted: Let her cum now! @DiamondHands tipped $250 to keep her right there.

Mark hovered his finger over the wand’s remote.

Jessica trembled. Her voice was hoarse. “Please… please…”

Mark turned to the cam. “They want more, baby. You’ll cum when they say so.”

He dropped the intensity by one notch. Jessica screamed—a mix of denial and unbearable pleasure. Her thighs thrashed.

Only after the timer ticked down, and the fans tipped another $500 did he crank the wand back to max and nod toward the guest.

He grunted and fucked her slowly, hips rolling into her ass, one hand holding her hip, the other sliding up to grab her waist., hips rolling into her ass, one hand holding her hip, the other sliding up to grab her waist.

@DirectorDaddy: “This cameraman is a saint.” @MelonMan: “Who else nutted when she said ‘Only my husband gets my ass’?”

Mark zoomed closer, angling for her face—wet lips, flushed cheeks, trembling chin. Then back down: plug twitching with each thrust, wand buzzing relentlessly, her clit now visibly swollen.

After two minutes, the next guest entered. He was leaner, darker, his body a canvas of tattoos down his ribs and shoulders. His cock was already hard, jutting forward, glistening with lube. Unlike the first, he didn’t speak right away—he just smiled at Jessica’s bound form, then looked toward the camera and gave Mark a knowing nod.

Mark caught every angle—Jessica’s body still twitching, her chest rising and falling, her thighs soaked.

This guest stepped behind her and dragged two fingers along the inside of her thigh, slow and deliberate. Then he leaned in, pressed his mouth just above her ear, and whispered something only she could hear. Her body jolted in response.

He gripped her throat—not to choke, but to anchor—and lined himself up. With a single, brutal thrust, he buried himself in her dripping pussy.

Jessica cried out again, her moans coming out in a drunken-like state. Her legs trembled, and the wand buzzed cruelly against her clit with every jolt of his hips.

He grabbed Jessica’s throat—not tight, but firm—and fucked her from behind with sharp, deep strokes. His pace was merciless.

“Say it,” he whispered. “Say what you are.”

She moaned, breath catching.

“Camera... cumslut...” she gasped.

Another guest walked in and knelt near her head. His cock brushed her lips. Jessica opened wide, taking him deep. Spit smeared her chin, mixing with tears.

@ControlMe: “Gag her while she rides him.” @Wilton78: “Lick the cum off her thighs.”

Mark clicked the next interaction: Gag On.

He slid the ball into her mouth, buckled it tightly, and filmed close. She moaned around it, helpless and gagged, taking cock in both ends. One man fucked her throat while the other pounded her cunt, pulling the plug out and spitting on her hole before slamming back in.

Jessica was a mess—hair wild, thighs trembling, tears streaked down her cheeks. The wand never stopped.

She started to squirt.

A jet of slick fluid sprayed across the sheet as her body spasmed. The men didn’t stop. One held her arms down, the other grunted as he kept thrusting.

The next guest adjusted his position, kneeling between her legs with one hand stroking himself and the other pulling her hips forward. Jessica’s body twitched—still so sensitive from the wand, her thighs trembling with the aftershocks of squirting.

He pushed back in, this time deeper and more slowly, groaning as her cunt gripped him tight.

Behind the camera, Mark’s throat was dry. His cock throbbed painfully in his jeans, every nerve on fire. He adjusted the zoom, letting the lens capture the plug being pulled out in slow, wet detail as the guest slid in fully.

Mark’s hand twitched.

No touching. Not until she says.

That was the rule. The game. The punishment.

Jessica reached up with trembling fingers and lifted the blindfold slightly. Her eyes met Mark’s.

Something shifted.

She blinked through the tears, the sweat, the spit.

@SizeMatters texted again to remind about his earlier tip – Make her say 'My husband’s cock is too small.'

Her moan changed—deeper, guttural, unmistakably real.

She turned to the camera, voice hoarse, gag dangling loose.

“I could…” she panted, “but only if he holds the camera steady while I say it.”

Mark didn’t flinch. But inside, his chest was tight.

“I see everything,” he muttered, eyes locked on hers.

