
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cuckolded on Camera 2 - From Husband to Cuckold, From Wife to Star


by Emily Felix

The city glowed with an early, golden hush when Mark stirred awake, the sheets cool beside him and the air thick with that lazy kind of silence that follows a long, sensual night. Jessica wasn’t in bed. The soft hum of the espresso machine echoed faintly from the kitchen, and the subtle scent of her coconut body lotion still lingered on her pillow. He blinked against the pale morning light pouring through their high-rise windows, their new life in the city slowly taking shape in the blur between sleep and waking.

He sat up slowly, rubbing the back of his neck, his body still humming with the muscle memory of the night before—her soft thighs straddling his lap, her breathy moans echoing off the mirrored walls, the way she whispered his name right as she came, staring straight into the lens he held just inches from her face. It hadn’t been just sex; it had been a full POV video shoot for her site, lit perfectly, framed with mirrors and desire, her soaked body working him like she was both lover and performer. It wasn’t just sex anymore. It was work, it was art, it was branding, it was money—but at its core, it was still them. Still real. Still intoxicating.

A folded note rested on the nightstand beside his phone.

“Come downstairs. Bring your camera. And no peeking until I say so. —J”

His cock stirred just reading it.

He smiled as he tugged on his joggers and a hoodie, slipping his camera bag over one shoulder before taking the elevator down. It had been just a couple of weeks since they moved into the building, but it already felt like home—sleek, modern, and far removed from the worn-out studio apartment they used to call theirs. Three months had passed since Jessica’s first video went viral, since the night everything changed, and in that time, their lives had reshaped themselves around this new rhythm of erotic ambition and cinematic intimacy. This new place had floor-to-ceiling windows, mood lighting, and soundproofed walls— perfect for what they did now. Or rather, what she did. And what he helped make perfect.

As the elevator doors parted, Jessica was waiting in the lobby in a pair of tight, pale pink gym shorts that hugged the curve of her ass like a second skin, a white sports bra beneath a cropped zip-up hoodie that left just enough of her toned midriff showing to make his pulse skip. Her hair was pulled into a messy bun, and her smile was impossibly wicked, like she already knew the reaction she was about to get.

“Blindfold,” she said simply, holding up a strip of black satin.

He grinned. “Seriously?”

She stepped close, her fingers brushing over his waistband, voice a purr in his ear. “You trust me, don’t you?”

He nodded, heart pounding, letting her tie the blindfold snug behind his head. She took his hand and led him outside, the warm sun spilling across the pavement. He heard a beep, the click of a door unlocking, the subtle shift in her breath like she was trying to hold back a laugh.

“Alright,” she said. “Now look.”

Mark pulled the blindfold off, and there it was: a brand-new obsidian black Porsche Taycan, sleek and predatory, gleaming under the sunlight like it had rolled straight out of a luxury wet dream.

He froze. “What the fuck?”

Jessica leaned against the hood, her hips cocked just slightly, the pale pink gym shorts riding high enough to make him swallow hard. The cropped hoodie was unzipped just enough to tease the swell of her white sports bra beneath, her toned abs on full display as the sunlight kissed every inch of her bare legs. “You earned this. For filming every filthy second of me.”

He laughed, still in shock, running a hand over the smooth hood of the car, eyes flicking back to her body, then her face. “Jess, this is insane.”

She shrugged, sauntering up to him with that confident sway he could never resist, her sneakers whispering against the pavement. “Our fans think I’m a goddess. You make sure they do. This is just the beginning, babe.”

Her fingers curled around his waistband, tugging him closer, lips brushing his cheek before she whispered with a playful smirk, “Can you believe the whole world’s out there watching and jerking off to your wife? And they’re paying thousands for it. This car? Just a little thank-you gift from me to my favorite cameraman.”

“Every time I ride a cock on camera, someone wires in another thousand,” she whispered, pressing her body into his chest, her nipples stiff under her bra brushing his shirt. “They all think I’m their fantasy. But only you know how I taste after.”

His cock twitched instantly. Fuck. And then she kissed him—wet and slow, the kind of kiss that curled toes and melted hesitation, her lips pressing into his with just enough hunger to make his knees buckle, her tongue flicking against his like she already knew she owned every thought in his head.

Later that morning, back upstairs in their sun-drenched apartment, Jessica spun slowly in front of the floor mirror, trying on a new set of lingerie—a sheer black set with pink satin ribbons that framed her hips perfectly and cupped her breasts just enough to leave nothing to the imagination. The ring light cast a soft halo around her as Mark adjusted the camera angle.

“This one just came in from a top tipper,” she said, smoothing the lace over her hips, her voice casual, amused. “He asked if I could wear it for a set where I’m talking about how good his cock would feel between my tits. Think you can shoot that without getting hard again?”

Mark chuckled, but he was already half hard.

She posed, turning slightly, fingers playing with the ribbon between her thighs. “Maybe I’ll film a little extra later.

Just for him. Maybe not. Depends how generous he feels.”

Between shoots, Jessica scrolled through messages, her inbox a chaotic flood of worship and cash. Fan requests poured in: custom moan clips, worn panties with Polaroids, voice notes of her begging and gasping their names. One subscriber paid $500 for a pair of thigh-highs she had worn while masturbating with her Hitachi. Another wanted her to send a video of her cumming into her own panties—sealed in a Ziploc with a kiss mark and overnighted express. In just three months, their life had transformed completely. From barely covering rent to this—a sleek city apartment, luxury gear, thousands in monthly earnings, and a daily rhythm of sex, production, and fan engagement. What started as Jessica’s side experiment had become both their full-time careers. She was the star, he was the lens, and together they’d built an empire of lust and income that neither of them had seen coming.

Jessica smirked as she stood near the bed in her birthday suit, bare and breathtaking, her skin flushed from the anticipation, curves bathed in the light he had set. Her breasts were full and high, the soft swell of them rising and falling with each slow breath, nipples already taut. Her waist tapered into that delicious hourglass that drove Mark and her fans mad, hips curving out into a perfect frame for the soft white lace thong she held loosely in one hand, still damp from last night. In the other, her wand buzzed quietly, already warming in her grip. Her thighs were parted just slightly, toned and glistening, a hint of slick already catching the light between them. “Come here, baby. Set up the tripod. Let’s make this one personal. He’s paying for the scent, the sound, the whole experience.” She bent down toward the lens, dragging the damp thong across her chest, smearing her nipples with her own slick before letting the lace fall across her tongue, sucking on it like she was already thinking of someone else’s cock.

Mark swallowed hard as he lined up the shot, the weight of the camera familiar in his hands. Jessica lay back, spreading her legs as she pressed the toy between her folds, her body already slick and glistening. She arched, gasping, head thrown back as she moaned softly into the lens.

She came quickly, one hand clenching the sheets, the other holding the thong close as she squirted onto it, soaking it through.

Afterward, she held the camera herself, hair tousled and cheeks flushed, biting her lip as she whispered, “Here you go, baby. Soaked and dripping. Just how you like it.”

Mark edited the clip that afternoon, painfully hard the entire time. Jessica passed by his desk in nothing but a silk robe hanging open, her bare breasts bouncing slightly with each step, the hem swaying just enough to tease the curve of her ass. She leaned in behind him slowly, her hand slipping over his shoulder and down across his chest, then lower still, brushing right over his crotch, groping him through his joggers with a knowing smile.

“Mmm, still editing my pussy, huh?” she purred, fingers giving him one slow, deliberate squeeze. “You’re lucky you’re cute when you’re desperate.”

She leaned further down and kissed his cheek, wet and slow, lips lingering just a second too long.

