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Author note

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for sticking with me this far. If you've made it to Book 4, you already know this series has been one long, hot ride, and your reviews, ratings, and encouraging words are what keep me going (and keep Mark denied 😉). Your support means the world.

If you're new here: Heyya! You’re diving into the middle of an ongoing, steamy story. For the full experience (the teasing, the slow burn, the first cracks in Mark and Jessica’s journey) I highly recommend starting from the beginning. You can find the full series here:
👉 https://mybook.to/SgSh0cC

To my returning readers: welcome back, my wicked-minded favorites. You already know things are only going to get filthier.

Now let’s begin.

~ Emily Felix 💋



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. 

***


Chapter 1

The morning sun poured through the high-rise windows, painting golden stripes across the hardwood floor as Jessica padded barefoot through the apartment. The air was still thick with the scent of last night… her perfume, their wine, the faint hint of her most recent orgasm still lingering on the sheets. Mark was asleep, sprawled diagonally across their California king, one arm hanging limp off the edge, the other draped over her pillow like he’d been clinging to her scent. She didn’t disturb him. He’d earned the rest.

Their Las Vegas trip had ended with a bang — literally. Her last upload, a dominant gangbang filmed with those eager, hard cocked men, had shattered their previous tip records. Fans couldn’t get enough of her. Of them. Of the way Mark’s steady hand captured every filthy angle, how Jessica’s moans sounded so sincere… because they were. She wasn’t faking. Not when three cameras caught every slick moment of her being pinned between those ravenous cocks all night. The comments had poured in: "Best one yet," "I came three times," "She’s a goddess."

It's been a few week now since that trip and she hadn't filmed any new content except a few solo videos, a couple of long, drawn-out POV edging sessions where she gave Mark slow, aching handjobs and sloppy, spit-slick blowjobs, never letting him cum, only whispering filth into the lens about how she saves the real orgasms for the studs who actually deserve it. She made it feel like the viewer was in Mark's place, helpless and aching, watching the woman they worship get wetter at the thought of someone else stretching her out—just like Mark had heard so many times before, only this time, he wasn't just hearing it for the fans.

Those filthy words slipping from her lips, the way she moaned about other cocks ruining her, how she cooed that no guy with this cock could ever keep up… those words weren’t just for the camera, they were for him. She made him wait, made him edge for hours, whispering all those nasty, humiliating things that had him leaking until she finally gave him permission to cum. It was never quick. By the time she let him spill, it was a desperate, ball-emptying orgasm that left him dazed and trembling. And when the filming cut, she didn’t stop teasing. In fact, once the camera was off, it was like something inside them both snapped loose. They fucked like the world was ending. Mark couldn’t believe how his cock got hard again so soon after such intense edging, but somehow, it did. Jessica climbed onto him like a woman possessed, riding him with the same filthy hunger she gave those bulls on camera, moaning in his ear that no one else got this version of her.

And through it all, Mark had come to accept something raw and undeniable—that while her pussy was no longer just his, her heart still was. She showed him that in the quiet moments no one saw. Surprising him with his favorite meal, booking late-night movie dates, snuggling in his lap like nothing else mattered. Anyone who didn't recognize her saw them in public, holding hands and laughing like high school sweethearts, would think they were just madly in love. And they’d be right. If only they knew the things she did once the camera started rolling. She also did a weekend live stream with her fan-controllable vibrator, where the highest tippers were able to take control of her vibrator remotely for a set time... she was pushed to multiple orgasms that night, along with making a huge bag at the end of it. But today, Jessica’s mind wasn’t on past wins.

Today, she was chasing the next wave.

She wore one of Mark’s old white t-shirts, oversized and thin enough to let her nipples breathe through the fabric, and a pair of black cotton panties with a stretched waistband. Her ass peeked out every time she shifted on the couch, legs tucked under her, thighs bare. A tumbler of iced matcha rested beside her knee, condensation wetting the fabric.

Her thumb scrolled lazily across the feed, clips from other creators, mostly forgettable. Until one caught her attention. A grainy video: bad lighting, shaky handheld angles, the unmistakable sound of a dorm room mattress squeaking under inexperienced thrusts. The guy, clearly young and with zero experience, looked like he’d just wandered into manhood yesterday. His voice cracked when he said her name. Not Jessica, but another creator’s name. He was breathless, sloppy, and overwhelmed. And the comments were exploding.

Jessica sat up straighter, adjusting her shirt as she tapped into the metrics. Her mind was already racing, connecting dots before the video even ended. She knew this game. She'd mastered it. But this?! This was a fresh hunt. These college ‘men’ – if you can even call them that, full of cocky grins and flimsy bravado, had no idea what they'd be walking into. They'd think they were the ones in control, that fucking someone like her was their ultimate fantasy. But Jessica? She was the real deal. She was the kind of woman who didn't just let you inside, she took what she wanted and made you thank her for it. These guys would fold under her touch. They’d twitch and gasp like it was the first time they'd ever been kissed. And it turned her on, knowing that she'd be the one to make them unravel on camera while Mark watched through the lens, hard as fuck and completely addicted to the sight of his wife reducing another man to a trembling, cock-drained mess.

She imagined it vividly… guiding them with her voice, her lips, her cunt. Letting them think they were fucking her when really, she was taking something from them. Probably their first, but definitely their best. She'd be their fantasy. Her fans wouldn’t just watch. They’d feel it. The amateur charm. The power dynamic. The raw dominance of a woman who knew her worth and wielded it like a weapon. The video uploaded by this creator already had nearly ten thousand in tips. Fifty thousand likes. A hundred thousand views in just over a weekend. She watched it again. The rawness. The authenticity. The fantasy of a boy living out his dream—burying his cock into a woman way out of his league while the whole world watched.

She smirked.

“Mark,” she called softly, not loud enough to wake him yet. Her voice was more like a purr. She stayed seated, watching the video a third time. This wasn’t just a one-off. Another clip surfaced. Then another. Different creators. Different boys. The same amateur allure. The same wide-eyed expression of someone just discovering what a wet pussy felt like.

She reached for her iPad, opening their own analytics dashboard. Their most-viewed amateur videos, the Tinder guys from months ago, were still climbing. One of them, a 23-year-old gymhead with awkward hips and a six-pack, had pulled in more residuals than a studio-grade DP scene.

Mark shuffled behind her. “Mmm. You’re up early.”

Jessica glanced over her shoulder. He was shirtless, boxers low on his hips, hair a mess. She bit her lip.

“Come look at this,” she said, patting the couch. "It’s going viral."

He sat beside her, eyes still heavy with sleep as she handed him the tablet. He squinted at the screen.

“Is this…?” he began.

“College guys. First timers,” Jessica said. Her voice had a teasing lilt, like she was already tasting the idea. “Clumsy, sweet, overwhelmed. And completely obsessed with being inside a woman who actually knows how to fuck.”

Mark chuckled, still watching. "Jesus, that kid's going to cum just from being touched."

“Exactly,” she said, eyes gleaming. “And people love it.”

She scooted closer, curling her legs into his lap. “Remember that guy from Tinder? The one who shot his first load sooner than he would've completed a rep?”

Mark nodded, smiling. “You told him it was okay and then edged him for twenty minutes after before climbing on him.”

Jessica’s grin widened. “Yeah. That video has more saves than any of our pro stuff.”

She leaned in, resting her head against his shoulder. “I think we’re looking at the next trend. And we need to ride it now. Before it gets saturated.”

Mark looked at her, really looked. The fire was back in her eyes. The predator gleam she got when she spotted an opportunity. The same look she had when she pitched their first collab almost a year ago. The same spark that turned their marriage into an empire.

“Where?” he asked.

She raised her brows, smirking. “Where else do you find horny guys with too much ego and zero experience?”

He blinked. “...Spring Break?”

She nodded slowly. “Miami. We’ll book the suite. Bring the gear. A couple cameras, but nothing too professional. It has to feel messy, real, like a horny dream come true. I’ll wear one of those tiny beach coverups that show off everything but hide just enough to get them following me around with their cocks twitching.”

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping as she let the fantasy spill. “I’ll pick one out from the crowd… some young guy with wide eyes and zero idea what to do with his hands. I’ll ask him if he wants to hang out, take him upstairs, and act like it’s just casual. But the second that door closes, I’ll press him against the wall, whisper that I’ve seen how he looks at me. I’ll undress slowly, inch by inch, until he’s shaking just watching my tits spill out. I’ll tell him he doesn’t need to be perfect, just to follow my lead. And when I drop to my knees and pull his cock out for the first time…” she trailed off, grinning darkly, “...Mark, he’ll probably cum before I even touch my tongue to it.”

Mark swallowed hard, his cock already stirring. She knew exactly how to make him throb.

“And you,” she continued, curling her fingers around his waistband, “you’ll be right there with the camera, watching every twitch, every nervous gulp, catching every second of me breaking a college student in. Letting our fans feel like they’re right there, watching me take his V-card and turn him into a shaky, moaning mess.”

Then her voice dropped even lower, dripping with heat. “And the best part? When it’s done, when he’s lying there stunned and covered in sweat, I’ll kiss his cheek and send him on his way like a good little boy. And then I’ll come right back to you—wet, creampied, aching to be filled by my favourite cuck”

Mark’s breath hitched. He was throbbing now, struggling not to moan.

She tilted her head, letting her shirt slip off one shoulder, nipple nearly exposed. “We film their first real fuck.”

Mark exhaled, already half-hard from the idea. "You really think they’ll go for it?"

Jessica climbed into his lap, straddling him lazily, her panties damp against his boxers. “Baby, these boys grew up jerking off to women like me. If I even blink in their direction, they’ll drop to their knees. And when I take off my top?”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “It’s like I just gave them their first erection.”

Mark groaned, his hands sliding under the hem of her shirt.

But Jessica pulled back, teasing. “Not yet. We’ve got planning to do.”

He watched her stand, her ass jiggling beneath the thin cotton, and disappear into the bedroom to grab her laptop.

This wasn’t just a wild idea. This was content gold. A spring break sex series with wide-eyed guys getting their first real taste of a woman like Jessica—filmed raw, amateur, authentic. And Mark would be right there, behind the lens, watching every second.

He already knew he’d be hard the entire trip.

So would they.


Chapter 2

A week later, they touched down in Miami.

It was chaos. Spring Break in full swing, the airport buzzing with packs of shirtless frat boys, sunburnt tourists, and influencers filming every step like their lives depended on it. Jessica walked beside Mark in oversized black sunglasses, the kind that covered half her face, her blonde hair loose and swaying behind her as she strutted through the terminal like she was already being filmed. Her travel outfit struck the perfect balance between sexy and effortless, a soft white tank tucked loosely into high-waisted linen pants that hugged her hips and swayed with each step, hinting at the curves beneath without putting them on full display. A light denim jacket hung open over her shoulders, and her strappy sandals clicked faintly against the terminal floor. The look was breezy, stylish, and still enough to draw more than a few wandering eyes, especially when the Miami heat pressed the fabric close to her body, revealing the outline of her braless chest beneath the tank.

Mark noticed the reactions. He always did. The way teens gawked. The way grown men, besides their wives, pretended not to look but failed miserably. Jessica didn’t just own the room; she suspended it. Even the TSA agent had done a double-take.

Their Uber ride to the hotel was quiet, but charged. Jessica scrolled through DMs, fans already asking if she was in Miami, recognizing the skyline she’d posted earlier that morning. One message stood out: “Spring Break in Miami? Say it ain’t so 😩 Can I take you out for a drink before I leave? Been dreaming of you since I found your videos.”

She smirked, locked her phone, and slid her hand over to Mark’s thigh. “They’re already lining up,” she whispered.

Their suite was on the 50th floor. Floor-to-ceiling glass, a panoramic view of the ocean, and more space than they’d need, but perfect for filming. Mark unpacked the gear: tripods, mics, lights, GoPros. Jessica walked barefoot through the suite, already assessing her angles, the balcony, the bed, the bathroom mirror. She paused at the vanity, checking her reflection in the glass and pulling the hair tie from her wrist to twist her blonde hair into a messy knot. Then she padded toward the closet and flung it open, sifting through her suitcase. She held up two options for her daytime change—a plunging sundress and a barely-there mesh crop set—and grinned, choosing the one that would make teenage heads spin. She began to change right there in the middle of the room, slipping the tank over her head and tossing it onto a chair, her nipples hard from the air conditioning. Mark glanced up from where he was untangling a tripod cable. She smirked and unclasped her bra slowly, letting it fall to the floor.

"They’re not ready for this," she murmured, talking more to herself than him. She stepped into her tiny denim shorts, tugging them up over her hips, then pulled on the mesh crop top, letting it fall into place over her bare chest.

By the time Mark stood up and opened the balcony doors, she was done.