Jessica smirked and reached for him, her hands barely brushing the outline of his cock straining against his cargo shorts. Her fingers traced the thick ridge through the fabric, slow and deliberate, while she looked directly into the lens.

“Then you better watch close, baby,” she purred. “Because I’m about to say it just the way they paid for it.” She leaned forward, eyes locked on the lens, her lips glossy and parted. Her voice dripped with sultry confidence. “My husband’s cock is too small.”

The sound of messages pinging faster and faster in the chat box filled the room like digital moans after that—each one a cheer, a release. And the stream kept rolling.


Chapter 4: The Winner's Turn

The room was still humming from the aftershocks of the last guest. Jessica lay sprawled across the rumpled sheets, her chest rising and falling in slow, uneven gasps. Her wrists still adorned the golden cuffs, but now they were free, loosely draped against the pillows. Her blindfold remained on.

Then she heard it—the sound of soft footsteps, followed by a voice.

"Jessica."

Her head lifted slightly. She didn’t need sight to recognize him.

Drew.

The fan who tipped ten grand to be here. His voice had a tremble, not from nerves—but from the charged tension of getting a second chance at the woman he'd fucked just yesterday on stream.

He stepped closer. His breath hitched.

Jessica smiled. “You’re finally here.”

Drew knelt beside her on the bed, brushing the hair from her face. He leaned in and kissed her cheek—tender, reverent, nothing like the others.

His fingers ran down her sides, and she arched instinctively. Her body already recognized his presence, hungry for it in a way that startled her.

He moved between her thighs and guided himself to her soaked entrance. No rush. No harshness. Just a slow, aching slide in.

Jessica gasped.

Her back arched off the bed.

Her pussy fluttered around him like it had been waiting for this shape, this weight… like her body had memorized the exact pressure he’d apply with every slow inch.

Drew leaned in, his voice barely audible. “I know I keep telling this, but you’re even more perfect in person,” he whispered, lips brushing her ear. “I must've watched your first video at least twenty times… and now I’m inside you again.”

Mark zoomed in from the far edge of the room, capturing everything—Drew’s cock stretching her open, her pussy fluttering with every inch. It was like her body knew this wasn’t anonymous. This was earned.

Behind the camera, Mark’s jaw clenched. His cock was rock-hard, pressing against his pants like it wanted to break through. He hadn’t touched himself. Not once. Not yet. His pulse thudded at his temple, and his breathing was shallow. This was the show, but it was also his wife. And she looked radiant on someone else’s cock.

Jessica moaned deeply. “God... you feel soooo good.”

Drew grunted softly, both hands gripping her hips. “I’ve imagined this every night since I tipped you.”

She grinned. “Then let’s make it worth it.”

Jessica pushed him gently until he lay back, and she climbed onto him, riding slow, her movements sultry and confident. The wet slap of skin echoed through the room with each bounce. Her thighs clenched tighter around his hips every time he bottomed out, and his fingers dug into her ass, guiding her rhythm. Her tits bounced freely, sweat glistening across her flushed chest.

Her pussy clamped down on him with every motion, like it didn’t want to let him go, like her body was claiming him all over again. Her pace shifted gradually… slow at first, each rise and fall dragging out the friction, then quickening with a need that was all-consuming. The wet slap of their bodies filled the room, echoing off the walls like applause.

Drew’s eyes rolled back for a moment. “Fuck… you’re gonna ruin me,” he groaned, one hand sliding up to cup her tits, the other splayed wide on her ass, pulling her down harder each time she came crashing onto him.

Jessica leaned forward, her sweat-slicked chest brushing his as her lips found his ear. “That’s the point, baby. You wanted me raw. You got me.”

He choked on a moan. “I don’t want this to end.”

The blindfold had been reset when Drew entered, and it stayed on until now. With a slow, practiced motion, she reached up and lifted it.

Her eyes locked onto the camera. Onto Mark.

She didn’t stop riding. In fact, she rolled her hips even deeper now, watching him. Every bounce, every moan, for him.

Mark’s breath caught. She was fucking him, but her eyes were fucking me.

@TipKing: “Damn she rides like a goddess.”
@WivesLikeHer: “Don’t stop! Let him cum inside!”

Her body froze mid-thrust.

“Babe?” she whispered, breathless. “I need you next.”