“Keep working, good boy,” she teased, her voice low and hot against his ear, “and maybe I’ll let you finish tonight.”

She pulled out her phone as she backed away, reading aloud from one of her latest fan messages: “Listen to this guy—‘Baby, if I ever got to fuck you, I’d make you squirt so hard you’d drown your cameraman. I’d worship you like a goddess.”’

Mark didn’t even pretend to hide the way his cock pulsed. His hand hovered over the waistband of his joggers, tempted to stroke himself right there. But he wouldn’t—he’d wait. Wait until she gave him permission. Or didn’t.

She laughed, tossing him a wink. “Too bad they only get to watch. You, on the other hand… get front row seats with the tour to the whole fucking show.”

He didn’t know if he loved or hated how much she turned him on when she said shit like that.

But he knew one thing for sure.

This life was only getting hotter.

And the one they left behind—sleepless nights worrying about rent, cheap furniture, lukewarm takeout dinners eaten in silence—felt like it belonged to someone else now. That tiny apartment from just three months ago, where Jessica nervously filmed her first video on a whim, where Mark still hustled between boring weddings and corporate shoots, had been replaced by mirrored walls, silk robes, and three-to four-figure tips from strangers desperate for a glimpse of her moaning. This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was their real, raw, ridiculous new normal.

The camera’s red light blinked off. Jessica lay sprawled across the bed, her body flushed, trembling from the intense orgasm still echoing through her—her second of the morning, in fact. Just minutes earlier, she’d wrapped a shoot with another female performer, her first full-on girl-on-girl collab, and the aftermath was still visible in the slick sheen between her thighs and the lazy, satisfied grin on her face. The other woman—tan, tattooed, and just as wild—had only just left, blowing Mark a kiss and trailing her fingers along the bulge in his jeans one last time before walking out the door. Not before whispering, as Jessica instructed, that he looked “like a man seconds away from exploding,” and how much she’d love to taste him if his wife ever allowed it.

But she hadn’t. Jessica made it clear: teasing only. No release. Not for him.

Mark had been hard from the moment they began filming—two beautiful women tangled together, moaning, grinding, riding toys that buzzed and stretched and filled every inch of them. They’d both cum—loudly, repeatedly—while he stood behind the lens, throbbing, aching, aching more. A thick two foot double dildo buried completely between them so that they ground their bare snatches against each other. Each of them taking turns fisting the other. Jessica taking a huge thick dildo while inserting several additional fingers to increase the stretch, then two big dildoes in her pussy at once. Squirting. A little laughing piss play. Some G-spot finger play and more squirting. Wailing on their clits with dual Hitachi’s. Testing out the latest XXL Bad Dragon dildoes with the big knobs. Huge gapes. More fisting.

Not even a stroke allowed.

Now the room was quiet again, the lights still warm from the shoot, the faint scent of sex still thick in the air. Jessica shifted slightly, still catching her breath, her fingers grazing her damp inner thigh as she looked toward him with that same knowing smile.

Mark lowered the camera slowly, his breath uneven, his grip tight around the rig as he tried to come down from the swirling cocktail of arousal, jealousy, and awe still clinging to him. If he’d had the chance—if Jessica had simply given the nod—he would’ve dropped the camera, undressed, and begged to make it a threesome himself. But he hadn’t been allowed to. He was the husband, the cameraman, the one left hard and desperate, capturing every moment of his wife’s rising stardom.

For a moment, there was silence. No moans. No teasing lines. Just the sound of her breath slowing, the soft hum of the air conditioner, and the wet, aching throb in Mark’s cock pressed against the seam of his jeans.

Jessica turned her head slowly, strands of damp hair sticking to her cheek, and smiled—soft, proud, wild. “You okay?”

Mark exhaled and nodded, his voice catching. “Yeah. That was… intense.”

She stretched languidly like a satisfied cat, her legs parting slightly, one heel still dangling from her ankle. Her thighs glistened in the now-dim light of the bedroom, the evidence of her pleasure still smeared across her skin. “They’re going to love this one,” she whispered, running a lazy hand down her stomach. “I could feel it.”

Mark stood there, rooted, watching her like she was a painting he couldn’t stop studying. She looked different now. Not just fucked and flushed—but transformed. Powerful. Like she had crossed some invisible threshold and there was no going back.

She propped herself up on her elbows. “We should talk.”

Shit.

He tensed.

She noticed. “Not bad talk,” she added quickly. “Just… big picture talk.”

Mark set the camera down on the vanity, walking over to the bed but not sitting yet. He needed a second. Needed to feel like the ground wasn’t shifting beneath him. “Alright. I’m listening.” His balls ached. He wasn’t even sure he could get off anymore. He needed to take a cold shower or put an ice pack on his crotch.

Jessica reached over, picked up her phone from the nightstand, and swiped through notifications. She turned the screen to show him.

Thousands of views. Hundreds of comments. Tips exploding past four figures.

“This one is going viral.”

Mark blinked. “Already?”

She nodded, her voice quieter now. “The production quality. The performance. The rawness. It’s what sells. This isn’t just some niche kink anymore, babe. It’s a business. We’ve built something… and it’s growing fast.”

She sat up more fully, tugging the sheer robe loosely around her shoulders as if remembering her nakedness only now. Her breasts still peeked through, nipples stiff, but her tone was measured—like she was back in planning mode.

“They want more.”

Mark nodded slowly, still dazed. “What kind of more? Another girl-on-girl shoot? A threesome?”

Jessica licked her lips, pausing just long enough to let him fill in the blank with his own fantasies. “A threesome, yeah.”

His heart kicked up. For a second, he thought she meant his threesome fantasy—the one he’d been playing in his head all day, ever since watching her grind and cum all over that other girl while he stood there hard and helpless. Maybe this was it. Maybe she was finally going to let him join her and another woman, to fuck his wife while she kissed and licked another dripping wet body beside them.

But then she said the names.

“Bryce and Don. They run a page together. Massive following. They want to do a three-way. Paid collab. Professional shoot.”

Mark blinked. The shift was instant. His cock throbbed for an entirely different reason now. And he felt an ache of horrible angst and fear knot in his lower stomach.

Oh.

Mark swallowed hard. The names were obviously familiar. Even he’d seen their stuff before. Dominant, smooth, well-endowed black men—known for tagteaming girls with unfiltered, intense chemistry.

Jessica’s voice softened, almost nervous now. “They saw the last clip. The hotel scene with my trainer. The one with me moaning into the camera while that guy made me squirt so hard I soaked the sheets. Said I had presence. That it looked real. Raw. They loved it.”

Mark sat down slowly beside her, visibly shaking. His heart was pounding again, but not with fear. With something else. That now-familiar ache of conflicted desire.

Jessica placed a hand on his knee. “I won’t do it unless you say yes. I promise. But… I won’t lie. I’m curious.”

Mark looked at her. Really looked. At the woman he loved. At the sex symbol she was becoming. And now, at the image that wouldn’t leave his mind: her hot white body pinned between two tall, muscular black men, their thick arms wrapped around her, her moans echoing through the suite as she was sandwiched between them—one in her mouth, the other buried deep inside her, all of it captured on camera with him behind the lens. It was filthy. Insane. And the way his cock twitched in his jeans told him exactly how much he wanted it.

He took a breath. “Tell me what you’re imagining.”

Jessica’s lips parted. Her fingers squeezed his thigh gently. And just like that, she started painting the picture—slow, vivid, teasing.

“We shoot it in a hotel. High-end. Natural lighting, corner suite. You’re the director again. You frame every shot. We talk about the scenes beforehand. Boundaries. What’s okay. What isn’t. You call cut if it ever gets too much. But we make it real.”

