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The warm Los Angeles sun filtered through the blinds, casting golden patterns over the bedroom walls. Mark sat at his desk, sifting through emails on his laptop, his inbox flooded with unanswered client messages. Wedding season was slow, and corporate gigs were nearly nonexistent. The bills stacked up on the counter weren’t going to pay themselves, and with Jessica’s recent layoff, the pressure was mounting.

Jessica sat cross-legged on the couch, scrolling through her phone absentmindedly. She had barely changed out of the oversized T-shirt she slept in, her long legs bare, smooth thighs shifting slightly as she adjusted her posture. Her usual morning routine—showering, dressing up for work, grabbing her travel mug of coffee—was gone. Now, she lingered around the apartment, restless and agitated, sipping from a nearly empty glass of wine.

“This is bullshit,” she muttered under her breath, staring at a rejection email from another school. “Budget cuts, my ass.”

Mark glanced over from his desk. “Still nothing?”

Jessica scoffed. “Nothing. Not even a call back.” She stretched, her back arching, making the oversized shirt ride up just enough to tease the curve of her hips. “I swear, I never thought I’d be unemployed. Teaching was supposed to be stable.”

Mark sighed, closing his laptop. “We’ll figure it out, Jess. I’ve got a couple of leads for gigs.”

She looked at him with skepticism. “Yeah? Big money gigs, or just another five-hour wedding where they ‘exposure’ you instead of paying?”

He chuckled dryly. “Mostly the exposure type.”

Jessica groaned, sinking deeper into the couch, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the rim of her wine glass. She had always been fiercely independent, and the idea of relying on Mark’s inconsistent work gnawed at her. The weight of it all—the mounting bills, the uncertainty of their future—pressed heavily on her. Their usual date nights were already nonexistent, reduced to reheated leftovers and cheap streaming marathons. She had even started listing some of her designer bags online, each sale feeling like a small piece of herself slipping away.

She let out a slow exhale, stretching her legs along the couch. Her toes brushed against Mark’s thigh, a subconscious search for comfort, for something solid amidst the unraveling chaos of her life.

"You know," she murmured, rolling the stem of her glass between her fingers, "I was reading about side hustles last night."

Mark looked up from his laptop, amused. "Oh yeah? What kind of side hustles?"

Jessica didn’t answer right away. Instead, she leaned forward, tapping at her phone with deliberate slowness, her lips curving into something between a smirk and a secret. Finally, she turned the screen toward him. "Check this out."

Mark leaned in, his brows furrowing as his gaze settled on the screen. It was an OnlyFans profile—a blonde woman, toned and curvy, draped in a barely-there bikini, her expression sultry and inviting. But it wasn’t her body that caught his attention—it was the number at the top of the page.

$5,000 per month.

His throat went dry. "Holy shit." He let out a low whistle, eyes flicking between Jessica and the number on the screen. "Just for… bikini pics?"

Jessica nodded slowly, biting her lip, but there was something else there—a spark of intrigue, maybe even desire. She took a longer sip of wine, letting the glass linger near her lips as if savoring the moment. "Bikini, lingerie, teasing… some do a little more. But yeah, guys go crazy for this stuff."

Mark shook his head with a chuckle, but his fingers fidgeted against his knee. "Guess I picked the wrong career."

Jessica leaned in, resting her elbow on the couch as she turned toward him, her voice dropping into something softer, more intimate. "You’re a photographer. We could totally pull this off."

Mark glanced at her, amused but also intrigued. He studied her face—the way her lashes fluttered as she peered at him, the way the corner of her mouth curled in a knowing smirk. "You serious?"

Jessica shrugged, but it wasn’t dismissive—it was almost calculated. She stretched, letting the oversized T-shirt ride up slightly on her toned thighs, her movements slow, almost testing the waters. "I mean… what’s the harm in trying?"