Chapter 5: The Cucktographer Joins In

The silk sheets clung to her glistening thighs, damp with sweat and slick from everything she'd been through. Jessica dragged herself forward across the bed, her body moving like it didn’t belong to her anymore; used, trembling, utterly fucked. Her inner thighs were smeared with cum, the wet mess glistening under the glow of the overhead lights. Her arms, marked faintly where the golden cuffs had held her down, shook as she shifted her weight onto her elbows. The cuffs now dangled from the headboard, still warm from her skin, clinking faintly like a bell that hadn't finished tolling.

Her blindfold hung loose around her neck, tugged aside by frantic hands minutes earlier, revealing flushed cheeks streaked with strands of damp, matted hair. Her makeup was ruined, mascara smudged under her eyes, lip gloss gone, the faint taste of cock still on her tongue. Her chest rose and fell in uneven heaves, full tits bouncing slightly with every ragged breath, nipples hard, shiny from being licked, bitten, sucked, worshipped.

She didn’t speak right away. She just moaned softly as her hips instinctively rocked against the crumpled sheets, as if her body still hadn’t realized it was over.

The cameras were still rolling.

They caught everything… the dazed look in her eyes, the way her fingers curled into the sheets, the faint shudder when her soaked pussy clenched again, dripping fresh down the back of her thighs.

Jessica lifted her head slowly, the key light reflecting off the film of sweat glistening along her collarbone. Her voice cracked, but her words were clear.

"Where is he? I need my husband."



Mark lowered the camera.

Jessica’s eyes followed him like a beacon, her body shifting toward the sound of his footsteps.

She stretched her arm toward him, fingers trembling.

"Put it down," she whispered. "This part’s just for us."

He hesitated, heart pounding, but placed the camera down beside the bed. He was out of frame now, but never out of focus.

Jessica’s hands reached for his belt, fumbling with urgency, knuckles brushing his thigh as she tugged his pants open. His cock sprang free, flushed, twitching, already leaking.

"I need your cock. Please."

She licked her lips and lowered her head, taking him deep into her throat, still dripping from the men who came before. Her moan vibrated along his shaft as her tongue worked every inch, her spit mixing with the tang of cum already lingering on her tongue. She didn’t flinch, she devoured him, hungry, needy.

Mark groaned, his hand bracing against the headboard, his knuckles whitening as she bobbed faster, sloppier. The camera light still painted their shadows across the bed, the flicker of their movement caught in the lens.

"Fuck, Jess... you’re soaked."

She pulled off with a wet gasp, her lips glossy and swollen. "Please fuck me. I need you to feel what they left behind. I need you to claim it."

He turned her over, his eyes scanning every filthy detail: her ass lifted high, thighs streaked in cum, her pussy visibly leaking with the evidence of others. The scent of sweat, sex, and submission filled the air.

As he slid inside her with a deep, primal thrust, Mark felt it… the slick, wet mess inside her. His cock slid through the blend of cum already coating her walls, warm and obscene.

Jessica choked on a scream, her back arching sharply. "God, yes... fuck it all into me."

Her ass bounced back against him, skin slapping wet and fast. He gripped her hips tighter, slamming into her, deeper, harder, until the base of his cock was smeared with the mix of all the men who had come before him.

Jessica sobbed beneath him, her voice cracked and soaked in need. "You're the only one who gets my ass. No one else. Only you. Do you feel them inside me, baby? Still dripping from earlier… and now you’re stirring it all up. I let them fill me so you’d have something to ruin."

Mark’s breath snarled through clenched teeth. "Fucking right it’s mine."

She clawed at the sheets, her body writhing as he pushed her further, her pussy spasming, leaking down her thighs, juices and cum and sweat all pooling beneath them.

"Cum in me. Let them see who I really belong to."

@WivesLikeHer: “Cuck finally gets his turn. Make it count, cameraboy.”

Mark slammed into her over and over, until she was gushing, squirting again, soaking the mattress in waves. His vision blurred with lust, his cock thick with need and fury and hunger. She was wrecked, dripping, soaked in every man but still begging for mine. My cum. My name.

He came with a roar, his cock buried in her ass, his release pulsing inside her as she convulsed beneath him.