Mark opened the balcony doors, letting in the humid breeze and the distant thump of music from the beach. As the air swept into the suite, Jessica reappeared from the bathroom after freshening up her makeup, looking every bit the Miami fantasy come to life. Her outfit was anything but subtle… but the perfect one for a weekend like this: in the neon orange mesh crop top with no bra, her nipples were faintly and almost clearly visible with every shift of fabric, and paired with the tight, high-rise denim shorts that clung to her ass like they were painted on, she looked every bit of a young mans fantasy, something like straight out of a magazine cover. Her thighs flexed with every step, smooth and tanned, the kind of body that made people turn their heads in waves.

She turned toward him just before stepping outside, her voice low and syrupy. "What do you think? Too much for a Friday afternoon?" she asked, running her hands slowly down the curve of her waist and letting the crop top rise just a bit higher, nipples peeking through the mesh. Mark didn’t answer immediately; his eyes had already answered for him. She grinned, satisfied, and then turned and stepped outside, leaning over the railing, letting the wind lift her hair, giving him the exact kind of tease she knew he wanted to catch on camera. She didn’t fix the top. She wanted it to shift, to tease, to flash just enough. She knew he was filming.

“Get my back,” she said, looking over her shoulder. Mark raised the camera and caught the slow arch of her spine as she leaned forward, stretching.

The camera loved her. More importantly, so did her fans.

He got some B-roll: her sipping an iced cocktail on the balcony, her eyes half-lidded and glinting with mischief. Later, down at the pool, surrounded by a flood of barely clothed bodies, bronzed boys, and sun-drenched girls, Jessica disappeared into the restroom for a quick change. Inside, she locked the door behind her, pulled out her phone, and snapped a quick selfie in the mirror, one hand tugging the waistband of her shorts low, the other lifting her crop top just high enough to tease her fans with underboob. She sent it to her story with a simple caption: "About to cause some chaos 🔥🏍️."

She took her time changing, slipping into the electric blue bikini with deliberate slowness. The bottoms hugged her hips high, just barely covering her pussy, and the tiny top did even less work. She adjusted the straps again and again until her nipples were covered—but only just. She leaned in toward the mirror and bit her lower lip, imagining how the boys outside would react the second they saw her step into the sun.

When she reappeared from the restroom, heads turned. One guy in a backward cap physically stopped walking to stare. Another, already sitting poolside with his phone out, lowered it slowly as she passed. A group of college boys lounging near the water nudged each other, eyes following the sway of her hips. One of them shifted awkwardly and grabbed for a towel—clearly trying to cover something up.

Jessica noticed it all.

Mark did too, and he kept filming from far afar.

The bikini clung to her tits and ass like it was holding on for its life. The strings at her hips sat high and thin, her more-than-handful breasts nearly spilling from the tiny triangles of fabric, nipples just barely covered but clearly outlined. She adjusted the bottoms once by the pool's edge, making sure the bow sat high on her hipbone. She moved slowly, deliberately, knowing full well Mark’s lens was following her every move. The slow-motion shake of her hips as she walked toward the loungers looked effortless, but it was all precision. Jessica played to the lens like it was her lover, teasing without even trying.

Later, they hit the boardwalk. It was packed, sweaty bodies, beach balls, neon drinks in hollowed-out pineapples. Jessica kept her bikini top hidden under a breezy open shirt, tied just under her chest, still braless. Her shorts looked tighter in the daylight, every bounce and sway of her hips drawing attention.

She was testing her pull. And it was working.

They passed a beachfront bar crowded with half-drunk college boys and girls, the kind of place pulsing with bass and testosterone. Jessica slowed her pace just slightly, sunglasses on, lips parted in a soft, unreadable smile. Three guys leaned against the rail; one shirtless, one with a vape (clearly a CBD one), the third still in swim trunks and drenched from a dip. All three noticed her. All three stared.

She made eye contact with the one in the middle with the vape. Dark hair, lean, clearly buzzed, and trying to act cooler than he was. Her gaze held his for a second longer than needed, just long enough for something primal to register in his expression: lust, confusion, disbelief. Then she looked away like nothing happened, like he wasn’t even there.

Mark saw it all. He didn’t say anything... he didn’t need to. Jessica’s little smile told him everything.

They walked on, but the moment lingered.

Later that day, she would mention them again.

She leaned in a little too close to the waiter at their counter when she ordered their drinks, her fingers grazing his knuckles as she handed over the card. The guy, who couldn’t have been more than nineteen, blushed, tried to cover it with a smirk, and stared at her tits long after he should’ve turned away. Jessica didn’t say a word, just let it happen.

Mark caught it all… subtle glances, lingering stares, the way groups of college guys tried to look casual as they blatantly stared while she walked past.

“They don’t know what to do with themselves,” he murmured.

Jessica just smiled, eyes hidden behind her shades. “That’s the point.”

Back at the suite after lunch, she reviewed the footage, legs stretched out across the couch, one hand slowly circling the lip of her cocktail glass. "That guy at the bar," she said casually, not looking up. "The one with the vape? He couldn't stop staring. Think he'd have the balls to come upstairs if I asked?"

Mark sat at the edge of the bed, the camera still in his hands, but his eyes were locked on the screen. He'd been reviewing the same clip over and over, the one with the nineteen-year-old waiter. Every time the boy’s hand brushed hers, every time his eyes dropped to her tits, Mark’s breathing changed. His cock had started to stiffen beneath his shorts, and now, without even meaning to, he was palming it lightly through the fabric. Jessica saw him. She didn’t say anything. She just took a slow sip of her wine and let the tension build.

Her phone buzzed again; another DM. She unlocked it and scrolled, reading a few aloud in that low, amused voice she used when she was teasing.

“I’ve been jerking off to you since senior year... can I be in your next video?” she read, raising an eyebrow. “Bet I’d last longer than that guy in the hotel room video.” She laughed softly. “They’re so cute when they don’t know what they’re asking for.”

Mark swallowed, his hand still between his legs.

Jessica dragged a finger down the middle of her thigh. “They’re ready,” she said, her voice like silk. “And I think later… we let one of them find out what it feels like to fuck their fantasy.” She paused, eyes fixed on the ceiling as if playing the scene in her head. “Some shy, cocky little freshman. The type who thinks watching porn has prepared him for me.” Her fingers danced along her inner thigh now, slow and absentminded. “I want to watch his hands shake when he tries to undo my shorts… hear the little gasp when he realizes I’m not wearing panties underneath. I want to see that exact second he realizes this is real… that he’s inside a woman like me. That he’s in over his head.”

Mark let out a small, involuntary breath. His cock throbbed under his palm, twitching with each filthy word that slipped from her lips. It wasn’t just arousal; it was helplessness. This wasn’t his fantasy anymore. It was hers. And he was lucky enough to sit front row.

His stomach turned with something he couldn’t quite name… lust and longing, pride and humiliation all at once. He didn’t say anything. He just nodded slowly, as if agreeing with the truth of it. Jessica smiled, pleased.

"And the best part?" she added, voice honey-slow. "He'll cum in under two minutes, trembling and apologizing like a boy who just lost control. And I’ll stroke his hair and whisper, ‘It’s okay, baby... happens your first time.’" She turned her head to look at Mark, her smile wicked. "Typical."

Mark’s throat worked around a swallow. His cock twitched again, harder now. The image of it all, her words, her tone… it undid something in him.

He leaned forward slightly, the words almost catching in his throat, but still spilling out. “Do you want me to find him?”

Jessica’s gaze didn’t waver. Her smirk deepened. "No need, honey," she purred. "They’ll find us." She reached for him then, sliding closer across the couch. Her hand moved to his lap, cupping the hard shape beneath his shorts, fingers curling around it possessively. "Thank you for offering," she added, her voice a sultry whisper just before she leaned in and pressed a wet, lingering kiss on his lips—slow, warm, full of wicked promise. She didn’t pull away immediately, just hovered close, smirking against his mouth, her palm still slowly stroking him. She knew how horny this made him as much as it did for her.

She moved back, stretched, satisfied, and turned her attention back to her phone.

"Hold on to that hard on baby... we’re just getting started." she smiled, almost deliciously devious.

Mark was already reaching for the spare batteries for the camera.


Chapter 3

Late afternoon. Rooftop pool. The Miami sun dipped low, turning everything a shade of amber and gold. Bass from the adults-only pool speakers pulsed like a second heartbeat, thudding beneath the chatter, the splash of bodies in chlorinated water, the laughter and clink of plastic cups.

Jessica leaned against the glass railing in a new bikini, white this time, thinner than regulation, with high-cut sides that elongated her legs and made her ass look criminal. Mark stayed behind her, a satchel slung low, catching the way her hair shimmered in the dying light on his phone. He was filming casually. But they were both hunting now.

She stretched out on a lounger by the edge of the pool, her body already drawing attention like gravity. She let her back arch slightly, her breasts rising against the thin fabric of her bikini as she adjusted the straps… once, twice, until her nipples brushed the edge of exposure. Mark, lounging a few chairs away with a drink and his phone angled just so, knew what she was doing. She wasn’t just showing off; she was baiting.

She dipped her fingers in the ice water of her glass and let a few drops roll down her chest, then caught them with the edge of her tongue. She reached for the sunscreen, pretending to be casual as she slid it over her thighs, then her belly, then lower still, slow strokes that made more than one nearby guy drop his sunglasses to stare.

It was then, through her lashes, that she spotted him. A guy… barely that. Skinny, flustered, sitting on a sun-warmed lounge chair with a soda cupped in both hands like he didn’t trust himself not to spill. Baseball cap forward, tank top hanging off one shoulder, and a pair of swim trunks just slightly too big for his bony hips. He looked like he’d either just finished growing or still hadn’t.

He saw her.

And then looked away.

And then back again—twice.

Jessica smiled, slow and very intentional. Her hips swayed as she made her way toward the drinks table, knowing he was watching. Her voice was syrupy sweet when she returned with a water bottle and made a show of taking a slow sip, licking the drop from her lip with exaggerated ease.

"You watch my stuff?"

The boy nearly choked on his drink. His head snapped toward her, eyes wide.

"Uh—yeah," he managed, flushed already. "Since… um, yeah. Since I stumbled on that bbc video of yours almost a year back." he stammered.

She cocked her head and bit the inside of her cheek, pretending to consider. "That so?"

He nodded like a confession. She liked that. "You here with friends?"

"Yeah. They're drunk. I... I'm just kinda—"

"Waiting for something better to happen?" she asked, voice dipping low.

His reaction stuttered somewhere between a nod and disbelief, like he couldn't quite decide if she was real or just the sun playing tricks on his eyes.

Then, after a beat, she tilted her head and asked, "You’ve got a girlfriend?"

The boy’s face froze, like he wasn’t sure whether to lie, tell the truth, or say nothing at all. His mouth opened, then closed again, like his brain was buffering.

Jessica chuckled, brushing her fingers along the hem of his tank still slung on his shoulders. "I don’t care," she said, cutting him off before he could even attempt a reply.

He laughed nervously. She smiled wider.

Ten minutes later, and after an awkward introduction between the guy and Mark—awkward for the boy, not for Mark, who played it cool. Introducing himself to the guy who was about to fuck his wife was something he'd gotten used to by now. All three of them were in the elevator riding upstairs.

The air was cooler in the lift, but the heat between them hadn’t dipped an inch. The boy stood stiffly beside Jessica, hands fidgeting at his sides, eyes glued to the glowing floor numbers above the door. Jessica leaned in close, letting her breast brush lightly against his arm as she whispered, "You still want this, right?"

He turned his head quickly, wide-eyed, nodding. "Y-yeah. Totally."

She smiled, then tugged at the strap of her bikini top just enough to let the sheer fabric shift. One of her nipples peeked through, and she caught him staring.

Behind them, Mark had his phone angled low, pretending to scroll but quietly filming the whole thing. The boy had no idea yet. Jessica did. She reached behind her back like she was stretching, subtly lifting her breasts for a better angle.

The elevator dinged. Jessica turned back around, calm and composed, like she hadn’t just made a freshman’s dick throb in public.

Mark kept his satchel close, which had one of the cameras ready to shoot, saying little. He didn’t need to say much. The boy followed Jessica like he was being led to his first wet dream. Which, in some ways, he was.

Back in the suite, the sun had dipped just below the skyline, casting the room in a warm, pinkish glow. Jessica turned to the boy, her tone shifting to something softer, slower. She noticed the way his eyes kept flicking toward the tripod and the lights already arranged around the bed, a little intimidated.

"Do you want your face blurred when we post this?" she asked, sensing his brain edging on the flight response.

He blinked, then nodded fast. "Yeah. Please. Just in case."

She reached out and touched his cheek. "Smart boy."

He visibly relaxed at that. Having to blur out the faces of some of the Johns wasn’t unusual for their videos; it was practically a genre norm in the genre of content she and Mark created.