Mark hesitated, exhaling as he rubbed the back of his neck. There was something about the way she was looking at him, the way her body language had shifted. She wasn’t just making a passing joke anymore—this was real.

"Jess… you’ve really been thinking about this, haven’t you?" His voice was quieter now, measured.

She swirled the remaining wine in her glass, her eyes flicking back to the screen before settling on him. "I dunno… maybe. If it’s just teasing photos at first, what’s the big deal?"

Mark stared at her, waiting for the punchline, for the casual laugh that would break the tension. But it didn’t come. Instead, Jessica watched him, gauging his reaction, her lip caught between her teeth as if daring him to challenge the idea. The silence between them stretched just a little too long, thick with something unspoken.

Mark shifted, his pulse ticking up. "And if it’s not just teasing? If people start asking for more?"

Jessica leaned in again, close enough that he could smell the wine on her breath, the faint hint of coconut from her lotion. "Then we cross that bridge when we get there." Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it carried weight. A promise. A temptation. And Mark wasn’t sure if he was more afraid of where this was going or how much he wanted to see where it led.

Mark rubbed the back of his neck, fingers tracing the tension that had settled there. He had to admit, the idea of photographing Jessica professionally wasn’t new—he had always admired how effortlessly sexy she was. Even before, he’d caught himself watching her through his lens at family events or vacations, drawn to the way she carried herself with that subtle confidence. But putting her online, letting strangers ogle at her, interact with her… that was a different game.

Jessica watched him, eyes gleaming with something unreadable, but undeniably playful. She swirled the last of her wine, then placed the glass down with deliberate slowness before crawling onto his lap, her bare thighs spreading over his.

Mark stiffened at the shift in weight, at the warmth of her body pressing into his. His hands instinctively settled at her waist, fingers brushing against the hem of her oversized T-shirt. She felt soft, warm, but there was an edge to her movements—a teasing slowness, a deliberate press of her hips against him.

"What?" she purred, her fingertips dragging along his jawline, tilting his face up to meet hers. "Scared some guy’s gonna tip me more than you make in a week?"

Mark huffed a soft laugh, though it came out shakier than he intended. "Not scared, just… wondering where this leads."

Jessica smirked, her lips brushing against his without closing the distance completely. "Well, that depends on how good of a photographer you are, babe."

The tease lingered between them, thick with an undercurrent of something that hadn’t been there before. When she kissed him, it was slow, testing, as if gauging his reaction—her lips warm, the faint taste of wine lingering on her breath. Her fingers trailed into his hair, nails grazing his scalp just enough to send a ripple of heat down his spine.

Mark responded, deepening the kiss slightly, but there was a shift, a change in the way she moved against him. The way she arched, pressing her hips just enough to tease him, the way she hummed softly against his lips as if enjoying the push and pull of the moment.

Maybe this was just talk. Maybe it was a game.

Or maybe this was the beginning of something neither of them could take back.

The morning sun streamed through the curtains, casting a soft glow over the bedroom. Jessica stirred under the covers, stretching lazily as she blinked at her phone. The oversized T-shirt she slept in had ridden up her thighs, exposing smooth, golden skin. She shifted onto her side, one leg slipping free from the sheets, her toes curling slightly against the mattress. Her phone buzzed, notifications lighting up the screen, but her gaze lingered on something else.

The night before had been a strange one. After bringing up the idea of OnlyFans yesterday, they had spent hours on the couch, half-teasing, half-serious, circling around the topic like it was a game neither of them wanted to admit they were already playing. Jessica had sipped her wine slowly, eyes flicking over him as she dangled the idea in the air, watching him wrestle with it. She’d laughed, teased, toyed with him—but beneath the playfulness, there had been something real. A flicker of excitement, of possibility.

Mark had played along, but when they finally went to bed, his mind wouldn’t quiet. At first, he had tried to push the conversation out of his head, letting Jessica curl up against him, her warmth pressing into his side. But as their bodies naturally gravitated toward each other, teasing turned to slow, deep kisses, hands roaming lazily over bare skin.