And all the while, the rest of the cameras were still streaming.

Jessica collapsed onto the sheets, breathless, her cheek pressed into the damp fabric. "Thanks for joining us, boys," she panted, her voice hoarse but smiling. "Hope you got your money’s worth."

Mark reached over, hand still trembling, and tapped the screen to end the feed. A soft chime signaled the close of the live session.

She rolled slowly onto her side, cum leaking from both her pussy and her ass, and glanced back over her shoulder.

Eyes half-lidded, she smirked. “Still think I belong to the fans?”


Chapter 6: The Aftermath

The suite was dim now, only the soft golden glow from the bedside lamps lighting the space. The moans had faded, the cameras had stopped. Drew had left just a few minutes ago—still flushed and grateful—thanking them both and saying, "That was everything. She loves you. I saw it. Hope we meet again."

Now it was just Mark and Jessica in the room.

She lay on the bed, her body sprawled against the crumpled sheets. Her pussy still dripped faintly with the mess left behind, her breasts marked with dried streaks of cum, and the rest of her slick with a salty sheen of sweat. All that remained was the raw silence of a room that had seen too much, and the lovers in its center.

She curled against Mark's chest as he joined her in the bed, her cheek resting just above his heart. His arms were wrapped around her, skin still sticky from sex, the heat between them grounding and real.

On Mark’s open laptop, the livestream recording played in loops. They both watched in silence, the moment Drew entered, the blindfold slipping, the second Jessica called for her husband. Each beat was seared into their skin.

Fan comments were already flooding in:

@CumMuse: "That wink before she called her husband in? Fucking cinema."
@AlphaVision: "New gold standard. This is how you close a show."

Jessica smiled faintly, dragging her finger across Mark’s chest. “You always get the best angles.”

Mark managed a soft chuckle, but his eyes lingered on the screen a moment longer. Then he stood, silent, and made his way to the bathroom.

Inside, he met his reflection—exhausted, flushed, and unmistakably changed. He turned on the tap, splashed cold water on his face, and exhaled, shoulders dropping for the first time that night.

When he returned, towel still around his neck, Jessica met him at the bathroom door.

“Come rinse me off,” she whispered.

They stepped into the shower, the water already running warm and heavy. Jessica stood under the stream, her legs trembling slightly, cum still trickling faintly down the inside of her thighs. Mark reached for the soap, working up a lather before dragging his hands down her shoulders, over her breasts, and lower.

He washed her slowly, worshipfully. His fingers slid across her hips, down to her thighs, the soap mixing with the remnants of the night before.

“You were everything tonight,” he murmured, voice hoarse with awe.

Her head tipped back, eyes fluttering shut, a soft moan slipping past her lips. “Then rinse me, baby,” she whispered. “Make me yours again.”

He knelt, mouth brushing her belly, then lower still. The shower filled with heat, steam, and silence thick with devotion.

Later, they returned to the bed, the room spotless, freshly made by the discreet housekeeping staff specially appointed for the event Jessica had called in before stepping into the shower—sheets replaced, toys gone, scent masked with soft vanilla and hotel polish. Their bodies were warm and clean, still glowing from the shower, and they tangled once more beneath the fresh crisp linen, the silence now deep and full.

Jessica kissed his chest, slow and reverent.

“You okay?” she whispered.

Mark looked down at her, his fingers brushing damp hair from her face. “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” he murmured. “And you still came back to me.”



Later the next morning, the rooftop restaurant at the Wynn was filled with soft chatter and the clink of silverware. The couples who had performed last night—three other pairs and their Bulls—gathered around a long table, all dressed casually but glowing in that post-debauchery warmth.

Vivienne arrived in sunglasses and a floaty wrap dress, her signature strut unmistakable.

“Well, well,” she purred, lifting her mimosa. “Last night was one for the archives.”

The first couple shared a laugh about a surprise double-anal request from a tipper that their Bull had actually fulfilled.

The second couple—the younger, tattooed pair—mentioned how they tried the ‘silent domination’ segment, letting the guests do everything without a single word, and it drove their fans wild.

The third couple, older and more elegant, smiled and nodded. “We did the wedding roleplay. Fans tipped to walk her down the aisle naked before he took her in front of everyone.”