Before anything began, Jessica pulled out a standard release form from the drawer by the minibar—boilerplate stuff they’d used before. She double-checked his ID, confirming the details and that the guy was telling them the truth about who he was and how old he was. After she made sure everything was in order and was legal, she filled in his details and the ID number in the form and handed it to him for the final signature. The boy scanned it quickly, his eyes catching on the box already checked about the optional face blur, and nodded before signing it and handing it back to her.

Mark was already almost done setting up the camera, wordless, his own erection barely concealed beneath his shorts.

As the red recording light blinked on just in time, Jessica turned to the boy with a knowing smile and leaned in to kiss him… soft, lingering, just enough to make his breath hitch. Then she gently tugged his hand and guided him to sit on the edge of the bed. He looked tense, knees together, hands gripping the duvet like it might run away.

Jessica sat the boy down on the edge of the bed. He looked tense, knees together, hands gripping the duvet like it might run away.

She climbed into his lap slowly, her knees straddling his, her hands cupping his flushed cheeks.  "Just breathe," she whispered. "I’ll guide you."

She leaned in a little closer, lips near his ear, and voice loud enough to be picked up by the mic.  "How old are you again?" she asked softly, her fingers toying with the edge of his hairline.

"Eighteen," he replied, almost in a whisper.

"Mmm. Spring break?!"

He nodded.

"Good. Don't need any names or school details. Just your cock and that pretty face that I’m going to blur anyway."

She gave a slow, dirty smile, shifting just enough to make him jolt.  "You ready for my fans to watch you fall apart for me baby?"

He nervously nodded, clearly already horny and thinking he was on the edge.

She kissed him… not deep, just enough. Her fingers found the hem of his tank top that he'd worn back for the voyage from the pool to the bed and tugged it up, letting her palms drag over his soft, slightly tanned pale skin. He trembled.

"Touch me," she whispered, reaching down to guide his shaky hands up along her sides until they found her breasts. "Go ahead, squeeze them. Don’t be shy."

He hesitated for half a second before obeying, palms tentatively cupping her through the bikini top. Jessica smiled, then reached back and tugged the cups aside, baring her breasts completely. The boy inhaled sharply, eyes going wide.

With a gentle push, she guided his face down between them, smothering him in her warm, tanned flesh. The camera caught everything, his fingers twitching against her ribs, his breath ragged, her tits wrapped around his stunned, grateful face. She held him there for a moment, letting him drown in the moment before whispering, "That’s it. Just like that, baby."

She took her time undoing his belt. Talked him through it as if it were a skill test. "You're doing great, baby. Just let me take care of you."

She dropped to her knees, giving him a look that made his whole body seize up. Her palms slid along his thighs as she leaned in close, her breath feathering over the fabric of his shorts.

"You ever had a mouth like this around you?" she murmured, voice like velvet-wrapped heat. She didn’t wait for a response. "Didn’t think so. Bet your little girlfriend never did this right."

His mouth opened, but no sound came out.

His cock was already half-hard, girthy and standing a little above five inches already, sticking out awkwardly from the gap in his trunks, his hips lifting unintentionally to help her. Her lips parted, warm breath teasing him before her tongue slid out and gave a slow, kittenish lick from base to tip.

The boy let out a broken moan.

Mark filmed from behind her… silent, hard, breathing shallow.

Jessica took him into her mouth slowly, savoring every inch like a fine treat. Her lips formed a perfect seal around the head as she eased down, letting her tongue swirl beneath the crown, dragging a soft groan from his throat. Spit slicked him up as she pulled back, letting her mouth part with a quiet pop before licking slowly up the shaft again, watching him the entire time through her lashes.

His whole body quivered. His abs flexed like he was trying not to buck. She gave him a little smirk mid-suck, then dove back down, deeper this time. His fingers spasmed in her hair.

The boy’s hands hovered, unsure of what to do.

"You can touch my hair if you want," she murmured, taking his cock out for a quick second, then went back down. He finally let his fingers drift into her blonde strands, barely holding on.

It didn’t take long before he was panting, hips twitching.

She stopped just in time while using a tighter grip, choking on the base of his nice cock.

"Not yet, baby. I want more."

She slipped a condom on him, straddled his lap again, and guided him into her with a practiced slide of her hips.

"Mark," she said without looking back, her voice syrupy but sharp. "Get closer. Give them something to remember."

He moved in, obedient, bringing the handheld camera to hover just inches from the action. Jessica rolled her hips slowly, deliberately, her breasts bouncing gently as she rode the boy who was clearly holding on for dear life.

She turned to the camera, eyes locking on the lens. "This is for you guys watching—see how fast I make boys cum?" she purred, her fingers splaying across the boy’s chest. "Barely legal and already wrecked."

Then she glanced down, breathless and smug, riding slower just to draw it out, making a mess of his nerves while Mark caught every detail from behind and up close.

The young man gasped.

His hands fumbled uselessly at her waist. She rode him slowly, rocking forward, her tits brushing against his chest, whispering encouragement into his ear.

"That’s it. You’re inside now. Doesn’t that feel good?"

He nodded like he might cry.

She leaned back, let him see everything, let Mark film every inch of her riding this trembling freshman who was clearly in over his head.

They shifted to missionary when his legs started shaking. She let him climb over her, held his cheeks between her palms, and kissed his nose.

"You’re doing better than most grown men, baby," she encouraged him, boosting his ego a little.

His thrusts were erratic, shallow, overwhelmed. And then, inevitably, he groaned out something unintelligible and came hard, shuddering.

Jessica didn’t push him away. She held him close, whispered something sweet and dirty into his ear as he caught his breath.

Later, she licked the sweat off his neck while he trembled beneath her.

Mark got the close-up.

After cooling off for a few more minutes, the boy dressed half hurriedly dressed afterward, still a little dazed from probably the best orgasm he’s had in his limited experience. As he moved toward the door, he paused… then stammered a quiet, “Th-thank you,” still red-faced to Jessica. He didn’t even look at Mark, just gave a small, awkward nod in his direction and left without another word.

As the door clicked shut, she turned to Mark, still with that amused look on her face from what she had just done in front of him and the camera, and she slowly climbed into his lap.

"You liked that?"

He didn’t have to answer. She could feel him twitching beneath her. She caught his lips for a quick wet kiss as his answer.

Mark sat in silence, his cock aching against the confines of his shorts—untouched, yet harder than it had been all day when Jessica broke the kiss and slipped off his lap slowly, letting her bikini slide halfway down her hips as she walked over to the counter, grabbing a towel to wipe between her thighs with casual, practiced ease.

He watched, breathing shallow. She didn’t say a word as she peeled the bikini top from her chest, letting it drop to the floor. Then she turned around, completely bare now, glistening slightly in the low light, and made her way back to him.

Straddling his lap again, she now pressed a warm, slow kiss to his lips, her fingers curling around the back of his neck. She ground down gently on his lap, just enough to make him gasp.

Then she pulled back and whispered, "Later. I need my orgasm now."

The words were like a leash.

She nuzzled into his neck as Mark offered his fingers for her to ride as he kissed and nibbled on her neck. After about a couple of minutes, she kissed him again, satisfied, her hand resting on his chest while his cock throbbed uselessly beneath her.

She looked at the used condom discarded into the bedside trash bin, "That’s one down," she said, licking her lips and back to nibbling his ear. "And it’s not even dinner yet."


Chapter 4

The ocean breeze had cooled a little by nightfall, but Jessica still felt flushed. Not just from the leftover heat of the Miami sun, or from the sweat between her thighs that still hadn’t quite dried since that trembling freshman had finished inside her, but from the electricity buzzing under her skin.

She and Mark walked barefoot along the beach, the sand cool and powdery beneath their feet. Ahead of them, the pulsing glow of a bonfire threw orange light across a growing crowd—bare skin, cheap tequila, and EDM beats filling the air like an invitation. Jessica’s dress barely counted as fabric. Thin, clingy, a champagne-colored halter with no back and barely enough material to cover her ass. Her nipples pressed shamelessly through the front, the fabric catching the firelight every time she moved.

Mark walked beside her, camera tucked into a slouchy beach bag, trying to look like just another guy at the party. But his cock throbbed with a kind of desperate hunger, a dull ache that hadn't let up since two nights before their flight to Miami—the last time she’d let him cum, only after wringing three orgasms from her own body first: one from his tongue, another riding his cock, and a third with his face buried between her thighs again. She’d finished him off slowly, tauntingly, with her slippery tits pressed together around his cock, whispering to him about how this trip was going to go, how she’d be taking cock after cock while he just watched, filmed, and throbbed. Which was exactly how it was going now. That ache hadn’t left his body since. And tonight, he could feel it building again.

The moment they stepped into the edge of the crowd, eyes found her. Boys jostled each other for a better look. Girls glanced her up and down with a mix of admiration and envy. She didn’t rush. Jessica moved like the tide… slow, deliberate, inevitable.

She was halfway to the bonfire when he found her.

“You’re that chick from OF, right?”

She turned. He was tan, tall, built like a college football star with the smirk to match. Maybe six three, give or take. Broad shoulders, biceps that tested the seams of his sleeveless tee, and a confidence that radiated off him like heat. His jaw was sharp, dark eyes fixed on her chest first, then her mouth. “Damn... you’re even hotter in person.”

Jessica arched a brow, her lips curling in amusement. “You watch me, huh?”

He grinned. “What straight guy hasn’t?”

She stepped closer, chest to chest, the music drowning out everyone else. Her fingers brushed his waistband as she leaned in, lips grazing his ear.

“You ever jerk off imagining what I taste like?” she whispered.

His breath caught. Jessica tilted her head and glanced back over her shoulder toward Mark, who stood a few feet away, watching like always. Then she looked at the boy again and smiled.

"You wanna film something back at our suite?" she asked, nodding subtly in Mark's direction.

The boy looked over at Mark, and for a split second, something unspoken passed between them… a nod, a flicker of awareness, maybe even mutual understanding. But the young jocks' gaze snapped back to Jessica just as fast, and he grinned, hungry and eager.

She got her answer. She smiled at bagging the next cock.

Jessica stepped back, turned around, and began walking away from the bonfire. Slow. Intentional. Her bare heels sank into the sand with every step. She didn’t need to see if he followed.

She knew he’d be on his feet like a pup.

And he did.

Mark was already a few paces behind, his heart thudding louder than the music, his phone discreetly rolling, held by his now sweaty hands.

They crossed the beach in silence, just the crash of the surf and the distant pulse of the party behind them. The young man didn’t even check with his friends. He just followed. Like a man hypnotized.

In the elevator, Jessica turned the heat up.

She pinned him against the back wall, one hand braced beside his head, her thigh sliding between his legs as she ground her hips against him.

“Mmm,” she purred, “you smell like trouble, baby.”

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing his ear. "How old are you?"

"Nineteen," he replied, breath catching slightly as her hand traced the waistband of his shorts again. Jessica smiled.

His hands went to her waist, fingers digging in as if grounding himself. She pressed her mouth to his neck, biting softly, then reached down between them and took his hand.

She brought it beneath her dress.

He hissed a breath as his fingers found the damp fabric of her thong.

“Get it nice and wet for me,” she whispered. “Make yourself useful.”

He obeyed without hesitation, thick fingers sliding over her slick heat through the soaked fabric, his breath ragged now.

Jessica rocked her hips into his hand, not shy about the moan she let slip. As she moved against him, her eyes found Mark's over the boy's shoulder. She held his gaze deliberately, never breaking rhythm, her lips parting in a slow, wicked smile.

"You okay back there, baby?" she purred, voice low enough to be heard only by him, though still picked up on the phone still in his hands, still filming. "Don’t spill in your shorts yet."

Mark swallowed hard and gave a tight nod, lips parted, every muscle in his body tense. He felt both seen and dismissed in the same breath, aroused and powerless, exactly how she liked him.

Jessica smirked and turned her attention back to the boy, grinding even harder against his fingers now, her dominance complete. The elevator dinged open before he could get bolder, and she was already pulling him by the front of his shirt, leading him into the hallway with a wicked grin.

Mark followed, silent. Hard.

Inside the suite, the lights were low. The city twinkled through the floor-to-ceiling windows behind them. Jessica turned to the boy, now visibly flushed, his chest rising and falling like he’d just finished a sprint.

“You clean?” she asked, already reaching into the drawer for the standard release form.

“Yeah,” he said, digging into his wallet. “Actually... you can see for yourself.”

He pulled out his phone and showed up a file—his recent bloodwork results.

Jessica blinked, impressed. He looked smug.

“I’m on the university team. We get tested all the time. Regular panels.”

Jessica skimmed the paper. Negative across the board.

She turned toward Mark, who nodded. Her most recent test had been done just days before the trip—clean, up-to-date. It came with the territory of her work now; she was always prepared, always protected.

“Perfect,” she murmured, turning back to their new playmate.

The camera light blinked on.

Jessica grabbed his t-shirt, pulled it over his head, and let her palms roam his chest. Broad, lean, hard. Definitely an athlete.