She shifted on the bed, slow and fluid, the white lace robe falling open around her like it had no purpose left except to frame her bare, flushed chest. Her nipples were still stiff from the shoot, and the way she leaned closer made Mark’s breath hitch—her perfume mingling with the scent of sex still thick in the air.

Her lips curled into something soft, almost reverent, as her fingers brushed his thigh. “They’d start with teasing. Me in some sexy lingerie as usual. Maybe I act like I’m the one in control at first. I’d strut for them, play with them a little, pretend it’s all about me. But then… it shifts.”

She let that hang in the air, the way her robe slipped off one shoulder perfectly timed with the slow rise of heat behind her eyes. “I’m the one getting handled. Touched. Played with. Both of them. Their hands all over me. Their cocks huge and thick, pressing into me from either side—my hot little body caught between theirs, stretched and used for the camera.”

Mark’s jaw clenched. His cock was straining now, twitching against his waistband like it was begging for release. But he didn’t move. He didn’t dare interrupt her.

Jessica drew her nails up his thigh as she leaned in, her voice dropping to a silken purr. “They’d fuck me, Mark. One after the other. Maybe even at the same time. One in my mouth, one inside me,” she murmured, her eyes glazed with heat, then leaned in, her breath teasing against his ear. “And the camera stays on me the whole time—catching every little gasp, every stretch of my body as they take turns using me-your wife, like their perfect little toy. You’re so close you can see the bulge in my stomach, the way my cunt almost tears from their size, my face distorted trying to take their huge cocks into my mouth.”

“Maybe even… both inside you at the same time,” Mark said, his voice low and hoarse, surprising even himself. “I mean, they’ve done DVP before, right? I’ve seen the clips—both of them stretching some girl open like she was made for it. Fucking her so deep and full you could see it in her eyes. Both of them in your cunt at once.”

He swallowed, his breath shaking. “Now, I keep thinking about that. About you. Between them. Your tight little pussy stuffed with both their cocks at once, your whole body trembling, barely able to take it, and I’m behind the camera—catching every brutal, beautiful second.”

She blinked at him, genuinely stunned for a moment, her lips parting as if to speak but nothing came out. In the last three months since this wild new life began, Jessica had watched Mark shift in ways she never thought possible—from hesitant, blushing cameraman to the man now feeding her fantasies she hadn’t even dared to say aloud.

He met her eyes, raw and wide. “You’d take it for me, wouldn’t you? Let me watch you get stretched like that… because I asked you to?”

She hungrily looked at him, biting her lip as her palm pressed more firmly against his thigh. “And I’d look right into the camera—your camera—and moan like a whore. Moan your name. Let everyone know it was your idea to let your wife be filled, stretched, devoured by two bigger, stronger men at the same time. Watch them ruin my cunt for you.”

Mark’s breath shuddered. His hand gripped himself now, his palm cupping the bulge in his jeans. His face flushed with lust, humiliation, and a thrill he didn’t have the words for.

Jessica tilted her head, her tone dipped into something tender even as her words kept him trembling. “Do you want that, baby? To see me taken like that? To film me while they stretch me open? To know every moan, every orgasm, every drop of cum in me came because you said yes?”

Mark let out a broken sound—half groan, half whimper—and nodded. “Fuck… yeah.”

Jessica’s grin turned sultry, proud, wicked. “Then let’s do it.”

Her fingers slid to his zipper and drew it down slowly, deliberately, grazing the aching length beneath as she whispered, “But first… let me thank you properly, director.”

She sank to her knees between his legs, eyes locked on his with a glint of pride and hunger, her fingers curling around the waistband of his jeans before tugging them down with purpose. His cock sprang free—angry red, twitching, slick already with precum from the hours of teasing he’d endured. That other girl had left him on edge, hard and aching, and now Jessica’s filthy promises had pushed him to the brink.

“You’ve been holding this in for me, haven’t you?” she murmured, her voice dripping with affection and heat as she took him in her hand, giving one long, slow stroke that made him hiss.

She kissed the tip, tongue swirling over the bead of precum, moaning like she was already addicted. And maybe she was—because in the last three months, Jessica had become a world-class cocksucker, her mouth as skilled and sinful as her body was stunning. It was a necessity in her new career, and she’d mastered it with a mix of passion and precision that made Mark’s toes curl the moment her lips parted.

She swallowed him inch by inch, not breaking eye contact, her throat relaxing to take him deeper until her nose pressed against his pelvis and his thighs trembled. The warm, wet heat of her mouth was unbearable after everything she’d whispered—every depraved little promise she’d made about the scene to come. She sucked him with the confidence of someone who knew her power, and with the practiced finesse of a woman who’d been edging her husband all day just to taste his cum now. Mark gripped the edge of the bed, watching her head bob slowly, methodically, her cheeks hollowing with each pass like she was milking him of every last drop of control.

“So fucking good,” he groaned, his hips stuttering forward, unable to stop himself. Jessica didn’t flinch. She moaned around his cock, eyes fluttering shut as she took him deeper, faster, her hand stroking the base while her other hand cradled and massaged his balls, rolling them gently in her palm like she knew exactly how close he was. Her tongue danced along his shaft as she bobbed her head, her mouth working him with wet, obscene sounds that filled the room. The extra attention made his whole body tense, every muscle strung tight with the impending rush.

He couldn’t last. Not with her looking like that. Not with the image of her between two cocks already burned into his brain.

“Jess—fuck, I’m gonna…”

She just moaned harder, pulling him deeper, taking his cockhead into her throat, and that was it.

Mark came with a ragged cry, spilling down her throat as she swallowed every drop like it was hers to keep. He was so backed up his load was huge, even running out of her nose as she attempted to swallow his load. Her hands never stopped moving, coaxing every twitch, every shudder, until he collapsed back against the mattress, boneless and panting.

Jessica licked her lips slowly as she looked up at him, proud and glowing. Then, without a word, she rose smoothly from her knees and climbed onto his lap, straddling him while his cock still twitched with the aftershocks. She leaned in close, her lips brushing against his—soft, wet, and warm and fed him a mouthfull of his own cum. Ugh, he squirmed but she held his face and made him take it.

When she kissed him, it was deep and slow and filthy, letting him taste himself on her tongue. The salt, the heat, the rawness of it all made his stomach clench. She moaned lightly into his mouth, her fingers tangled in his hair, and when she pulled back, her grin was wicked.

“Now you’re ready for the next scene, director.”

The hotel suite had been rented for the full day—a penthouse corner room with massive windows that let in a flood of golden late-morning light, walls lined with mirrors, and a sleek velvet couch sitting like a throne beneath the wide king-sized bed. It looked less like a room and more like a stage, polished to perfection for what was about to happen.

Jessica adjusted the red silk robe over her shoulders and checked herself in the mirror one last time. Beneath it, the matching lingerie set hugged every curve of her body—a rich, jaw-dropping red that practically glowed against her pale, creamy skin. The demi-cup bra barely held in her full breasts, the panties were high-cut with delicate embroidery, and the garter clips ran down her thighs to the nude stockings, each with a red lace top and a delicate red seam tracing the back of her legs—a whisper of temptation with every step she took. Red satin and lace garters and glossy red Louboutins completed the look. Her makeup was flawless— smoky eyeshadow blended with a seductive touch of shimmer, thick lashes curled and coated, and bold red lipstick that matched her heels and lingerie perfectly, designed to leave a mark wherever she kissed. She looked like a gift.

Mark was already adjusting the lighting, checking the bounce from the window, and making sure his rig was balanced. He glanced over at her just once—and his jaw tightened instantly. She saw it. The way his cock stirred beneath his cargos. The way his fingers gripped the stabilizer just a little harder. The way he couldn’t believe, even now, that this was happening.