Vivienne clapped her hands together. “Icons, all of you. But let’s not pretend the whole show didn’t hinge on that final act.”

She turned to Jessica and Mark. “You two… delivered. Raw, real, and absolutely filthy.”

Jessica blushed, biting into a strawberry. The juice ran to the corner of her mouth, glistening as she leaned closer to Mark and whispered, "You think anyone else here can still taste five men and her husband from last night?"

Mark choked slightly on his mimosa, coughing into his napkin as she licked the corner of her lips with a teasing grin. Mark smiled, his hand resting on her thigh under the table.

Vivienne then turned back to Jessica after talking to another couple, swirling her mimosa. “First-timers usually leave a little shy. But not you. Tell me—what was your favorite moment?”

Jessica paused for a beat, her eyes flicking to Mark, then back to Vivienne.

“When that guy said I was the stream’s cumdump... and Mark just zoomed in instead of stopping it?” she said with a slow grin. “That made me wet all over again.”

Vivienne let out a throaty laugh. “God, I love this generation.”

She then winked. “If you ever want a permanent slot from here on… consider this your golden ticket,” she slipped Jessica a velvet envelope, pressing it discreetly into her hand. “Just in case you’re ready to go international, the next year's event is in Europe,” she whispered with a knowing smile.



They left the hotel around noon, bags packed, sunglasses on. The heat of the Vegas sun hit their skin as they stepped outside, hand in hand, their steps unhurried.

Jessica looked up at him, lips still glossed with the faintest smile. “That was insane.”

Mark leaned down and kissed her. “Yeah. And perfect.”

They walked toward the waiting car, the Wynn shimmering behind them like a dream they'd lived… and survived.

Together.


Chapter 7: Happily Ever After?

Three days later.

The morning light filtered through the linen curtains, golden and quiet. Jessica stood in the bathroom, towel wrapped around her, brushing her teeth slowly. Her eyes met her reflection—messy bun, kiss-bruised lips, a faint trace of sleep still tugging at her lashes. She looked wrecked. And radiant.

There was still a faint ache between her thighs. A soreness that reminded her of everything she’d done—and everyone who’d seen her do it. She smiled into the mirror.

In the bedroom, she could hear Mark clicking through video clips. His low voice hummed something under his breath, maybe a line from one of the stream overlays. She rinsed, padded out barefoot, and tossed the towel into the hamper.

Mark looked up. “Hey, superstar.”

She gave him a quick kiss, then walked to the couch and pulled on his robe—the one that always slid just a little too low on the chest.

He followed with coffee a few minutes later, just as she curled onto the cushions, legs folded, bare skin peeking from beneath the navy cotton.

Vegas was behind them.

But the heat? Still lingered.

Jessica sat cross-legged on the couch, wrapped in one of Mark’s robes—soft cotton, navy blue, slipping off one shoulder. Her face was bare, cheeks flushed with that post-orgasm glow that no makeup could fake. Her hair was up in a messy twist, a half-eaten bowl of strawberries on the coffee table in front of her.

On her lap, her phone buzzed with constant notifications.

2.1 million views. $143,420.88 in fan tips and streaming royalties—and counting.

She let out a low whistle. “They weren’t kidding about viral.”

Mark walked in from the kitchen with two mugs of coffee, setting hers beside the strawberries. He leaned over and kissed her forehead.

Jessica grinned, scrolling through the livestream comment feed.

"Listen to this one," she said, clearing her throat in a mock-serious tone. "That moment when she begged her husband? I’ve never been harder in my life."

She snorted. “God, they really are obsessed.”

She scrolled again.

@WivesLikeHer: “Tell your hubby we’d all pay to see HIM get edged next.”

@MelonMan: “When the third guy had her gagged, and she still moaned ‘Fuck Me’ into the lens—instant classic.”

@CumToThinkOfIt: “You’ve got the filthiest mouth and the prettiest eyes. Dangerous combo.”

Mark leaned over. “Read the one about your squirt.”

Jessica found it.

@CuckWatcher420: “The first gush? At 22:14? I spilled my drink. Literal art.”

Jessica laughed, tossing her phone onto the couch. “We should hire him to write our promos.”