Then, turning around, she faced the camera with her bubble butt back at him. Mark instinctively zoomed in on her face and then down to her gorgeous tits barely clad by her scandalous top.

Jessica slid her hands up the sides of her halter top, pausing just under her breasts as if she might tease longer. Then, in one slow, graceful motion, she peeled the fabric up and over her chest, baring herself to the lens before letting it drop behind her. Her nipples stood hard under the cool air, full breasts rising with her breath. She smiled knowingly into the camera, her entire pose designed for the fans and for Mark, as if she knew exactly how he’d be capturing every second.

Only then did she turn back to the boy and shove him onto the couch.

She shoved him onto the couch.

“Strip,” she said simply, stepping out of her skirt, then tugging the halter over her head, breasts spilling out as it dropped.

His eyes drank her in like he’d been starving.

Mark moved silently, setting up a secondary camera on the table with the ring light around the lens on. The room glowed with a raw, amateur grain, just the way their fans loved.

Jessica climbed onto the boy’s lap, her breath warm against his neck, and kissed him—wet, slow, messy. Not soft. Her tongue pressed past his lips, her body grinding against him like she was already halfway to fucking. His hands gripped her ass and guided her rhythm, but she broke the kiss just enough to whisper against his mouth and just loud enough for the mic to pick up, "You’ve wanted this, haven’t you? Watching me online… imagining this exact moment."

He groaned a quiet, shaky yes, and she pulled back slightly, her hips still grinding against the bulge in his briefs. Then she turned her head to look directly at the camera, straight into Mark’s lens.

"He’s already throbbing, baby. You seeing this?"

Mark swallowed hard behind the camera. His stomach turned with arousal, shame, and something sharp that he couldn’t name. His cock twitched under the waistband of his own shorts, twitching every time she moaned or bit her lip. And when she looked directly into the lens like that, as if addressing him and her entire fanbase all at once, he felt like he was being gutted slowly, gloriously, from the inside out.

Her tongue pressed past the guy's lips once again, her body grinding against him like she was already halfway to fucking. He kissed her back hungrily, his hands continuing to explore her body with confident curiosity, gripping her ass with both hands, squeezing firmly, and guiding her to grind against the bulge straining through his briefs. She moaned into his mouth as he rocked her against him, his grip greedy, knowing exactly what he wanted. Then his hands slid up, tracing the curve of her back until they reached her breasts, cupping them boldly, his thumbs brushing over her nipples as if testing how sensitive she already was.

Then, without a word, she broke the kiss again and began trailing her mouth down his chest, leaving slick, open-mouthed kisses in her wake. Across his collarbone. Down the hard line between his pecs. Over the taut skin of his abs. Each kiss lower made his breath catch more.

She dropped to her knees in front of him, her thong-clad ass resting delicately on her bare heels, and looked up at him with a smirk before turning her attention to the large, hard bulge in his tight briefs.

She pressed her mouth against it, licking along the thick outline of his cock through the cotton. Her spit darkened the already dark fabric, her tongue tracing the ridge from base to tip. He twitched. Moaned. She grinned.

With slow, teasing fingers, she peeled the briefs down and freed him. His cock sprang up, thick and veiny, flushed deep with blood, already twitching against his stomach. She licked her lips, eyes flicking up to meet his before wrapping a single hand around the base, giving it one long, slow stroke that had him hissing through his teeth.

Behind the camera, Mark's pulse thudded in his ears, his knuckles tight on the rig as he zoomed in, barely blinking.

Jessica leaned in, dragging her tongue along the underside of the shaft, teasing the sensitive vein with the flat of her tongue. She circled the tip, letting a string of spit fall from her mouth before catching it again, coating his cock in a slow, wet spiral. Her lips parted to take just the head in, sucking gently, cheeks hollowing, her eyes locked on his the whole time.

She moaned softly around him, letting the vibration roll down his shaft before sinking deeper, inch by inch, until her lips kissed the base and her nose pressed against the soft curls above his cock. He gasped, his hand instinctively grabbing the edge of the couch cushion.

Mark could feel his own cock twitch with every slick sound that filled the room—the wet pop as she pulled back, the gasp from the boy when her tongue flicked over his slit. Every motion was deliberate, hungry, and devastating.

Jessica smiled as she came up for air, stroking him with both hands now, her spit coating his cock like lube. "You taste clean," she whispered, just loud enough for Mark to catch in the mic. "Bet you’ve never had a mouth this good on you."

The guy could barely breathe.

And Mark, behind the lens, was painfully, achingly hard… his own release still days away, and the sight of her lips worshipping another cock inches from her face was a torment he both hated and craved.

He moaned.

“Don’t hold back,” she told him, voice husky. “I’m not some girl from your campus. I’m the one you watch when your hand’s around your cock at night.”

Then she moved up from her knees and onto his lap, straddling him again, her hands gripping the base of his cock as she hovered over it. She turned her head just slightly, locking eyes with Mark behind the camera.

"Make sure you’re zoomed in, baby," she murmured, her voice thick with lust. "I want them to see what your wife looks like when she takes another man raw."

She reached down and rubbed the swollen, leaking tip along her soaked folds with just the damp, thin thong still between them both. She was dragging his veiny meat back and forth, smearing him in her wetness, moaning low and deep so the mic picked it up.

Behind the camera, Mark’s hand clenched tighter around the rig. His cock gave a violent twitch in his shorts, the tip already dampening the fabric with precum he couldn’t stop. His hips shifted involuntarily, trying to ease the throb, but it only made it worse. Jessica’s words hit him like a lash—his wife, raw on another cock, turning to him mid-fuck and reminding him of his place. He bit down on his lip, helplessly grinding against nothing, his arousal teetering on the edge of unbearable.

Mark didn’t make a sound. But inside, he was screaming for release.

Then, without another word, she pushed her thong to the side and sank down on him in one slow, greedy stroke.

“Fuck,” he groaned, hands flying to her hips.

Jessica tossed her head back, riding him hard, her tits bouncing, her thighs slapping against his.

Mark zoomed in, flashlight flickering, catching every slick detail.

The guy grunted, thrusting up into her, sweat breaking across his brow.

“You’re gonna cum fast, aren’t you?” Jessica teased, nails dragging down his chest. “Big man, strong arms... but I bet you’ve never felt anything this wet before.”

He tried to respond. Failed. His mouth was too busy gasping.

She rode him harder, grinding down in tight circles. The couch squeaked. Her moans turned guttural.

“That’s it,” she hissed. “Give it to me, baby. Let go. Fuck me raw.”

He did.

With a shuddering groan, his hips jerked, and Jessica moaned as she felt him spill deep inside her, thick and warm.

She didn’t stop riding. Not yet. She ground down even harder, her fingers digging into his hair as she stared straight into Mark’s lens.

“First creampie of the trip,” she panted, smirking.

Mark nearly dropped the camera.

Jessica collapsed against the boy’s chest for a beat, both of them breathing hard. Then she peeled herself off him, cum already dripping from between her thighs as she stood and reached for a towel, casually wiping her inner thighs with practiced ease.

She turned to Mark, eyes glinting.

“You getting all this, baby?”

He nodded, too hard to speak.

She grinned, then walked back over and kissed him slow, filthy, with her pussy still leaking onto her thighs.

“That’s two down,” she whispered. “Still hard?” she coos, glancing at the tent in his shorts, and she didn’t need an answer. “Good. I want you to stay that way.”


Chapter 5

The boy was gone.

The suite door clicked softly behind him, leaving only the muffled sounds of the city below and the faint hum of the air conditioning. Jessica had retreated to the bathroom without a word, her thighs still sticky with cum, her steps slow, unbothered, utterly sated. Mark hadn’t followed. He couldn’t. He’d stood there, still holding the camera, his cock throbbing and wet at the tip inside his shorts, watching her ass sway down the hall until the bathroom door closed.

Now, nearly forty minutes later, the soft splash of water had long gone still. The bathroom door opened, and Jessica emerged in a haze of steam.

She was completely nude. Her skin glowed, slightly pink from the long soak, droplets still clinging to the curve of her breasts and the slope of her belly. Her hair was twisted up in a loose bun, a towel lazily draped over one arm, not wrapped around her. She walked toward the full-length mirror built into the closet wall and stood in front of it with deliberate slowness.

She didn’t speak. She just watched herself. And then, very deliberately, she glanced up—into the reflection. Right into Mark’s eyes.

Her gaze held for a second, then dropped to her own body. She lifted one full breast in her hand, weighing it like she was testing its bounce. Her fingers grazed her nipple once, idly, softly, before trailing down her torso, slow and unhurried, until they reached her thigh. She tilted her hip slightly, inspecting the inside like she was checking to see if any of that creampie was still leaking from her earlier fuck.

Mark was frozen.

She smirked, just the barest curve of her lips, as if she could feel the heat rolling off him even without touching him. As if she knew his cock was already hard again without needing to glance down.

Then, and only then, did she lift the towel and begin to dry herself off. It wasn’t for Mark.

But he watched anyway.

He sat at the editing station near the foot of the bed, the footage from earlier already cut and ready for upload. The shy freshman’s scene played first. Jessica guiding him, smothering him between her tits, stroking his cock until he whimpered through his orgasm. Mark watched her lips on him again, her voice gentle, teasing, commanding.

Jessica glanced over her shoulder, finally breaking the silence. “He was cute,” she said lightly, toweling off her inner thighs. “Like a scared little puppy.”

Mark let out a small breath, something between a laugh and a groan. “He was shaking the whole time.”

She smiled, then walked slowly over to the bed, still nude, and slid onto it beside him. Her leg brushed his. Her bare breast brushed his arm. She didn’t look at him. Her eyes were on the screen.

The second video loaded.

The confident one.

Jessica on her knees. Jessica moaning around his cock. Jessica riding him raw.

Jessica looking straight into Mark’s lens, the boy buried inside her, while Mark's camera caught every slick, perfect angle.

“Mmm,” she murmured, watching herself grind down hard in the playback. “He might’ve been young, but he knew exactly what to do with that fat cock.”

Mark swallowed. His cock throbbed again, harder than it had been in hours. He shifted slightly in his seat, trying to adjust himself without making it obvious. But Jessica saw.

Of course, she saw.

Her hand slid across his lap slowly, fingers curling over the bulge in his shorts. The fabric was already damp with precum, clinging to the head of his cock, the outline clearly visible. She gave it a slow, deliberate stroke, her knuckles pressing just enough to make him twitch beneath her touch.

“God, baby,” she murmured, her voice dipped in honey and cruelty. “You’re soaked. Is this what gets you off now? Watching me get filled while you drip like a good boy?”

He couldn’t respond. Not coherently. His throat worked around a groan.

She grinned and kept the strokes slow. Maddening. Just enough friction to keep him on edge, not enough to give relief.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “You don’t deserve that. Not when he just emptied himself inside me like that."

Her thumb circled the head through the cotton again, slower this time, as if reminding him exactly what he wasn't going to get.

Mark couldn’t look away from the screen. Jessica was riding the boy in the final edit, hard, fast, tits bouncing, sweat dripping. She moved like a woman possessed, every grind of her hips a declaration of how deeply she wanted it, how perfectly she took it. And the sounds… God, the sounds. She was louder, needier, wilder than he remembered.

That used to be him. That used to be his cock buried inside her while she came undone like that. His body used to be the one she straddled, the one she milked with those slow, grinding hips. But now, watching it from the outside, he realized something even worse: he was harder watching her get fucked than he ever remembered being while he was the one fucking her.

The thought hit like a punch to the gut. Shame bloomed in his chest, thick and hot, curling around his ribs like smoke. And yet, he couldn’t stop stroking. Couldn’t stop watching. The way she looked at the boy beneath her, the way she grinned into the camera as he came inside her, it gutted him and turned him on in the same breath.

She never used to look at Mark like that during sex. Not with that same hungry gleam. Not with that same smirk that said, I own this cock.

He didn’t know if it made him pathetic or perfect that he wanted to cum to this… to the image of another man, a nineteen-year-old in this case, buried in his wife while she looked straight into Mark’s eyes as it happened.

Just like she was looking into Mark’s soul.

He let out a broken moan, hips jerking slightly. She whispered, “Let me hear you, baby. Stroke it if you need to.”

He did.

He pushed his shorts down just enough to free his cock, already slick with precum. Jessica kept her hand there for a moment, guiding the base as he wrapped his own fist around it and started jerking off slowly beside her.

She didn’t touch herself.

She just watched the screen and let him suffer.

Every so often, she’d glance sideways at him, her eyes trailing down to where his hand worked over his slick cock, then back to the video without comment, like he was just part of the scenery now. Once, she even moaned softly. Not at him. At the sound of her own voice from the video. At the sight of her own hips grinding down as she was filled. Her hand hovered above his cock for a moment, her fingers just inches from the tip, as if she might give him a reward... but didn’t.