“You okay, baby?” she asked with a smirk, adjusting one strap just a touch lower.

“You look… unreal,” he muttered, his voice already dry. “This lighting’s not going to do you justice.”

She stepped close and kissed his cheek. “You always say that.”

There was a knock at the door.

Jessica’s stomach fluttered. She wasn’t nervous, not in the scared way. Just… buzzing. Curious. Turned on. She checked her makeup once more as Mark opened the door.

Bryce and Don entered, casual but professional. Both tall, built, and striking in different ways—Bryce with deep brown skin stretched tight over wide shoulders, a broad chest tapering into a narrow waist, and a jawline sharp enough to cut glass. His biceps strained against the sleeves of his tee, and the way he moved carried the confident grace of a seasoned performer. Don, just as tall but a touch leaner, had a smooth, muscular physique that gleamed beneath his fitted shirt, every movement calculated and teasing. His shaved head and gold earrings only highlighted the cocky charm of his full lips and the dangerous glint in his eyes. Together, they were power and seduction incarnate—opposites in form but twin flames in heat. They greeted her like gentlemen but with an unmistakable hunger in their gazes, then turned to Mark with easy smiles. Bryce clapped him on the shoulder and grinned, “Damn, man—you’re lucky as hell. She’s a total dream.” Don nodded, smirking. “You bagged a goddess, bro. Respect.” Mark chuckled, a little bashful, pride warming his chest as he glanced over at Jessica, who just smiled sweetly and gave him a wink that said he knew exactly how lucky he was. She could feel it already—the way they looked at her. It made her thighs squeeze together unconsciously.

They all sat around the glass coffee table. Jessica handed over her clean test results—Mark had brought printed copies—and Bryce and Don did the same. It was all smooth, clinical, and responsible.

Then came the real talk.

They discussed everything—boundaries, comfort levels, and every key detail that would make the scene both professional and safe. Jessica clearly stated her limits: no slapping, no humiliation, at her or her loving cuck behind the camera, no facials, and she wanted to be the one to control the pace when it came to the DVP. They all agreed to use a traffic-light system: green to go, yellow to slow down, red to stop. Bryce preferred slower buildups and longer eye contact; Don liked switching angles frequently and wanted to know if Mark had specific moments he wanted captured. Mark, though a little quiet at first, voiced that he wanted lingering close-ups when Jessica looked at the camera, especially during transitions. Jessica also requested that if at any moment either man felt she was overwhelmed, they would pause immediately for a checkin.

She led most of the talk—calm, commanding—but always glanced back at her husband with little reassurances: a squeeze to his hand, a look that said I’m still yours.

Once the technicalities were done, they relaxed. Don cracked a few jokes. Bryce talked about how his last shoot had blown up, and Jessica asked if they were ready to top that. The tension melted. They weren’t strangers anymore—they were co-stars.

Mark finished the final lighting check and hit record.

Jessica sat perched on the bed between them, the soft silk of her red robe pooling around her hips like liquid fire. Her red lingerie clung to her body under the perfect bounce of natural light—her creamy thighs framed by the shimmer of the nude stockings with those bold red seams drawing the eye up to her garters, her heels flexing beneath her in elegant curves of glossy crimson. Her full breasts rose and fell in the tight demi-cup bra, their soft weight spilling just enough to tease, the bold red lipstick on her smirking mouth matching the flush in her cheeks. She looked like a vision from some forbidden fantasy—artfully sculpted and glowing under the golden hue.

She laughed, brushing Bryce’s shoulder with a teasing smile, her fingernails trailing over the edge of his bicep as she leaned slightly into him. Then she turned and teased Don about his cologne, biting her lip as she looked up at him through thick lashes. She looked radiant—like she’d never been more in her element. Confident. Glowing. Sensual.

Mark stayed behind the camera, barely breathing, his cock hard already at the sight of her between them, her frame caught in soft light, her beauty multiplied by the way both men looked at her—hungry, ready, reverent.

The men started slow—each touching her thigh, letting their fingers graze the garter strap, watching the way her legs flexed, the way her breath hitched. Bryce’s hand slid upward to gently cup one of her breasts through the red lace, his thumb brushing over her nipple until it peaked against the fabric. Don’s palm followed the curve of her hip before slipping around to her lower back, then up along her spine, coaxing a quiet gasp from her lips. Jessica leaned into their touches, purring softly, her body alive with attention, arching just enough to give the camera a perfect view of her curves and lace.

They kissed her—soft, hungry kisses to her neck, her collarbone, her jawline. Bryce murmured, “You really are the whole fucking fantasy,” as his teeth grazed her earlobe. Don chuckled low, his lips brushing the edge of her mouth. “You know we’ve been dreaming of wrecking this tight little body since we saw that video of yours.”

Jessica’s lips parted in a lazy, wanton smile. “Then make it worth the wait.”

Mark zoomed in, catching the slow shimmer of her skin catching the light, the way her nipples strained beneath the lace, the perfect contrast of her creamy skin between the rich red of her lingerie and the deep tone of the hands now roaming her body. Her lips curled as Bryce whispered again, and when Don’s fingers gently tugged at her bra strap, she tilted her head, offering more of her throat with a breathless moan.

She looked like sin come to life—and she was only just getting started.

Then it began.

Jessica let out a breathy moan as the men guided her gently down, their hands on her waist and shoulders firm but respectful, leading her with the kind of reverence reserved for something cherished. Her red robe slipped further down her arms, bunching at her elbows as she sank gracefully to her knees on the plush carpet between them.

She looked up, flushed and eager, her lips already parted, her hands resting on their thighs as she smiled between them. The glossy red other heels caught the warm light, the seams on the back other stockings taut as her legs folded beneath her. The room felt thick with heat and tension, Mark’s breath hitching behind the camera as she positioned herself exactly where they wanted her. Her hands glided along their thighs, her touch reverent and teasing as she leaned in and kissed their cocks through their briefs—Bryce in black, Don in tight white that showed every detail. Jessica’s bold red lips pressed against the fabric, leaving a perfectly smeared kiss mark on Don’s swollen outline. She inhaled deeply, moaning softly, letting the camera capture the raw hunger in her eyes as she nuzzled against them, tongue trailing along the shape of their lengths beneath the cotton.

She looked up between them, lips parted, cheeks flushed, then slowly peeled down their briefs. Both cocks sprang free—half hard, already thick, already twitching—and Jessica’s breath hitched at the sight. Holy shit they were much bigger in person. They looked almost inhuman, like they belonged on a farmyard animal. Thick and pulsing, covered in massive veins, vascular as hell. Massive cockheads the size of large oranges.

“Fuck,” she whispered, licking her lips. “You’re both… even bigger than I thought.”

She cupped them both in her hands, stroking their lengths with awe before leaning in to kiss the base of one and then the other, her tongue flicking over huge veins, her voice sultry and low. “I haven’t even put you in my mouth yet, and I already feel full.”

Bryce let out a low chuckle, his voice rough with arousal. “Oh, baby, you’ll feel a lot more than full by the time we’re done. You have nooo idea.”

Don grinned, brushing her blonde hair back from her face as he looked down at her. “That pretty mouth better be ready to work. We’ve got enough for you to gag on and still leave room for dessert.”

Mark zoomed in just as she started, her lips parting to slowly swallow one thick cock while her hand wrapped around the other. Her fingers looked dainty, almost delicate in contrast to the size of him—unable to completely encircle the shaft, her grip slipping slightly from the sheer girth, her middle finger and thumb and good inch and a half apart. Still, she stroked him with determined rhythm, almost instinctively, her mouth working the other with wet, eager devotion.