Mark’s grin faded just a little, his voice dropping. “I… might’ve rewatched that clip last night. Alone.”

Jessica turned to him, mock-offended. “Without me?”

He gave a guilty shrug. “You were asleep. I was… inspired.”

She smirked. “So was I, when you filmed that double-penetration like it was your magnum opus.”

Mark raised his eyebrows. “A lot of angles to cover.”

Jessica’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You got the one where I squirted and came at the same time?”

“Multiple takes. Multiple towels,” he said, deadpan.

She burst out laughing, nearly knocking over her coffee. “We’re fucking monsters.”

Mark smirked. “They say romance is dead.”

Jessica laughed, swiping again. “Someone wants to know how we trained the Bulls to act like pros. I almost want to reply, ‘They trained me.’”

He chuckled, settling beside her.

They looked at each other for a beat. Quiet. Intimate.

Then Mark reached for the tripod.

“Commentary bonus clip?” he offered.

Jessica tilted her head. “Behind-the-scenes?”

“Fan questions, reactions, wrap-up. Let them feel like they’re here with us.”

She nodded. “Fine, but I’m staying in the robe. Let them imagine what’s underneath.”



Mark adjusted the tripod while Jessica fixed her hair in the screen reflection, then slid the robe a bit lower on her shoulders. “Angle’s good?” she asked.

Mark looked up from behind the lens, biting back a groan. “You’re not giving them behind-the-scenes. You’re giving them a fantasy.”

Jessica winked. “They’ll love it. But this one’s for the thinkers—the ones who want to know what’s real.”

The camera blinked to life.

Jessica sat curled against Mark, her feet tucked under her thighs, sipping her coffee. Her robe had slipped halfway down her shoulder, exposing a soft, lazy view of her cleavage that she made no attempt to hide. Her legs shifted just enough that one creamy thigh peeked out from the fold of cotton, bare and inviting.

Mark didn’t even try to hide his smile.

“Okay,” Jessica said, nudging him with her elbow. “Let’s give the people what they came for—more of me.” The comment feed rolled by on the TV screen beside them as they picked through questions.

“Will there be a sequel?”

Jessica read it aloud with a grin. “That one’s been posted by like twenty people.”

Mark nodded. “They want more. They want us.”

Another question popped up.

@EdgeMeDaddy: “Was that squirt real or any filming tricks used?”

Jessica barked a laugh. “Do I look like Marvel Studios?”

Mark leaned in, eyes twinkling. “They don’t make special effects that wet.”

@BetaLens: “Mark, how did you stay calm while another man stretched your wife’s pussy?”

He raised his eyebrows. “Deep breathing and a raging hard-on.”

Jessica giggled. “Babe, we should print that on a T-shirt.”

She took another sip of coffee and read: “Do you two ever argue about boundaries?”

Mark looked into the camera. “Only when she tries to add a third scene in the same night.”

Jessica’s eyes went wide. “Guilty. But I recovered, didn’t I?”

“Barely.”

Jessica pouted. “It’s not my fault I’m greedy. I want more, can we do more?”

Mark sipped his coffee. “Depends.”

Jessica turned to Mark, eyebrow raised.

“On?” she teased.

He set the cup down and leaned in, wrapping his arms around her waist.

“Next time,” he murmured, “maybe we let them watch us make love. Just us.”

Jessica blinked. “You mean it? No Bulls?”

Mark nodded. “Just for one video.”

She smirked, voice dropping to a purr. “So no other cocks… just me dripping for yours while you hold the camera and beg not to cum?”

Mark exhaled, eyes darkening. “Exactly. And you’ll still make me wait.”

Jessica’s grin widened.

“Always.”

She reached forward, turning off the camera, then leaned close to whisper:

“Then make sure the batteries are charged.”

She kissed him, slow and deep.

The camera light dimmed, leaving only the soft hum of the fan in the background. Mark set the rig aside, but before he could pull away, Jessica swung one leg over his lap and settled there, straddling him fully. His coffee was forgotten on the table.

“You’re not escaping yet,” she murmured against his jaw.

Her hips rolled once, slow and teasing, her robe parting around her bare thighs. Mark groaned as her heat pressed against the front of his pants.