He nearly cried out.

His fist moved faster, desperate now, the friction building unbearably. But she just settled deeper into the pillows, eyes locked on the final frame—the moment of creampie, frozen onscreen.

And still, she didn’t say a word.

The footage played out. Her riding. Him cumming. Her moaning as she was filled. Her glancing back at the lens and purring, “First creampie of the trip.”

Jessica bit her lip, still smiling, and whispered without looking away, “You’re still my favorite camera guy.”

Mark groaned. He stroked faster. His other hand clenched the edge of the seat.

But she didn’t let him finish.

Her fingers brushed his wrist. “Not yet.”

She turned to him, finally, and kissed him slow, deep, tongue slipping into his mouth.

Then she stood, bare, and walked to the bathroom again, but paused in the doorway. Without turning around, she spoke over her shoulder… casual, almost sweet.

"Maybe tomorrow... if you're good."

Her scent lingered in the air as the bathroom door closed behind her, a faint mix of vanilla and sweat and sex.

Mark stayed where he was, cock still in his hand, chest rising and falling like he’d just run a mile. He reached out for the tissues on the nightstand out of reflex, but stopped halfway. He didn’t have permission.

So he stayed hard. Leaking. Desperate.

And he hit play without blinking. The video looped again.


Chapter 6

The video had looped three more times before Mark finally forced himself to close the laptop.

The screen still glowed faintly in the corner of the suite, casting a bluish tint across the darkened room, but Jessica hadn’t come back out of the bathroom. And Mark hadn’t dared touch himself again. He’d slept with his cock still aching, pressed against the sheets, waking up to the memory of her voice echoing in his head: "Maybe tomorrow... if you're good."

It was tomorrow now.

Bright, hot, and humid. Miami in full swing.

The rooftop pool party they’d been invited to was less formal event and more unfiltered chaos: plastic pitchers of sangria, a half-broken speaker thumping summer EDM remixes, and college students in every state of undress imaginable. Sun oil glistened across backs and shoulders. Bright towels were strewn across lounge chairs. Half the guys wore either nothing but swim trunks or open button-downs. Girls in neon bikinis leaned over balconies or dipped into the pool two at a time, shrieking and laughing.

Jessica walked through the center of it like she owned the building.

She wore a tiny white bikini with gold rings at the hips and center chest, paired with oversized sunglasses and a sheer sarong knotted low around her waist that did nothing to hide the sway of her hips. Her breasts jiggled slightly with each step, the curves barely held by the triangles of fabric. Her hair was pinned up loosely, and she held a cold drink in one hand, straw between her lips, walking barefoot along the tiles.

Mark trailed behind, shirtless, camera tucked away in his beach bag, pretending to scroll on his phone. But really, he was watching.

Everyone was.

She passed groups of boys who all turned to look. Some stared openly, others pretended not to, but failed. Mark spotted more than one guy nudge a friend, whisper something, and glance back.

But it wasn’t until they passed the daybeds near the bar that she was actually approached.

Three guys stood in a loose cluster, all around nineteen or twenty by the looks of it. Tanned, toned, and clearly teammates of some kind, each of them wore those unmistakable Baywatch-red swim trunks, the kind that made you think of frat parties and keg stands.

As soon as Jessica passed, one of them did a full double-take, his brows shooting up. His voice came next:

"Yo. Wait. Are you...?"

Jessica stopped, turned slightly, her drink still in hand.

"Depends who you think I am," she said, the words smooth, amused.

Mark stood only a few feet away, pretending to scroll through his phone, but he heard every word, every whisper.

"Bro, her tits looked even better in person than they do in the video," one of them muttered.

"Didn’t think that was possible," another added, staring openly.

"You’re seriously unreal," the blond one said. "We watched both of those scenes back-to-back last night. I don’t even think I made it ten minutes."

Jessica laughed lightly, swirling the straw in her drink, then brought it to her lips with a slow, lingering pull, her eyes drifting toward Mark, holding his gaze for a long, silent second as her tongue slid against the straw before she turned back to the boys.

One of them gestured toward Mark vaguely. "Your friend cool with all this?"

Jessica didn’t look at Mark. She just smirked. "He’s not just a friend. He’s my husband. And also? He’s the one behind the camera."

There was a half-beat of silence. Then all three blinked like she’d just casually said she was royalty.

"No way," the blond one said. "Wait... so he films you getting railed?"

She smiled wider. "Mmmmhmmm."

There was a beat of stunned silence, then all three of them reacted at once—one let out a low whistle, the second let out a breathy "Holy shit," and the third just laughed in disbelief, shaking his head.

"You’re a fucking goddess," one said, clearly in awe.

Jessica leaned in, voice low and sultry. "You like being watched, don’t you?"

The guy stammered out a breathy chuckle, nodding.

Jessica let the silence hang just long enough before she added, smoothly, "I do too."

Then she grinned, sliding her sunglasses down just enough to look at them properly.

“You’re hotter in person,” the first guy said, rubbing the back of his neck.

“We couldn’t stop watching,” the second added. “Had it up on the TV in the room. Fucking unreal.”

Jessica leaned in a little, letting the sarong fall further down her hips. “Well... if you want in on the next video,” she purred, “I do still have a few slots to fill.”

The three of them stared like they couldn’t believe what they just heard. The first guy blinked, the second's jaw went slack, and the third made some sound that was half a laugh and half a disbelieving cough.

“You serious?” the blond asked.

Jessica took a long sip of her drink. “Only if you’re older than eighteen. And only if you can follow instructions.”

Mark watched the exchange from the corner, pretending to be uninterested, but his cock was already starting to throb again.

All three nodded like eager puppies.

Jessica smiled. “Good. Then come back here at six today. My husband will text you the room number by then. Wear something easy to take off. And if you’re lucky, I’ll let you sign your way into a night you’ll never forget.”

She walked away before they could say anything else, hips swaying, her heels clicking faintly on the tile.

***

Back in the suite, the sun was lower in the sky. Shadows stretched across the floor, and the lights inside were dimmed just enough to cast everything in a warm, glowing hue.

Mark was setting up the cameras: two tripods, one wide, one tight, and a third GoPro for POV shots. As he adjusted the angles, his mind wandered.

He pictured her already on the bed… on all fours, robe hanging open, her ass arched toward the lens. One boy would be behind her, another in front, feeding her cock inch by inch while she moaned around it. The third would be waiting his turn, stroking himself as he watched her get wrecked. Mark adjusted the focus ring with a shaky hand, his knuckles white against the gear.

His cock throbbed again, painful now. It had been days. And he didn’t know if tonight would be the night she finally let him touch her again. Or if he’d just end up right here, sitting in the corner, hard and leaking, filming her as she was fucked into the mattress by three boys who didn’t even know her the way he did.

Didn’t matter. He’d do it anyway.

Because this — the ache, the ache, the ache — was part of what made it hers.

Jessica stood by the vanity in nothing but her thong, applying a final touch of gloss, her breasts bare and heavy, nipples already tight from the cool air in the room. The coral lace Honey Birdette set lay draped neatly across the counter, waiting to be assembled like an outfit meant for worship.

She took her time; first smoothing lotion down her arms, her legs, then across her belly and hips, her hands gliding over every inch of her own skin. She spritzed her favorite perfume low over her chest and inner thighs, letting the sweet, floral musk settle into her freshly cleaned skin. Mark, setting up the lights across the room, slowed his motions without realizing it, eyes flicking over to watch her more than the rig.

Jessica sat at the edge of the counter, slowly sliding one sheer stocking up her leg, fastening the garter strap in place with a soft click. She did the second even slower, watching herself in the mirror, and just as she finished clipping the final strap, she turned her head slightly toward Mark.

“You better not miss a single frame of this, baby,” she said with a teasing smirk, “especially when I’m dripping.”

Mark swallowed hard.

She stood, slid on the balconette bra, adjusted her breasts until the lace barely contained them, then stepped into the panties, dragging them up her legs with practiced grace. The sheer satin robe went on last, sliding over her shoulders and catching just enough light to outline her curves. Her heels, nude, rhinestone-studded, fuck-me stilettos, clicked against the floor as she turned and gave herself one final look in the mirror.

Then she caught Mark staring.

“This is going to be the wildest one yet,” she said, adjusting one stocking as she looked at her reflection.

Mark swallowed. “You sure they can handle it?”

Jessica smirked. “Who said it’s about them handling me?”

Then her tone softened, though her eyes didn’t.

“Make sure you catch every second. No shaky shots. And get the moment when the first one starts to beg. I want them to see what it looks like when boys lose their minds over me.”

Mark just nodded, adjusting the focus on the main camera. His cock was already half hard. Jessica hadn’t touched him in almost three days now.

The door buzzed.

Jessica exhaled once, slow and controlled.

“Let’s get them prepped,” she said, walking to the door in a slow, deliberate stride that made her stockings swish against her thighs.

The next shoot was about to begin.

But not before Jessica had a little fun of her own.

The three boys stood just inside the suite, flushed and fidgeting, all of them clearly hard in their shorts the moment they laid eyes on her. Jessica greeted them casually, her heels on, robe half-loose, and completely unbothered by their hungry stares.

She asked for their IDs, confirming their ages one by one, then had Mark roll camera for a brief consent clip. Each boy, a little breathless, confirmed their name, age, and that they were sober and consenting to appear in a video with her. Jessica asked them if they’d ever done anything like this before. They all shook their heads.

“Good,” she purred. “I like breaking in first-timers.”

She gave them one last slow once-over, her gaze lingering on their tented shorts. One of them, the blond one, shifted awkwardly and muttered under his breath, “Too late to stop myself from leaking.”

Jessica laughed, winking at him. “Control yourself. I want full loads later.”

Then she clapped her hands once, like a teacher dismissing a class. “Now go cool off. Balcony’s got a breeze, and there’s beer in the fridge if you need it. But boys… if any of you cum before I say? You’re out. I want you hard and ready when the cameras roll.”

She said it lightly, like it was just part of the rules, but her eyes flicked briefly toward Mark when the words left her lips.

They groaned, laughing nervously, and filed out toward the balcony like obedient puppies, the fabric of their shorts doing little to hide how swollen they already were.

As soon as the balcony door closed behind them, Jessica turned to Mark with that slow, cruel smile.

“Did you see how hard they were?” she asked, walking over to the camera rig as if she hadn’t just dismissed three eager cocks. “Bet they’ll all cum the second I let them touch me.”

Her eyes dropped deliberately to the outline of Mark’s cock in his shorts, still hard, still untouched.

“Not you, though,” she added sweetly. “You wait.”

Then she leaned in close, her voice a soft whisper by his ear as the boys laughed and joked just a few feet away on the balcony.

“Don’t touch yourself, baby. Not until I say. And not while I’m still clean.”

She straightened up, gave him one last look, then turned away to check her lipstick in the mirror.

Mark stood frozen, cock aching, through the sound of clinking bottles just outside.

His hands trembled as he adjusted the final camera.

And all he could think was: who would she let in first?

Would it be the nervous one…? the one who looked like he might explode the second she pulled open her robe?

His jaw clenched. His cock twitched.

Jessica hadn't told him.

And that made it worse.

So much worse.

***

The suite was quiet except for the distant laughter and chatter spilling in from the balcony, the three boys still outside nursing their beers and pretending they weren’t seconds away from losing control. Mark’s hands trembled faintly as he adjusted the final camera angle, his cock already aching in his shorts, every nerve in his body strung tight with the same question that had been buzzing in his mind since Jessica dismissed them: who would she let in first, and how much longer would he be forced to endure this unbearable ache before he broke?

The balcony door slid open with a soft rush of air, and Jessica stepped back into the suite with that unbothered poise that made even silence feel like foreplay. Her robe hung open just enough to flash a teasing slice of thigh, her hair gleaming under the dimmed golden lights. She crooked one finger toward the glass, her voice lilting and confident. “Come in, boys.”

They hesitated at first, lingering in the threshold like schoolboys called into the principal’s office. The shy one whispered something that sounded like, “Oh God, I can’t,” only for the cocky one to snort and nudge him forward with a mocking grin. The middle one tried to laugh, but it came out cracked, too high-pitched, his nerves obvious. Still, they shuffled in, three sets of energy colliding awkwardly yet unmistakably charged. The shy one kept his head lowered, shoulders tight, fingers fidgeting with the hem of his shorts as if he wasn’t sure whether to hide or strip. The middle one smiled nervously, eager to please but hesitant, his eyes darting between Jessica’s breasts still faintly hidden beneath her robe and Mark’s camera as though he needed someone to tell him it was okay. And then the third, the tall one with the cocky grin, the one already hard, his cock straining against his swim trunks as if he had been waiting for this moment his entire short life — walked in like he owned the place, his gaze glued shamelessly to Jessica’s curvy-tight body.