She moaned softly around him, her free hand sliding down to cup and fondle his balls, rolling them in her palm, fingers caressing the weight of them as she took him deeper. Her head bobbed slowly, savoring it, her eyes fluttering closed before opening again to find the lens. Totally into it, loving the size, how hard they were for her.

Don leaned down, one hand stroking her cheek while the other reached beneath her to squeeze her ass firmly, guiding her motion. Bryce’s hand came up to grope her breasts again, tugging her bra further down so both full tits spilled out, nipples hard and flushed. He pinched one gently, making her moan again around the cock in her mouth, the vibration running all the way up.

Jessica was leaking. She could feel it—the soft silk of her red panties now soaked, clinging between her legs as her arousal dripped from her, her body already responding to the attention, the pressure, the heat. She was a sight—heels glittering, lips smeared, spit dripping down her chin and both hands and holes eager, hungry. Mark zoomed in on her panties to show her arousal.

She gave the cock in her hand a harder stroke as she pulled back, her lips flushed and wet, panting softly before leaning in again. This time, she didn’t go straight for the shaft—she let her tongue swirl around the head first, licking along the ridge, teasing the slit with light flicks that made him groan. Her hand moved in a slow, tight rhythm along the base, her long, red-painted nails a stark contrast against the veined, dark skin.

When she finally took him into her mouth again, it was slower—deeper—testing her limits, pushing herself further. Her throat flexed as she swallowed around him, the sounds lewd and delicious, the kind that made Mark’s hand shake around the camera. Her free hand never stopped working the other cock, stroking him almost reflexively, while her palm caressed his heavy balls, fingers gently rolling them as she moaned around her full mouth.

They encouraged her between gasps—“Just like that, baby,” Bryce murmured, fingers now tugging on her hair to guide her depth. “Yeah, take that dick… you want it all, don’t you?” Don growled, one hand cupping her face, thumb brushing her wet cheek, while the other reached down to grope her tits, pushing them together around her bra until they bounced with each bob of her head. “You can take it, you’re built for big cock.”

She tried to take them deeper, stretching her jaw, spit pooling at the corners of her mouth, running off her chin. Her body writhed subtly, her thighs pressing together as the soaked lace between her legs grew damper by the second. The camera caught it all—her mascara smudged, her red lipstick now a glossy mess, the subtle tremble of her thighs as she worked both cocks like she was born for this. She was clearly close to coming just from sucking this huge cock.

And after a few more tries, a few more filthy words from both men—she managed. She sank down fully, until her nose pressed to his neatly trimmed groin, her throat relaxed, no gag this time, just pure, wet, swallowing bliss. Her throat bulged out insanely, the massive cockhead obviously somewhere deep inside her chest.

Mark zoomed in as she held it there, letting both men see just how far she’d come.

Jessica pulled off, eyes glazed and smile cock-drunk. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and let out a laugh—low, warm, proud.

She wasn’t just playing a role anymore. Mark could tell she loved it.

She was a real fucking pornstar now.

This was her show. And Mark? He was filming every second.

But before they could go further, Jessica pulled back with a breathy laugh and wiped her mouth again, her lipstick smeared and eyes glinting. “Let’s take five, boys,” she said with a wink, rising to her feet with that natural, sensual grace.

They all agreed easily, the mood light but buzzing with energy. She grabbed a towel to blot the sweat on her chest and neck, then stepped over to a compact mirror and makeup pouch on the nightstand. Mark handed her a bottle of water, and she took a long sip before dabbing away smudges, fixing her lipstick with practiced swipes. Her cheeks stayed flushed, her smile satisfied.

“You okay?” she asked, coming up beside him and cupping his cheek gently, her voice still a little husky from deepthroating that massive cock.

Mark nodded, still slightly stunned but smiling back. “You’re incredible.”

Don passed around bottles of water while Bryce stretched his shoulders and offered Jessica a soft towel. “You good, babe?” he asked, his voice warm.

Jessica grinned. “Better than good. You guys?”

“Loving this already,” Don said. “You’re a natural.”

“Ready to keep going whenever you are,” Bryce added.

Jessica turned to Mark and touched his chest. “Okay, director. You ready?”

He swallowed and lifted the camera. “Always.”

She lost her robe as she climbed back onto the bed, positioned herself between them again, and with a sultry smirk to the lens, said, “Let’s give them something they’ll never forget.”

The cameras started rolling again, and then they laid her back.

Don kissed down her thighs as Bryce cupped her breasts. Bryce reached behind her and unclasped her bra completely, slipping the straps off her shoulders with slow, deliberate movements. The red lace slid down her arms, baring her full breasts completely as they spilled free, soft and heavy, nipples flushed and tight from all the teasing. Her tits bounced with every motion, now fully exposed and available for their touch and the camera’s gaze alike. One cock nudged her lips again, and she welcomed it with a breathless moan, licking around the swollen head before parting her mouth wide to take it in. The other cock pressed against her soaked slit, and with a slick, slow push, parted her folds and sank deep inside her. Jessica gasped—loud and unfiltered—her voice a broken cry of pleasure that

filled the room.

She pulled her mouth off Don’s cock with a wet pop, saliva clinging to her lips as she gasped for air and turned toward the camera, chest heaving. “You getting this, baby?” she panted between thrusts, turning toward the camera, sweat beading across her skin, hair clinging to her face in wild tendrils. Her eyes glimmered with arousal and pride, and when Mark didn’t answer, she knew why—his hands were shaking, too busy capturing every exquisite moment.

They began slow, deep strokes stretching her pussy and filling her throat in turns, each rhythm building heat that made her tremble. Bryce held her hips steady, his cock buried inside her from below as she bounced on him, her red heels pressed into the mattress, the curve of her spine forming an arc of raw surrender. Don’s cock glided in and out of her mouth, her lips stretched wide around his girth, drool spilling from the corners as her throat worked tirelessly to please.

She climbed higher on Bryce, her thighs tensing, her tits bouncing freely with each rise and fall, nipples flushed and aching from earlier teasing. The full-size mirror on the wall captured every angle—her flushed face, her toned body bathed in sweat and submission, her soaked thighs trembling from the growing ache of pleasure.

Mark circled them like an artist, framing every moment like living pornographic cinema—Jessica’s body in divine motion, her voice a symphony of lust, the red lace from her garters flashing like a warning before each orgasm rolled through her. Her mouth dropped open with a cry, eyes fluttering as she was taken, stretched, worshipped.

“Oh god, its so big, so deep, oh god. I love it, fuck me fuck me.”

She had never looked more breathtaking.

And then came the final act.

Don moved behind her again, and this time, the air shifted—charged with something deeper, slower, more focused. Jessica was already trembling, her body flushed and wet, her breathing ragged but hungry. She nodded quickly when they asked if she was ready, her eyes locked on Mark’s through the camera lens, a silent affirmation that this was something they had talked about, fantasized about, and now… it was real.

“Ready for this, babygirl?” one of them murmured into her ear, his voice low enough for the mic to pick up and almost reverent.

Jessica smiled, her lips parted, red and raw from all the sucking. “Only if my husband wants to watch.”

Mark mouthed silently from behind the lens, “I’m watching.”

She shivered.

They took their time, handling her like something sacred and untamed. Jessica was on her back now, legs spread and bent at the knees, her heels still strapped tight and high in the air. Bryce had settled behind her and between her thighs, his strong arms under her knees as he slowly eased his cock back inside her stilldripping pussy, her walls welcoming him with a quiver and a breathless moan. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, body arching with a delicious tremble.