“You know what happens when you whisper things like that to me,” he muttered.

Jessica grinned. “I know exactly what happens.”

Her fingers trailed up his neck and into his hair as she kissed him again, open-mouthed and hungry now. She rocked slowly, grinding just enough to make him growl, but not enough to give him what he wanted.

He pulled her closer, but she held firm.

“Tease now. Fuck later,” she whispered, licking his bottom lip. “Maybe.”

He laughed breathlessly, his hands gripping her thighs. “You’re going to kill me.”

Jessica leaned back slightly, her voice a purr. “Then die filming me.”

She shifted again, slowly dismounting, letting her fingers trail down his chest.

“Come on, Director,” she said, tossing him a new battery pack from the side drawer. “Let’s take this behind the scenes.”

She disappeared down the hallway, the robe sliding off her shoulders, leaving only her silhouette lit by the soft hallway glow.

“I want it all in 4K.”


***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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Daddy’s Birthday Gift: A MFF Cuckold Hotwife Night to Remember 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/ahrU )

Ben always thought watching was just a fantasy. Something to whisper during sex, something to tease in the dark. But tonight, it’s real. 

His wife, Blake, beautiful, busty, and his for years, isn’t just being admired. She’s being offered. As a birthday gift to her best friend’s older, dominant husband... a man she calls “Daddy” with a filthy smile and no shame at all. 

And Ben? He’s watching. 

Watching as Lana peels Blake’s dress off inch by inch. Watching as her body is claimed. As Blake moans, shakes, and begs... not for him, but for Daddy. 

They’d always talked about it. Fantasized. But nothing could have prepared him for the way his wife would come alive for another man, or the way it would wreck him to see it. 

This is their night. One boat. Two blondes. And one man who takes what he wants while the husband sits across the room: hard, helpless, and more turned on than he’s ever been. 

A raw, spicy, and intensely erotic cuckold hotwife novella for readers who crave submission, power, and watching the one you love, surrender. 
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The Billionaire’s Shared Hotwife: A Deal with a BBC 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/M72IM )

Victoria Kensington was never meant for an ordinary life. Once a business school intern, now the adored trophy wife—and perfect hotwife—of Arthur Kensington, a billionaire nearly thirty-five years her senior. He spoils her, controls her, and has shaped her into his most prized indulgence. She lives for his praise, thrives under his guidance, and would do anything to make him proud. 

Including being shared when the moment calls for it. 

Arthur has always closed his biggest deals with more than just negotiations. Powerful men expect a certain level of trust, a bond that goes beyond contracts. When the opportunity arises to lock in a lucrative new mining venture, Arthur offers Malik Adeyemi—the commanding, impossibly built business West African mogul—his most valued possession: Victoria. 

For Malik, the deal isn’t done until he’s had her—truly had her. And Victoria? Trained to please, dressed to tempt—she was a gift meant to be admired, touched, and thoroughly claimed. 

Tonight, she won’t just watch her husband sign a deal—she’ll seal it. 

A night of pleasure, submission, and indulgence awaits in this steamy, high-heat novella where control, wealth, and desire collide. 
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A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Ns9QVr ) 

I’ve always loved my wife, Samantha. But loving her means something different now. It means watching, obeying, and knowing my place. It means staying locked in chastity while she takes real men—men who please her in ways I never could, and leave her breathless and satisfied. 

Tonight, like so many nights before, I sit inches away as she welcomes Omar and Jason, two of her regulars. I serve, I watch, I ache, and then, I write. Every filthy detail, every whispered taunt, every moment I’m denied—preserved in ink for her to read, to savor, to relive. 

In the backyard, under the glow of lanterns, she becomes theirs. Together they take their time, teasing her, worshiping her, making sure I see everything. I am nothing more than a bystander, a locked, aching cuckold with one purpose—to please her, but never in the way they do. 

And when the night is over, when they’ve had their fill and left her glowing and satisfied, she pulls me close. Not to free me. Not to give me what I crave. But to remind me why I belong to her. 

A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife is an intimate, humiliating, and deeply submissive cuckold diary—a story of chastity, control, and complete devotion. If you enjoy powerful women, obedient husbands, and the thrill of surrender and submission, you won’t be able to put this down. 


About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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