Mark noticed everything, each twitch of fabric and telltale bulge. The shy one’s shorts were tented just barely, the thin nylon damp at the tip, thighs trembling as if he were fighting to stay upright. The second boy’s cock pressed steady and firm against his trunks, not large but eager, the outline clear enough to make Mark’s gut twist. And the third... he was swollen, fat and obvious, his cock dragging heavy down one leg of his shorts, precum darkening the fabric, and Mark felt his own cock twitch with a mixture of shame and unbearable lust.

Jessica let them stand there for a beat, letting the silence do the work, her lips curling in satisfaction as the tension coiled tighter. Then she began to circle them slowly, like a lioness appraising new prey. Her fingers brushed along one bare shoulder as she passed, sending a shiver down the boy’s spine. She let her hand trail down the chest of the second, fingernails grazing lightly before tugging at the waistband of his trunks… only to release it with a teasing snap and keep walking. The cocky one smirked wider, but when she leaned in close and whispered something too low for the others to hear, his grin faltered for a heartbeat, his cock twitching visibly under her gaze.

Finally, Jessica moved back to the center, cupping her breasts together through the thin fabric of her robe, pushing the heavy curves up until her nipples nearly spilled free. “Don’t be shy. You’ll all get your turn. Just follow my man’s camera.” She glanced deliberately at Mark when she said it, the words wrapping him in humiliation and possession all at once, reminding him… and them, that this was her game, her rules, her marriage to flaunt as she pleased.

Mark’s breath hitched, his cock throbbing at the sight of them lined up—three very different shapes and sizes, three very different kinds of hunger straining inside their shorts. He swallowed hard and busied himself with tightening the rig, though his pulse thundered in his ears.

Jessica let the moment stretch, then tapped her finger against her lips. “We’ll do this properly. One at a time. Slowly. I want to see you blush for the camera.” Her voice was teasing but sharp enough to cut through their nerves. “You—” she pointed to the shy one, “start us off.”

The boy fumbled with his waistband, his hands visibly shaking as he peeled his shorts down inch by inch. Jessica prowled around him, her robe loosening further as she circled, watching his pale chest rise and fall. “Mmm,” she purred, running a finger along his sternum, “so smooth. No chest hair at all. You’re almost too pretty.” She let her eyes drop to the cock that sprang free, a little below average-sized, stiff, twitching with nerves. “Cute and bite-sized,” she cooed, her grin widening as he flushed scarlet. Mark caught the detail Jessica didn’t bother with… the trembling of his knees, the way his cock curved slightly to the left, the damp shine at the tip betraying how close he already was.

“Next,” Jessica said, pointing at the second boy. He stripped more quickly, peeling his t-shirt off and pushing down his trunks, but Jessica raised her hand to slow him. “Uh-uh. Slower. Let me enjoy it.” He obeyed, sliding the trunks down his tanned thighs inch by inch, his cock bobbing free, steady and eager. Jessica hummed approvingly, brushing her nails down his stomach until she traced the faint line of his happy trail. “Mmm, my sweet middle ground,” she murmured. “Decent length, decent girth… I bet you’ll last longer than the rest.” Mark’s eyes caught details she didn’t mention… the faint stubble along his jaw, the darker tan line cutting across his hips, the tight twitch of his balls as he stood exposed.

Finally, she turned to the cocky one. “Your turn. Don’t rush it. Show me what you’ve been dying to show.” He grinned, dragging his shorts down slowly, clearly enjoying the performance. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already glistening at the tip. Jessica’s eyes widened theatrically, her lips parting as a low moan escaped. “God,” she gasped, stepping closer until her breasts brushed his arm, “this one’s trouble.” She tugged her robe open another inch, letting her nipples slip halfway into view, and all three boys’ eyes snapped down in unison, unable to help themselves. Jessica smirked, loving the way they tried and failed not to stare.

Mark zoomed in without being told, his throat working around a swallow as his wife admired their cocks, each different in size, each already twitching for her. He noticed what she didn’t — one curved, one steady, one veined and thick as a wrist. Each detail twisted his gut further with humiliation and raw, unbearable lust.

And then Jessica knelt gracefully between them all, her robe falling loose around her shoulders until her lace-clad tits bounced free. She looked up into the lens with a wicked glint in her eye, then turned her attention to the boys, one hand reaching for each cock as her mouth descended on the third.

“Get close, baby. I want them drooling over this shot,” she ordered without looking back, her voice syrupy. Mark obeyed instantly, trembling as he tightened the frame on the fat head of the cock slipping between her lips. She moaned loudly, spit running down her chin, before pulling back to smirk at the lens and spit deliberately onto her tits, smearing the wetness down her cleavage with her palm. “Make sure they see this,” she said, talking to the camera, not to her husband.

She sucked the biggest one slowly, her lips stretching around the thick head, her spit glistening as she pulled back with a wet pop. “God, you stretch my throat, don’t you?” she moaned, deliberately gagging once before moving on. The cocky boy groaned, his hand gripping tighter in her hair, his chest heaving as he watched her throat flex around him.

Her free hand pumped the average one as she turned her mouth to him next, sealing her lips around the crown with a sultry hum. “Steady,” she purred, her tongue curling around him, “I like that. You’ll last longer, won’t you?” He moaned softly, his hand tentative but sweet as it cupped the back of her head, fingers threading gently into her hair, holding her like she might break if he pressed too hard.

Finally, she turned her mouth to the shy one, stroking the others as she leaned in and swallowed him down with ease, her lips gliding all the way to the base until her nose brushed the soft skin of his stomach. He gasped and trembled, his hips jerking despite himself, already whining under his breath like he was on the edge. She pulled off with a sinful grin, licking her lips. “Mmm, so easy to swallow, boy. You taste sweet.” She pressed his cock against her nipple then, cooing, “Look how cute it looks next to my tits… don’t worry, I’ll still make you cum like a man.”

Jessica turned her head deliberately toward Mark then, her fingers still stroking two shafts as she purred, “Don’t touch yourself, baby. I want you leaking for me while I drain them first.” His cock twitched violently under his shorts, and he almost whimpered.

Mark’s camera caught everything… the spit dripping down her chin, the glisten of precum shining under the lights, the way her tits bounced gently as she stroked two cocks at once while sucking the third. Jessica tilted her head back between switches, licking her lips slowly, deliberately catching Mark’s lens as if speaking to him and to the audience all at once. “This,” she purred, her voice husky, “this is what spring break boys are made of… See this, boys?” she said directly into the lens, her spit-slick cleavage squeezing around the average one’s cock. “You wish you were here instead of him.” She nodded toward Mark, dismissing him in front of them all.

Her hands didn’t stop moving. She pressed the average one’s cock between her breasts, squeezing her tits around him, sliding him through the spit-slicked valley of her cleavage. “Mmm,” she murmured to the camera, her eyes half-lidded, “look at how easy my tits swallow him up. My husband wouldn’t last a second like this.” The boy groaned, his hips twitching helplessly, his eyes wide and glassy as he moaned louder than he meant to.

Then she turned to the biggest, spitting into her cleavage before pressing his fat cock between her breasts, rubbing until his shaft glistened with spit and sweat. She smothered herself around him, moaning and gasping, “God, you stretch my throat, and now you’re stretching my cleavage too.” He groaned rough, gripping her hair tighter, fucking her cleavage as she leaned down to gag on him again, spit and saliva running down to coat her breasts as she fucked him with her mouth and tits at once.

Mark stood frozen behind the camera, his cock throbbing painfully, his jaw tight as his wife knelt like a goddess between three spring break boys, worshipping their cocks with lips, tongue, and tits, each one reacting differently under her touch. The shy one whimpered and bucked like he couldn’t control himself, the average one moaned softly and held her tenderly, and the cocky one groaned and snarled as he used her throat and tits with greedy hunger. Jessica played them all, shifting her style for each, looking into Mark’s lens as if to say: this is mine, this is ours, and you’ll never forget it.

Jessica didn’t have to say a word.

As she rose from her knees, wiping spit from her chin with the back of her hand, the room shifted again. The air, already dense with sweat and lust, thickened into something more dangerous… something irreversible. Mark knew it before she even moved toward the bed. He felt it in the pit of his stomach, that low, twisting ache that had lived inside him since she first clicked the camera on. And now, it swelled.

She walked with slow, sinful grace... every step making her hips roll and her ass jiggle with unspoken promise, the sway so exaggerated and filthy it might as well have been a strip club performance choreographed just for the camera. Her heels clicked with authority as she made her way to the center of the room, pausing right between the bed and the line of boys, as if daring them to blink and miss the show. With her back to them and the camera, she reached behind herself and unhooked her lace bra. It slipped down her arms like silk, her bare back arching slightly as she stretched, letting it fall to the floor without ceremony. She didn’t turn yet. Instead, she reached down slowly, almost reverently, and tucked her thumbs beneath the band of her thong.

Mark's breath caught.

She bent at the waist as she slid it down, inch by inch, letting the camera and the horny men drink in the way the damp lace clung to the swell of her ass before peeling away, dragging over the curve of her thighs and down her calves. The scent of her arousal filled the air like a drug. When she straightened again, she didn’t toss the thong aside. She folded it neatly in half, then again, and placed it with care on the nightstand. Deliberate. Teasing. As if it might be worn again by her, but never touched by Mark.

Mark’s cock pulsed hard in his shorts. The thong was soaked. He could see the sheen still glistening in the soft light, a smear of clear wetness clinging to the lace that had been pressed tight against her for hours. He filmed all of it… close, breathless, the handheld trembling slightly as he focused on her glistening inner thighs and the delicate flash of her shaved slit when she finally turned.

The boys were silent for a second too long. Then came a sharp intake of breath, a low whistle, a stifled curse under someone’s breath. The shy one’s mouth hung open, his eyes glued to the glistening slick between her thighs. The average one shifted on his feet, clearly hard again, his jaw clenched like he was trying not to groan. And the cocky one? He licked his lips, while his eyes locked on her like he’d just seen the gates of heaven open.

Jessica smirked. She hadn't even let them in yet, and already they looked ruined.

Still silent, Jessica climbed onto the bed, neither hurried nor shy. She crawled across the mattress on hands and knees, her heels still on, her coral lace-top stockings clinging to her thighs with perfect contrast. Her tits swayed beneath her, heavy and flushed, the flush of arousal painting her chest in pinks and golds. She stretched out like a cat before curling onto her side and then rolling to her back, spreading her legs slowly, thighs glistening, folds still damp and swollen from everything that came before.

The mattress shifted beneath her weight.

She glanced toward the boys and patted the space between her legs with slow, open fingers.

“You first,” she murmured, her tone dipping into something intimate, almost tender. Her eyes landed on the shy one and softened further, like she was inviting him into a secret meant only for him.

He didn’t move right away.

The boy’s knees looked like they might buckle. His cock was hard, twitching, but his eyes flicked between Jessica’s open thighs and the camera that tracked every inch of him. He swallowed hard, took a step, then hesitated again.

Jessica tilted her head, smiling gently. “It’s okay… look at me. I’ve got you.”

She extended her hand toward him, beckoning him closer with slow, coaxing fingers. When he reached the edge of the bed, she leaned up slightly and brushed the back of her fingers down the length of his cock. “You’re ready… right?”

The boy nodded, barely. Jessica smiled like he’d passed a test.

Only then did she lean back on her elbows and part her legs a little wider, her thighs spreading with a confidence that belonged to someone who already knew how the scene would end. He looked like he didn’t believe it was real, like he was waiting for someone to laugh or call it off. But Jessica didn’t move, just leaned back on her elbows and parted her legs a little wider, her thighs spreading with a confidence that belonged to someone who already knew how the scene would end.

He approached slowly, climbing onto the bed like a virgin prince stumbling into the dragon’s lair. Jessica reached for him, guiding his trembling body over hers, his cock pressed against her soaked entrance, twitching like it didn’t know what to do next.

“Don’t be shy, baby,” she whispered, stroking his cheek. “You’re in now. That’s it.”

She reached down, wrapped her fingers around him, and guided him inside her. His gasp was sharp, immediate. His hips stuttered once, twice, until she cupped the back of his neck and pulled him into a kiss. It wasn’t deep, but it was real… slow, sensual, full of a kind of warmth Mark hadn’t tasted in days now. It punched a hole through his chest. She hadn’t kissed Mark like that since before leaving for Miami.

Mark zoomed in, swallowing his breath, capturing the way the boy’s face changed as he slid deeper, the way Jessica’s legs curled around his back, coaxing him to stay.

And he hated it… hated how watching that slow kiss and the shy boy’s moans made his cock throb harder than it ever had during their quiet sex in the dark. He remembered when that gasp used to be for him. Now she gave it away like a gift, again and again, while he filmed from the sidelines like a stranger. the way Jessica’s legs curled around his back, coaxing him to stay.