Don moved in from the front, straddling Jessica’s hips as she lay pinned above Bryce, her legs still high and wide between them both. He leaned forward, his chest brushing hers, one hand steadying himself on the bed while the other guided his thick cock to her already-stretched entrance. Their bodies formed a perfect frame around her—Bryce’s strong arms cradling her from behind, his cock still buried inside her, while Don’s weight and heat pressed down from above. She was completely enveloped, sandwiched between them, her mouth falling open with a ragged gasp as the thick head of Don’s cock began to press forward, seeking space alongside the other inside her soaked, pulsing cunt. Jessica gasped when she felt him press forward, her wide eyes searching for Mark behind the camera. She nodded, biting her lip, her other hand gripping Bryce’s forearm like a lifeline.

They aligned carefully—Don still buried deep inside her, holding her steady from below, while Bryce shifted over her at a low angle, their hips working together slowly, inch by inch. The pressure built in pulses, her cunt trying to adjust to the impossible stretch as both thick shafts began to slide side by side into her drenched pussy—one slow thrust at a time.

Her cries were stuttered at first, drawn out moans caught between pleasure and strain. Her face was a portrait of flushed bliss, eyes fluttering shut and then flying open again, her entire body tensing as they took her deeper together. The wet sound of their movement, the deep groans from both men, and the trembling cadence of Jessica’s gasps filled the room.

The two men kept moving gently, their cocks pressed tightly together inside her, inching forward with maddening patience. She felt impossibly full, stretched to her absolute limits, and yet her body kept accepting more.

Jessica’s moans spilled louder as Bryce’s hands slid up her thighs, steadying her while Don leaned in to kiss her breasts, his fingers grazing over her sensitive nipples. She writhed between them, tears at the corners of her eyes—not from pain, but from sheer overwhelming sensation.

It was happening. She was taking both of them in the same hole. Slowly. Completely.

Jessica cried out, her nails digging into the sheets, her face twisted into a mask of near-pain, near-bliss. Mark captured every frame: the ripple of her stomach as she stretched, showing how far a foot of cock went inside her, apparently well above her navel, the twitch of her thighs, the gasp that broke into a sob as both cocks finally found a rhythm inside her.

She was gasping, shaking, writhing—but never saying stop. Her hands clawed for support, and her eyes fluttered back into her head before snapping open again to lock on the lens.

“Oh my god… fuck… I can feel both of you,” she panted. “So deep… so full. Oh my god you’re ruining me!”

Their hips rocked into her, careful and relentless, the two cocks sliding side by side inside her tight, soaked pussy. Each stroke was thick, dragging, wet, and Jessica’s body clung to them both, pulsing around them with every inward push.

Her jaw dropped open, her voice giving way to screams—raw and honest—punctuated by moans that shook with the force of what she was experiencing. Sweat beaded across her chest. Her hair clung to her back and shoulders. Her breasts bounced in wild rhythm, and her red heels kicked against the sheets.

She had never taken two before. Not like this. And yet here she was, her pussy split by two thick cocks, her body wrecked and radiant and worshipped.

She smiled through the haze of pleasure, her lips trembling but triumphant. A soft, broken moan of Mark’s name slipped from her throat, almost drowned by the slap of bodies. Then, catching her breath, she turned to the lens and winked—smeared, stretched, and glowing with filthy bliss. Another orgasm. And another.

And Mark kept filming. Every sound. Every tremble. Every time her eyes rolled back, and every time they came forward again—to find him, to let him know this was for him, too.

Mark moved in closer, lowering the camera to capture the exact point where the two thick cocks disappeared into Jessica’s stretched, soaked pussy. The viewfinder was filled with nothing but glistening flesh, twitching muscle, and obscene, perfect movement. Her folds were swollen, slick, parted impossibly wide around them both. Every time one cock thrust in, the other pulled out just slightly, and then they switched, a slow, alternating rhythm that made her cry out each time the push began again.

Jessica’s eyes fluttered, her body jolting with helpless spasms, hands seizing the sheets like a drowning woman clinging to a lifeline, her voice breaking into soft, desperate whimpers that caught between each wet slap of flesh so tightly her knuckles had gone pale. Her voice cracked, her thighs trembling, her pussy stretched impossibly wide around the two thick cocks sliding in perfect rhythm—one pushing in as the other pulled back. The internal sensation was maddening —she could feel every ridge, every throb, the unbearable pressure of two thick shafts grinding side by side in her cunt, each stroke like a battle for dominance, as if her body had become a tight velvet arena for their cocks to compete—throbbing, searing, rubbing with wet friction that sent bolts of pleasure up her spine in her soaked, fluttering cunt. “Please don’t stop—fuck—don’t you dare stop, I’m cumming again!” she screamed, her voice wild and broken.

Bryce grunted, grabbing her hips tighter, driving into her with a sharp thrust. “You feel how wide we’ve split this pussy? Bet it’s never going back now, huh? You’re hubby here isn’t going to even feel you after this.”

Don leaned close, his hand on her bouncing tits, eyes locked with the lens. “Guys are gonna jack off to this hole for years.”

Mark was right there, kneeling close, sweat dripping down his forehead as he kept filming. His lens stayed focused on the creamy mess already starting to gather between her thighs. He whispered under his breath, just loud enough for them all, “They’re going to blow their loads watching this. They’ve never seen you taken like this before.”

Jessica turned her head, tears streaking through her mascara, lips trembling as she whispered, “Fuck… this is everything I ever fantasized about… and he’s filming it all.” Her thighs were shaking violently now, her pussy stretched to its limits, yet still greedily clenching around them both. She’d lost count of how many times she’d cum—her body responding uncontrollably, every nerve ending lit up with each thrust, each angle, each brutal wave of pleasure.

“Fuck… I can feel everything,” she sobbed, voice breaking. “You’re both… you’re both inside me… I can feel you rubbing together.. oh god I’m so full, you’re stretching me, you’re stretching me…”

Bryce groaned, his pace starting to stutter. “I’m close—fuck, you feel unreal.”

Don growled, gripping Jessica’s hips tighter, his voice tight with restraint. “Don’t stop… keep squeezing us like that, baby. You’re gonna milk every drop.”

Their rhythm grew ragged now, slamming into her in perfect opposition—one in as the other slid out. The wet slap of their bodies echoed in the room, obscene and glorious. Mark zoomed in closer, catching the mess between her thighs, the way her pussy stretched and pulled, red and raw and dripping.

And then—Bryce buried himself deep, crying out her name as his cock pulsed and emptied inside her, filling her already-full pussy with heat. Don wasn’t far behind—he drove in hard, deep, her legs jerking up involuntarily as her pussy clenched once more around both of them.

“Fuck, I’m cumming—take it all, babygirl,” Don growled, holding himself there as his cock throbbed violently.

Jessica screamed, her orgasm bursting like a tidal wave behind her eyes, her entire body seizing with the kind of climax that blurred the line between ecstasy and overload, tears in her eyes, nails clawing at the sheets as she came undone around them both. Her pussy convulsed in wet, needy pulses, milking the final spurts of cum from both pulsing shafts now buried to the hilt inside her, their texture still firm and veined, twitching with every breathless heartbeat. Bryce threw his head back, panting as his cock pulsed in heavy waves, filling her completely with his heat, the thick load spilling past his shaft as her pussy squeezed him tighter still. Don gritted his teeth and slammed one final time into the overflowing mess, a deep, feral groan tearing from his throat as his own cock unleashed a second stream of hot, white release into her already stretched cunt. She gasped loudly, eyes wide and glassy, overwhelmed as her pussy stretched to accommodate the flood, the sensation of two full orgasms inside her making her sob with overstimulated bliss. Her body locked in trembling ecstasy, hips jolting, her skin flushed and glistening as her final climax rolled through her like a crashing wave.