“You feel good, baby,” she moaned, threading her fingers through his hair, pulling him down into her tits. “Mmm, yeah, just like that. Bury your face, I want to feel you breathe against me.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His moans grew muffled, lost between her breasts as she cradled his head. His thrusts were short and awkward, his body clearly overwhelmed, but Jessica rocked her hips beneath him, meeting each motion like she wanted him to believe he was the only one who had ever made her feel like this. She ran her hand gently up and down his back, tracing the ridge of his spine, whispering into his ear, “That’s it… I love how you try so hard.”

Mark saw the way the boy pressed his nose into her tit, like he was trying to breathe her in, burying himself in the softness of her skin like it was home. It wasn’t just sex, it was something sweet, something almost sacred. And Mark had to film it. Had to hold the lens steady as the boy trembled inside the woman he loved, utterly undone by her warmth. The camera caught the tremble of his thighs, the wet sound of his cock slipping in and out of her, the way her nipples brushed against his cheeks.

Mark felt his cock throb violently in his shorts. He hadn’t even realized he’d stopped breathing.

Eventually, Jessica eased him out with a soft kiss to the forehead. “Good boy,” she whispered. “Now go rest.”

She gave his cock a parting stroke, then turned toward the camera and smirked, her voice just loud enough for the mic. “That sweet little thing made me wetter than I expected. You sure you’re getting it all, baby?”

He nodded from behind the camera, eyes locked on to hers. It was only then that she turned onto her stomach, arching her back, her ass high in the air, the heels still on, her legs spread wide. She looked over her shoulder, her hair falling over one eye. “Your turn,” she said, now looking to the second boy, her voice lower now, a little teasing.

He moved faster than the first but still slowed as he neared the bed, his eyes locked on the curve of her ass. Jessica waited for him to kneel behind her, then pushed her hips back just slightly, letting her slick folds press softly against the head of his cock.

“Mmm,” she purred, reaching between her thighs to stroke him once, then twice. “Let’s see if you last longer than my hubby ever could.”

She guided him with her hand, deliberately slow, until the thick head of his cock nudged her entrance. Jessica gave a soft gasp and looked over her shoulder, lips parted, eyes gleaming.

“Deep breaths, baby. Don’t waste it.”

He climbed onto the bed, eyes locked on the curve of her ass as he knelt behind her. Jessica reached back, spreading herself wider for him, her voice dropping to a filthy hum.

“Let me feel what you’ve been holding back.”

The moment he sank inside, she let out a sharp, guttural moan, her fingers digging into the sheets. His rhythm was firmer, more practiced. He wasn’t fast, but he was deep, steady, pounding into her with a confidence that only made her hungrier. Jessica rocked back to meet him, her moans growing louder, needier. She reached back between her legs, found his hips with both hands, and began guiding his rhythm with slow, pulsing tugs, pulling him deeper with every thrust.

She glanced over her shoulder, eyes burning, voice low and wicked. “This is how I like it… deep and steady. Not rushed like you, baby.”

Mark caught the way her hands clawed into the sheets… the same way she used to when he was inside her, back when her moans were his and not background noise to someone else's rhythm. It gutted him, how familiar it looked. But she wasn’t calling his name. She was gripping tighter for someone else.

He clenched his jaw, forcing the camera to stay steady, even though he wanted to drop it and crawl to her, to beg her to let him do the same for her. But that wasn’t the deal anymore. He was here to capture her pleasure, not cause it.

“Ohh, you’re holding out, aren’t you?” she gasped. “Stronger than you look, baby.”

Her hand slid under her chest, fingers tweaking her nipples, her back arching even more as she pinched them hard.

Mark moved around them, camera tight on the curve of her ass as it bounced with every thrust. He zoomed in on her face when she looked back, her eyes heavy-lidded, mouth open, a smirk playing at the edge of her lips. It wasn’t for the boy behind her. It was for the man behind the camera.

She knew he was watching. She wanted him to burn.

When she pulled away and turned over, she gave the second boy a kiss on the cheek and a gentle push. “You did well,” she murmured, licking her lips.

And then she looked to the last one.

The biggest.

He was already standing, already hard, already waiting.

Jessica didn’t beckon. She straddled him instead.

She climbed onto him like a woman possessed, her thighs wrapping around his hips as she reached between them to guide him in. She grabbed the base of his cock first, lifting it slightly, then slapped it playfully against her pussy; three wet, teasing smacks that made her giggle softly. "God, I missed this stretch," she breathed, rubbing the tip slowly through her folds.

She glanced toward the camera and grinned, her voice dripping with heat. “Mmm, hope you’re locked in on this action, sweetheart… I’m about to lose my mind on this cock.”

Only then did she sink down… slow, greedy, all the way. Her mouth dropped open in a silent scream, as her head fell back.

“Oh fuck... yesss,” she moaned, louder than with the others, louder than she’d moaned all weekend.

Mark’s heart shattered and stiffened all at once.

Jessica began to ride, slowly at first, her thighs already trembling slightly from the stretch of him inside her.

Mark saw everything. And it broke him.

Her wince. Her gasp. The way she adjusted her hips to take him deeper, as if she was tuning her body just to fit another man.

He remembered how she used to do that for him. How she used to whisper encouragements when he couldn’t last, how she would squeeze around him like she needed every inch. But now, she was adjusting for someone else. Performing for someone else.

And still, he kept filming, because despite the ache, despite the shame, his cock had never been harder in his life.. The way she winced, gasped, then adjusted her hips to take him deeper. Her moans grew louder, more guttural, and then she whispered something so quietly he almost missed it: “I could ride this all night… and maybe I will.”

She rode him hard.

Her tits bounced wildly, sweat dripping down her chest. She grabbed them both in her hands, squeezing them for the camera, pinching her nipples as she bounced up and down on the thick cock stretching her wide.

“Fuck,” she cried. “This cock is made to make a lady bounce.”

She looked right at Mark. Ground down hard.

“Mmm, this one’s filling me up, baby,” she purred. “Hope you’re catching this.”

He was.

Every fucking frame.

Jessica didn’t dismount right away.

Even after the last moan left her lips and the biggest boy lay breathless beneath her, she stayed on top — hips still grinding in slow, lazy circles, as if her body hadn’t quite accepted that this part of the ride was over and both of them were exhausted — riding is exhausting work. His cock was still hard inside her, throbbing, pulsing against her walls, and she squeezed around him deliberately. Her hands slid down his chest while she leaned forward, letting her heavy, sweat-slicked tits brush against his torso. For a moment, the room was thick with nothing but panting, heat, and the low mechanical hum of Mark’s camera.

But before calling the others, she let a long pause bloom. She stretched, her body arching, one hand lazily stroking the now half-hard cock of the boy still beneath her, the other trailing up her own thigh as if she were her own warm-up act. The other two hovered uncertainly, and she beckoned them with a crook of her finger, "Come here. Both of you." then letting her tongue drag slowly along the head of one before breaking contact to wrap her hand around the other's shaft, stroking lazily. Mark could hardly breathe, watching her juggle them like toys, making each wait for their turn, drawing their nerves tighter. He knew exactly what was about to happen, and hated how the throb in his cock only sharpened. The anticipation made him harder than any release he’d ever had.

This went on for a couple of more minutes and she had all the young cocks back hard and ready. She slid off the big one with a slick sound, her folds glistening, her inner thighs trembling as she adjusted her weight. She didn’t even wipe herself. Instead, she repositioned onto all fours between the two remaining boys, her ass raised, her tits hanging low, her body flushed and ready.

“Let’s put on a little finale, hmm?” she purred, glancing up into the lens as if addressing her fans. “Two at once... I think we all deserve that.”

Mark didn’t speak. He just repositioned, closer now, close enough to see the fresh wetness clinging to her folds and the flush blooming down her back.

The average boy knelt behind her, his cock already back to full attention. The shy one looked hesitant until she crooked a finger at him and tapped her cheek.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she cooed. “You’ve already been inside me. Let me taste you again now.”

He stepped closer, and she welcomed him with open lips, guiding his cock past her mouth with practiced ease. Her moan vibrated around him as the second boy entered her from behind, filling her again. Jessica’s body jolted forward from the thrust, forcing the shy one deeper into her throat.

Mark’s lens tracked every detail: her spit-wet lips stretched around one cock, her ass bouncing as the other plunged into her pussy. Every sound, every gasp, every filthy moan was caught on tape.

She pulled off the shy one with a loud, wet pop. “Mmm, look at me, baby… your favorite pornstar stuffed while her husband films every second.”

Then she went right back down on him, swirling her tongue while the second boy picked up his pace. Her body rocked forward and back, a perfect pendulum of lust. She moaned around the cock in her mouth, low and guttural, the sound catching every few thrusts.

Mark was sweating. Shaking.

His fingers stayed locked on the zoom toggle, but his mind spiraled. The spit in her cleavage was pooling now... slick, glistening, catching the light like something holy and unholy at once. Every time she gagged around a cock, the sound hit him like a shot to the spine, syncing perfectly with the wet slaps behind her. It was sensory overload, like his own wife was orchestrating his punishment one rhythm at a time.

He hated how much it turned him on. Hated that no memory of their old quiet sex ever made his cock this hard. That nothing they did under the sheets in the dark compared to this, the sound of her getting used like a toy while smiling up at him through the lens.

She pulled off the shy one with a spit-slick gasp and tilted her head, eyes sweeping across both remaining boys like she was picking which dessert to sample first. "You," she said, nodding to the bigger one, "in my mouth." Then she turned to the average one, her voice like silk stretched taut. "And you — I want that cock in my pussy."

They moved into position as if trained, but Jessica halted them both with a single raised hand. She lowered herself onto all fours again, slowly, deliberately, and glanced over her shoulder. “Easy now… I want to feel every inch.”

The average boy knelt behind her, guiding himself to her slick entrance as she leaned forward and welcomed the biggest cock between her lips. Her moan was instant and thick, vibrating along his shaft, and he growled low as her throat tightened around him.

After a few deep bobs, she pulled off and guided the shy one’s cock back between her tits instead. She spat into her cleavage, squeezing the soft weight around him. “There you go, baby. Let me feel you right here.” Then she tilted her chin up and whispered, “Squeeze them for me, baby. Hold them tight.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, pressing her breasts together while she licked the tip each time it peeked through the top.

“That’s it… look at you,” she purred. “Already fucking my tits like they’re yours.”

The average boy began to thrust behind her, balls slapping against her clit, making her jolt forward against the shy one’s cock. She gasped around the head, one hand flying back to steady herself on his hip. The pressure built fast, and she caught one of the shy boy’s hands, guiding it to her nipple. “Rub it, baby. Let me feel your fingers while your friend fills me up.”

Mark zoomed in — her glistening cleavage, the awestruck look on the shy boy’s face, the slick stretch of her pussy taking every inch.

Jessica let her tongue loll out as both boys moaned, spit and precum running freely. She switched again, sucking one while stroking the other, then pressing both shafts against her cheeks and looking into the camera.

"Who wants to paint these tits for me?" she asked, her voice sweet and soaked in filth.

***

Jessica didn't call for the finale right away.

Instead, she rose onto her knees, brushing her hair back with both hands, the gesture casual and devastating. Her tits bounced slightly from the movement, slick and flushed, glistening with spit and sweat and the sheen of raw use. Then she looked at the boys, each one standing there, cocks twitching, eyes glassy, and smiled like they were her favorite toys about to be boxed up.

“Line up,” she said, patting the mattress in front of her. “Let me see who’s got the most to drown these babies,” she purred, squeezing her tits together with both hands, spit and sheen glistening in the valley between them. Her makeup was wrecked now... mascara smudged into smoky trails beneath her eyes, lipstick half-worn and smeared across her cheeks from where cocks had dragged and slapped. Her lips were swollen, glossy with a mix of spit and precum, and her eyes glittered with the chaos of it all as she licked them slowly.

They moved fast. Shy, average, big — three cocks in front of her flushed face, and she stroked them slowly, one hand at a time, fingers slick from her own spit and juices.

She looked into the camera, making sure Mark had her full, messy frame.

“Let’s see how much you enjoyed your spring break, boys,” she murmured, then turned her eyes up toward the first one. “Ready to cum for me, baby? Show my husband and my fans what you’ve got.”

She wrapped her lips briefly around his cock, humming with mischief, before letting it fall from her mouth and switching to the next.

“This one’s close,” she teased, stroking the average one’s cock. “Look at that drip—he’s been holding back for me.”

She pointed to Mark next. “And make sure you give him a show. He loves watching you paint what he doesn't get to touch now.”

Then she pulled the camera strap, tugging Mark’s lens slightly downward to make sure his bulge was in frame. “Let them see what you’ve been doing back there, sweetheart.”

Only then did she sit back onto her heels, sweat slicking her body, tits flushed and heavy, strands of hair stuck to her cheeks. She motioned all three boys in front of her now, kneeling between them on the bed, hands slowly stroking two of their cocks while the third pulsed in front of her lips.