Mark didn’t miss a second. The camera stayed trained on her wrecked pussy, capturing the moment both cocks slowly withdrew. Her folds remained wide open, swollen and twitching as thick cream oozed from her overstuffed hole, gaping open enough that one of them could have entered her now without touching. He shifted the lens lower, closer, whispering to himself, “That’s going to be the money shot.” He zoomed all the way in, capturing the thick, hot ropes of cum spilling down her thighs and pooling at the edge of her stocking tops. Zooming in to show the exposed interior of her tunnel, open and gaping, pulsing red and coated in cum everywhere he focused. Every drop. Every tremble. Every glisten of raw, used skin. It was his masterpiece, thick and glistening with the shared mess of their release. Creamy white cum spilled from her gaping hole in slow, steady drips and clumps, coating her inner thighs, soaking the stockings and the bedsheets. It was raw. It was beautiful. This mattress was going to be permanently ruined.

Jessica collapsed forward, utterly limp and trembling. Her body quaked with the aftermath, and laughter spilled from her lips—soft, wrecked, glowing. Bryce and Don leaned in to kiss her shoulders, murmuring praise and adoration as they withdrew gently from her still-fluttering cunt.

Mark lowered the camera, breathless.

Jessica rolled her head toward him, her voice soft, wrecked, happy.

“Think the fans are gonna like that one?”

Mark could barely nod.

He already knew they would.

The room simmered in the heavy silence of satisfaction, thick with the remnants of moans, sweat, and everything primal that had unfolded just moments ago. The scent of sex clung to the air like a decadent fog—musky, intoxicating, and laced with the faded sweetness of Jessica’s skin and perfume, still emanating from the wrinkled sheets where she had surrendered it all. Light streamed in through the tall windows, casting golden streaks across the wrinkled bedsheets and smeared mirrors. The camera’s red recording light still blinked gently, unnoticed for now.

Bryce lay sprawled against the headboard, his broad chest rising and falling with slow, steady breaths, his cock still softening, streaked with Jessica’s cum and his own. Don had flopped onto the velvet couch nearby, legs stretched out, an arm thrown lazily over his eyes as he downed half a bottle of chilled water in one long, thirsty gulp. Both men looked sated, flushed, and deeply satisfied.

Jessica, meanwhile, was still on the bed, knees bent, heels still strapped tightly on, her thighs glistening with the creamy mess now cooling between them. Her red lipstick was smeared, her blonde hair a tangle of wild waves, and her face still bore the dazed, radiant glow of a woman thoroughly and lovingly ruined.

But even through her wrecked high, her eyes were searching.

They landed on Mark.

He had never stopped recording. His hands were steady again, though his breath still came in quick, shallow draws. He looked shaken… in awe, in disbelief, and most of all, achingly hard.

Jessica smiled.

She shifted onto all fours with a sultry sway of her hips, her glossy thighs parting slowly, teasingly, as she began to crawl toward him with a deliberate, almost predatory grace. Her bare breasts hung heavy beneath her, swaying slightly with each movement, the red lace marks from her discarded bra still faint on her flushed skin. Strands of tousled blonde hair fell across her face, her eyes locked onto his like a cat stalking its prey. Every inch she moved was a show: the slow arch of her back, the sensual roll of her hips, the way her nails lightly traced the mattress as she made her way toward the edge of the bed. When she reached him, she rose up on her knees and leaned in, her fingers sliding under his shirt to rest on the bare skin of his stomach, warm and electric. Her voice, still raw from moaning, dropped to a tender murmur laced with affection and heat.

“Put the camera down, baby,” she whispered, eyes locked on his. “This part’s just for us.”

Mark hesitated—but only for a second. He reached over and gently powered off the camera, the red light fading to black with a soft click. Then, setting it aside on the nightstand, he let himself finally sink into the moment—just her, just him, not for the audience, not for the lens—only the two of them and everything they had built together.

She unzipped his pants slowly, carefully, her fingers trembling not with nerves, but with the overwhelming tenderness of the moment.

“That was a lot, huh?” she murmured, glancing up at him with a lazy smile as she freed his cock, already straining and twitching from being denied for so long. “But you’re still the one I want to finish with.”

Mark’s breath hitched as her fingers wrapped around him, her touch so familiar and intimate compared to everything that had come before. She stroked him slowly, lovingly, her eyes never leaving his.

“I’d love for you to fuck me in my pussy,” she said, her voice teasing, full of affection. “But I don’t think your cock—or my pussy—is going to feel anything after that stretch I just took from those two gods. I can still feel the room air flowing inside me, it might be a while before I stop gaping.”

She giggled softly, kissed his tip, and whispered, “So how about my mouth?”

And with that, she took him in.

It wasn’t frantic or messy—it was indulgent. Jessica lowered her mouth onto him with a sultry precision that had Mark groaning before her lips even sealed around the head. Her tongue flicked and teased with a practiced elegance, tracing the underside of his shaft in slow, worshipful laps before swirling around the tip and pulling him deeper.

Her hands explored—one stroking his length when her mouth slipped off momentarily with a wet pop, the other fondling his balls with gentle, rolling pressure that made his hips jerk toward her mouth instinctively. She didn’t flinch. She welcomed it.

She moaned low in her throat as he hit the back, then pushed further—her eyes watering just enough to glisten as she pushed past her own limits. Her nose brushed against his skin, her cheeks flushed with effort and raw want, and when she pulled back, she looked up with lips slick, breathing heavy, and whispered, “God, I missed the taste of you.”

Mark’s fingers tangled tighter in her hair, his head dropping back, breath staggered. Jessica smiled, then opened her mouth wide, letting her spit drip from her tongue onto his shaft, stroking it in with her palm before going back down on him with more hunger.

Now she bobbed slowly but deeply, letting him feel the warmth of her throat with every pass, the suction intensifying as her pace quickened. Her eyes locked with his, burning with intimacy and filth all at once, letting him see how much she needed this too. She groaned against him, the vibrations shooting straight through his core.

He was already on edge—too teased, too wound up—and it didn’t take long. His thighs tensed, his stomach clenched, and Jessica felt it, deep in her throat, right before the first spurt hit. She didn’t break eye contact, didn’t pull away. She took it all—swallowed it down eagerly, her throat flexing as she milked every last drop from him.

Even then, she didn’t stop. She licked him clean with slow, adoring strokes, kissing the sensitive underside with her soft lips, humming softly as if she was savoring the aftertaste.

She pulled back only when he softened, her lips red and slick, her cheeks flushed, and her eyes full of soft pride.

She leaned up and kissed him—slow, deep, wet. He tasted himself on her lips.

“That one,” she whispered, lips still wet from him, “wasn’t for the fans, or the money, or the game—it was for you. Just you. Always you.”

The camera sat forgotten on the nightstand, silent and dark, its job done—no longer a witness, no longer needed. Across the room, Bryce still lounged back against the headboard, scrolling lazily through his phone with a knowing grin, while Don still stretched out on the couch, sipping water and occasionally glancing over with amused approval. They’d seen the way Jessica worshipped her husband’s cock—tender, devoted, and filthy in all the right ways—and it made the entire night feel like something worth remembering.

But Jessica and Mark? They were wrapped in their own world—every breath, every heartbeat syncing like a secret rhythm only they could hear. Her head rested against his softening cock, his fingers stroking through her hair with a reverence that said more than words ever could. The warmth between them had nothing to do with sex anymore—it was love, raw and pulsing, too sacred for cameras or company. In that quiet center of the room, they belonged only to each other.

Night had fully settled outside, a deep navy veil blanketing the skyline, city lights flickering in distant windows by the time the bulls had cleaned up, dressed, and made their way out. There was no rush, no awkwardness. They moved like professionals, but with a casual familiarity, trading grins and a few appreciative nods toward Jessica as they gathered their things. Bryce gave Mark a firm handshake, a low, approving chuckle under his breath. Don winked as he adjusted his jacket, tossing out a breezy, “You two make magic together,” before slipping out the door.

The suite slowly quieted, the lingering traces of the evening still heavy in the air—sex, sweat, and something far deeper beneath. Jessica padded softly back from the door, having locked it behind them, her skin bare beneath a terry robe she hadn’t bothered to tie shut. Her hair was still damp from the shower she’d taken with Mark—tender, slow, their hands having moved more like a lullaby than foreplay, soothing away the night’s intensity with warm water and gentle touches. Her lips were slightly swollen from all the worship she’d both given and received, and her smile was soft, almost dreamy, shaped by the kind of connection that only deepened in the quiet after.

Mark was now on the bed, propped up against the headboard, laptop open beside him, the camera’s memory card slotted in. Footage rolled across the screen —frames of Jessica between two hard, glistening bodies; of her eyes burning into the lens while her pussy stretched around two cocks; of her mouth opening to moan as she came again, and again, and again.

Jessica climbed onto the bed and curled beside him, folding her limbs into his like she always had, resting her cheek against his bare chest. His arm wrapped instinctively around her shoulder, pulling her close. For a while, they didn’t speak. They just listened—to their own quiet breaths, to the faint hum of the city beyond the windows, and to the sound of moans and wet heat echoing softly from the laptop speakers.

Then Mark broke the silence, his voice low and uncertain.

“I don’t know what to feel sometimes.”

Jessica didn’t pull away.

He sighed, letting his fingers trail gently through her hair. “But I know I’ve never loved you more.”

She lifted her head, just enough to meet his eyes.

“That,” she whispered, smiling so tenderly it almost hurt, “means more than any amount of money ever will.”

She kissed his chest, right over his heart, and rested there again.

The footage played on. Jessica reached over to scroll back, pausing on a frame where Mark had caught her mid-climax—eyes wide, body suspended in pleasure, lips parted in something holy. She laughed gently, shaking her head.

“You really got every second, huh?”

Mark smiled, tracing a lazy circle along her bare shoulder. “Every single one.”

They stayed that way for a while, replaying moments, pausing when something made her blush or made him groan, then kissing in between—slowly, naturally, like nothing needed to be rushed.

Outside, the sky continued to darken. Inside, wrapped up in each other and the quiet hum of memory, they felt a new chapter beginning—not one dictated by fame or fetish, but by how deeply they’d come to understand each other, how far they could go when they chose it together.

And that—above all else—was what turned them on the most.

Three weeks later…

Jessica stood barefoot by the floor-to-ceiling windows of their high-rise apartment, bathed in the golden glow of the city skyline. The lights below twinkled like stars trapped in glass, casting soft, shifting patterns across her legs and the hem of the oversized t-shirt she wore—one of Mark’s old ones, worn thin from years of use and countless washes. It barely reached mid-thigh, hugging her in places it had never been meant to, draping loose in others. Her nipples subtly outlined the faded fabric, and the curve of her hips was visible where the cotton clung, warmed by the heat of her body.

Her blonde hair was tied in a lazy bun, a few wild strands spilling down the nape of her neck, slightly damp from the shower they’d shared earlier. In one hand, she held her phone, its screen casting a pale glow onto her face, a dozen notifications blinking at her.

Behind her, Mark was seated at their sleek dining table, a coffee cup steaming beside him as he scrolled slowly through the analytics dashboard. His laptop screen reflected back graphs and bars—numbers that confirmed what they already knew. The DVP scene had blown up beyond anything they had imagined.

It hadn’t just performed well—it had gone viral.

Clips were spreading like wildfire. Reddit threads dissected her expressions, her moans, her dirty talk, and her submission. Edits circulated on Twitter and other sites with slowed-down footage of her sandwiched between two muscular men, intercut with reaction videos and lustful comments. Some dubbed it the ultimate cuckold scene. Some trolls even took shots at Mark in social media—mocking him, calling him names he might’ve flinched at three or four months ago. But now? He didn’t care. Not even a little. Because none of them could possibly understand what he and Jessica had. Not the love. Not the trust. Not the electric, raw intimacy they’d built, woven tighter with every shoot and every whispered “good boy.” And especially not the filthy, unrelenting flood of money pouring in by the minute. Let them talk. Let them laugh. This was something deeper. This was theirs. A few praised its rawness, the beauty in her surrender, and the sheer professionalism of the filming. The analytics agreed—views, tips, and subscribers had surged. Jessica’s fanbase had tripled in under a month. Their revenue had more than doubled.

And now… there was something else.

Jessica turned around, phone still glowing in her hand. Her expression was unreadable for a moment—serious, contemplative, distant. Then her lips twitched, curving into the slow, knowing smile Mark had come to associate with both mischief and business.

“You need to see this,” she said, her voice soft and teasing as she padded across the room, the hem of the shirt bouncing against her thighs. She straddled him in one smooth motion, curling into his lap with the easy comfort of a woman who knew she was loved—and worshipped.

Mark let out a small exhale as she settled against him, his hands instinctively going to her waist. She handed him the phone, watching his face as he read.

Elite Invitation: Hotwife Creators Private Weekend - Las Vegas.

You are invited to participate in a premium no-cuts livestreamed event for top fans.

All scenes performed live. Real-time requests. Tipping-enabled. High-value donations may allow physical participation if mutually agreed.

He blinked, then looked again, then stared at her.

“Is this… real?”

Jessica grinned, taking the phone back to scroll through the rest of the invite. There were names—big names. Schedules, categories, tip tiers, and performer perks. It was an exclusive gathering of the hottest couples and creators in the lifestyle, all in one place, performing live for elite subscribers with zero edits, zero do-overs, and every moan broadcasted unfiltered.

Mark’s pulse quickened.

It was no longer just about videos or clips. This was the next level—an interactive, immersive experience where fans could tip to have things done in real time… and maybe even show up in person if the creators allowed it.

He felt the tension in his groin rise as the weight of the offer settled into his chest.

Jessica shifted on his lap, and that was all it took.

She felt the hardness growing beneath her and smiled, slow and sly. She ground her hips down into his, the friction sending a soft gasp from both of them. Her bare thighs pressed around his as she leaned forward, placing a kiss just beneath his jaw, letting her lips trail up to his ear.

“Think we’re ready for that?” she whispered.

She rolled her hips again, grinding into the outline of his cock with a teasing pressure that made him groan. Mark swallowed hard, his hands now clenching her ass beneath the t-shirt.

He didn’t answer right away. Because deep down, even through the arousal, even through the dizzying cocktail of pride, submission, curiosity, and hunger… he truly didn’t know.

But he was curious.

Jessica’s phone chimed again.

She glanced down, still rocking gently in his lap, and her eyes went wide. Her tongue slid out to wet her lips as she turned the screen toward him.

Ping.

VIP Tier Unlocked: $5,000 donation.

Fan request: To join the Vegas livestream and fuck you live.

Jessica let out a small laugh, the kind that was half disbelieving and half turned on. Her cheeks flushed with heat, and her body practically vibrated against his.

“Looks like someone really wants a front row seat,” she murmured, letting the words drip slowly into his ear.

Mark’s heart pounded. He couldn’t look away.

The screen cast a soft glow over her face as she looked down at him, her eyes alight with excitement and challenge.

And then the screen faded to black.

***

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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