“C’mon, boys,” she breathed. “Show me how much fun you had.”

She cupped her breasts up like a gift, her tongue poking out as she smiled.

“Come feed these tits.”

Mark positioned himself at the foot of the bed, camera trembling in his hands.

The shy one couldn’t hold back. He apologized under his breath as he spurted across her cheek and upper chest, his voice cracking mid-moan. Jessica giggled softly and gave his cock one last stroke before turning to the average one.

He groaned deep as he painted long streaks across the top of her tits, his hand wrapped tight around his cock as he finished with a gasp. Jessica gasped too... dramatic, playful, grinning up at him while her hands smoothed the mess across her chest.

Then the big one stepped forward, fist tight around his cock. Jessica met his eyes, and without a word, opened her mouth.

He grabbed a handful of her hair, growled under his breath, and pumped out thick ropes across her tongue, lips, and chin. Some dripped to her tits. Some she licked slowly, deliberately, off her bottom lip.

Mark’s legs felt weak.

Jessica rubbed the cum across her breasts with both hands, making a slow show of coating her skin. She looked directly into the lens, licking her lips.

“Welcome to college, boys.”

Then she looked past the camera, directly at Mark.

“Did you get it all, baby?”

"Ye- Yes darling," Mark nodded, his cock throbbing behind the lens, unsatisfied and aching.

Jessica dragged her fingers down her chest, scooping up a slow, sticky trail of cum and pressing it to her nipples, circling lazily as if marking herself. Then she brought those same fingers to her lips and sucked them clean, eyes never leaving the camera.

“Go clean yourselves up, boys,” she said, still smiling. “I’ll be right there.”

Then her voice shifted... cooler, smugger. “My husband needs to tidy up this mess first.”

Mark swallowed hard. His hands trembled.

He stared at her, dripping with the cum of boys half his age, glowing like a goddess in ruin, and felt like he’d been hollowed out and rewritten. Not just a husband anymore. Not even a voyeur or a cuck. Something else. Something owned.

His fingers twitched around the camera. He wasn’t sure if it was from the weight of it… or from how much he still wanted to watch.

***

The three boys shuffled off toward the bathroom, laughing lowly and patting each other’s backs, the buzz of release and disbelief still riding them high. Mark set the camera down with care and crossed the room. Jessica hadn’t moved yet, she sat like a queen in her mess, cum streaked and glistening, legs parted slightly, her smile softening only when he approached with a towel.

He knelt and began to clean her gently, wiping the warm trails from her chest and inner thighs with slow, trembling hands. Jessica didn’t say anything at first. She just stroked his hair once, lazily, and let him do his work.

When the cleanup was done, she rose and reached for the bottle of water on the dresser. Before she could grab it, Mark handed it to her gently. She accepted it with a smile and then leaned in, brushing a soft kiss onto his lips — not deep, not filthy, just enough to make his breath catch. Her voice was soft and teasing when she asked, “Did you enjoy the show, baby?”

Mark’s eyes fluttered shut for a second before he nodded. “I did,” he whispered hoarsely. “I’ve never seen anything like it. You were… incredible.”

Jessica’s smile curved wider as she reached down and tugged lightly at the bulge in his shorts, fingers curling around the stiffening meat beneath the fabric. “Glad you enjoyed it,” she murmured, her touch featherlight but wicked, coaxing his cock back to life with just a few teasing strokes.

His orgasm still hovered just out of reach, the throb stubborn. So he gave her a warm, grateful, and quiet kiss, and slipped away to grab water bottles for the boys and took it to the living area of the suite.

All five of them settled onto the couch and the chairs after, still partially naked, catching their breath and sipping water.

“Holy shit,” the average one said, laughing. “That was the wildest thing I’ve ever done.”

The big one smirked and ran a hand through his messy hair. “Spring break done right.”

The shy one sat quietly, sipping slowly, until he finally spoke up. “Um… if you do post it… would it be okay if my face was blurred?”

Jessica smiled and tilted her head. “Of course, sweetheart. You were amazing.”

Mark nodded instantly. “I’ll handle it in the edit. No worries at all.”

“You’ve got nothing to be shy about,” Jessica added warmly. “You’ve got the sweetest cock I’ve tasted all week.”

The shy boy flushed, but a tiny grin cracked through his embarrassment.

As they gathered their clothes after chatting about what courses they are in and what they are majoring in for what seemed like a good few minutes, the average one turned. “If you ever want to do this again…”

“…we’re in,” the big one finished for him.

Jessica chuckled and adjusted her robe loosely around her. “I’ve got your numbers. I’ll let you know.”

And just like that, the night wound down. Jessica tugged her robe over her cum-kissed skin, already looking like she’d never been touched. But Mark knew better. The camera had captured everything… but it didn’t ache like he did.


Chapter 7

Coming off the heat and ache of their wildest shoot yet, Jessica and Mark are finally alone. The boys have left. The cameras are off. The air still smells like sweat, sex, and sunscreen.

Jessica tugs at Mark’s hand without a word and leads him into the bathroom. The shower starts steaming quickly, fogging up the mirror while she slips out of her robe, casting it off like it’s just another layer she no longer needs. Her skin still glows, flushed and sticky from all that cum, the scent of it lingering. She steps under the water, letting it course down her body, washing the mess from her thighs first, as if she knows exactly what parts of her he’s been obsessing over.

Mark follows. Still hard, still aching. He hasn’t come once.

Jessica turns around and smiles lazily. “Still hard for me, baby?”

He nods. Doesn’t speak.

She tugs him under the stream, letting the water cascade over both of them in a wave of warmth. Without a word, she reaches for the body wash, her fingers slicking with suds. She starts with his shoulders… slow, circling motions that drip lower, trailing down his arms, across his chest. Her palms slide over him with deliberate slowness, like she’s sculpting him rather than cleaning him. She pretends not to notice his cock, swollen and twitching between them.

Mark holds his breath as she lathers down his stomach, deliberately skimming past his cock. Her hand brushes just close enough to make him ache, but never enough to satisfy.

Then she stops.

She drops to her knees.

The water hits the top of her head, streams down her back, and soaks her hair to cling to her breasts like a curtain. She leans in, lips barely brushing the head of his cock, letting her breath warm the tip without opening her mouth. Then, just when he thinks he might finally feel her tongue, she pulls away.

“Not yet,” she murmurs, gaze flicking up. “I want you harder than ever.”

She stands, presses her slick body up against his front, and slides his cock between her thighs. It nestles between the warm, wet press of her legs as she grips it with her thighs and rocks slowly, grinding just enough to send a shock of pressure through his spine.

Mark’s head hits the tile. He’s waited days. Denied for so long. And now… now he doesn’t even want it to end. He wants to stay in this unbearable place where she controls everything.

"Not yet," she says, kissing his chest. "You don’t get to finish easy."

And then she starts to edge him.

First with her hands, one wrapped around his base, the other cupping his balls. Then with her mouth, slick, slow licks up his shaft before she takes just the head between her lips and pulls back again. Then her thighs, guiding his cock between them, slick and warm and firm as she grips him with nothing but the squeeze of her legs and a smirk.

“Feel that?” she whispers. “You’re not cumming until I say so.”

He’s panting, barely holding on.

Only when he’s right at the edge... trembling, breathless, thighs shaking, does she finally push him against the slick tile, lift one leg to wrap around his waist, and kiss him deep. Her mouth is hot, wet, demanding, and when he moans into it, she strokes him again, harder this time, faster, grinding her soapy tits up against him, slick and perfect.

Mark gasps. It’s not gentle. The kiss wasn't not soft. It’s a hungry, breath-stealing kiss that feels like it’s been waiting through every second of denial and humiliation. Jessica moans into his mouth, her tongue dragging against his as she jerks him in tight, wet strokes. Her thigh is still slick around his cock, and she uses it now, rubbing against him, surrounding him with the heat of her body.

Mark shudders with a full-body gasp, and then he’s cumming — thick, hot spurts striping her stomach and pooling at the space between their bodies. Jessica doesn’t let up. She strokes him through every twitch, holding his head against her shoulder while he moans into the crook of her neck.

“That’s it,” she whispers, lips brushing his ear. “That’s what getting cucked feels like. Good boy. Let it all go.”

He clings to her. Shaking. Spent. A little broken. And more in love than he’s ever admitted, even to himself.

Later, they towel off together, lazy and slow. She steals his towel halfway through just to watch him shiver.

As the steam began to fade from the bathroom and the ocean breeze cooled their skin, Mark lay beside her, phone in hand, scrolling their dashboard.

Jessica draped a leg across his, still naked under the sheets, one hand absentmindedly brushing over the marks on her thighs. “Already checking the stats, Mr. Producer?”

He chuckled, thumb pausing on a spike in the graph. “You won’t believe what the most replayed moment is.”

Jessica turned her head toward him, propping her chin on his shoulder. “Tell me.”

He swallowed. “When you spat on the first guy’s cock and stared into the lens. Right before sucking him in.”

Jessica laughed, low and delighted. “Of course it is.”

A notification pinged at the top of his screen, a new comment from a subscriber: ‘Please make this a series. I came five times.’

Jessica giggled and read it out loud. “See? My boys are loyal.”

Mark whistles. “Should we start a ‘Ruined by Jessica’ amateur boy series?”

Jessica raises a brow. “Hmm. Tempting.”

He chuckles. “You know they’d all line up.”

She turns toward him, naked beneath the sheets, and kisses his shoulder. “You’re joking, but that actually turns me on. Finding sweet shy ones and ruining them one by one.”

Mark groans. “Don’t say that. I just came.”

She smirked, fingers trailing down his stomach to the softening bulge under the sheet. “Mm, maybe. But those spring break boys? They’d be hard again already. That’s the difference, baby; youth bounces back fast.”

Mark exhaled hard. “You’re cruel.”

She kissed his temple and whispered, “And you love it.”

Then, catching his cock twitching slightly under the sheet, she added with a wink, “Besides… looks like you're not quite done either.”

***

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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Blacked at the Studio: A Husband Watches His Wife and Her Big Black Yoga Guru

She thought she was the one hiding something. She didn’t realize he’d planned it all along.
When Camila first invited Jesiah into their lives—a yoga trainer, a new routine, something to shake the dust off—she never expected it to go this far. Never expected to feel this seen. This craved. This undone.

But Ryan watched. Quietly. Worshipfully. And every step Camila took—from new lingerie to skipped dinners to longer sessions—he let it happen.

Until one night, he didn’t just let it happen.

She finds he had orchestrated all of it.

Camila hadn’t planned for it to go so far. But once this door was open, something inside her snapped into place. The guilt faded. The shame dissolved. All that remained was power—and her husband, sitting silent in the corner, cock aching, watching her stretch around another man’s big black length.

What began as curiosity became a ritual. What began as obedience turned into ownership.

Because if this was the fantasy he always wanted?

She was going to make sure he never woke up from it.

The Room Next Door: Hubby Watches His Wife’s Vacation Fantasy Become Real… With Four Men

I thought this vacation would bring us closer. Just me and Kate. Sunshine, quality time, and no distractions.

Then we met the guys in the suite next door.

They were younger. Hungrier. The kind of men who filled the air with laughter and heat. At first, it was just drinks on the balcony. Then it was a hand on her thigh. Then it was the sound of her moaning through the wall. Not for me. For them.

And I didn’t stop it.

I listened. I waited. And when she came back to our room, still glowing, still dripping, she climbed on top of me like I was just another stop on her way down.

That’s when it changed.

She didn’t need my permission. She didn’t ask. She just opened the door and let them all in.

I watched her have the time of her life with four men. Filled and worshipped. Her body theirs. Her eyes on mine.

And I realized something: I didn’t want her to stop. I didn’t want to look away.

This wasn’t just her fantasy.
It was mine too.

What started as a shared vacation became a ritual. A fire. A reckoning.
And by the end, I wasn’t standing beside her.

I was kneeling.

Double-Booked, Deeply Cucked: A Beach Vacation First Time Hotwife Tale

When Zack and Emily arrived at their luxury beachfront villa, they were ready for a romantic weekend of sun, sex, and silence.

They didn’t expect it to be double-booked.

And they definitely didn’t expect Marc and Lena.

If you told Zack that another man would undress his wife with a look, he might have believed you. If you said Emily would end up wearing Lena’s bikini—barely more than strings and suggestions—he could’ve swallowed that too.

But if you told him that, two days later, he’d be naked, leaking, and listening to his wife moan another man’s name through the wall while a different woman rode him mercilessly?

He would’ve laughed.

And then Lena kissed his wife in the hot tub.

Just like that, the tension snapped.

Tequila turned into tongue. Moans turned into music. And Zack’s quiet fantasies of watching… turned into a front-row seat he couldn’t escape.

He thought it was just a game.
Until his wife whispered, “Next time, we do it in the same room.”
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