Jessica had been different last night—bolder, more in control. She had straddled him, grinding against him slowly, whispering into his ear, teasing him about how good she looked, how much attention she could get. Every word sent a conflicting pulse of heat through his body, a mixture of pride, possessiveness, and something else entirely. When she finally took him inside her, it wasn’t like their usual routine. She moved with purpose, drawing out his pleasure, letting him feel every inch of her as she rode him slow and deep. There had been something almost performative about it, like she was already stepping into this new version of herself.

Afterward, as she drifted to sleep with a satisfied hum, Mark lay awake, staring at the ceiling. The idea of other men seeing her like that—wanting her, paying for her—made something knot in his stomach. It wasn’t just jealousy; it was something darker, something more confusing. Because the worst part was, buried beneath all that unease, a part of him wanted to see it too.

Now, as he lay beside her, still caught in the haze of sleep, Jessica was already a step ahead, moving forward while he was still trying to process how he felt about it.

She let out a slow breath, fingers tracing the edge of her screen. There was something thrilling about the idea that had settled in her mind overnight, something that tugged at the edge of her restlessness.

Mark was still half-asleep beside her, his breath even and slow. Jessica glanced at him, then smirked to herself, rolling onto her stomach. The warmth of the sheets made her limbs feel heavy, but her mind was already buzzing with possibility.

"Babe, wake up," she murmured, her voice still thick with sleep.

Mark groaned softly, shifting, his arm brushing against her hip. "Mmm?"

Jessica nudged him with her knee, her tone playful. "We’re doing it."

Mark cracked one eye open, blinking at her in confusion. "Doing what?"

She propped herself up on her elbows, her lips curling as she held up her phone. "OnlyFans. I made an account."

That woke him up. He pushed himself upright, rubbing his eyes as he looked at her screen. "Already?"

Jessica stretched again, slowly, deliberately, pushing the blanket further down her body. "Why wait? We’re broke, and I’m hot. It’s a win-win."

Mark exhaled, dragging a hand down his face. He knew she had been toying with the idea last night, but seeing it in front of him, fully realized, made his stomach do a slow, uneasy flip. "So… what’s the plan?"

Jessica tossed her phone onto the bed, rolling onto her back, letting her hands drift down her stomach in an idle caress. "We do a shoot. You work your magic with the camera, and I’ll do…" She lifted the hem of her shirt just slightly, just enough to tease. "My thing."

Mark’s fingers tightened against the sheets. He had always admired how effortlessly sexy she was, but this was different. This wasn’t just for them. There was a thrill to it, an edge he hadn’t expected.

Still, even as uncertainty gnawed at him, he found himself reaching for his camera.



Jessica took her time getting ready, savoring the ritual of it. She started with a long, steamy shower, letting the hot water loosen her muscles, her hands gliding over her skin as she lathered up with scented body wash. The steam curled around her, making everything feel softer, slower. She ran a fresh razor over her legs, her underarms, and then lower, making sure she was completely smooth, her skin practically gleaming as she rinsed off.

After wrapping herself in a towel, she moved to the vanity, dabbing on moisturizer, letting it sink into her freshly shaven skin before reaching for her makeup bag. She took her time, blending her foundation just right, defining her eyes with careful strokes of eyeliner, adding just the right amount of gloss to her lips. It wasn’t heavy makeup—just enough to enhance her features, to make her look effortlessly seductive. She knew the power of subtlety.

Finally, she stepped into the tiny bikini she had picked out. It was a deep, glossy red, barely-there strips of fabric that did more to highlight her curves than cover them. The top was a triangle cut, the thin straps tied behind her neck and back, barely containing her breasts. The bottoms were even skimpier, nothing more than thin strings hugging her hips, the front cut scandalously low, the back just a small patch of fabric that disappeared between her cheeks when she moved. She turned in the mirror, adjusting the straps, tugging at the fabric to make sure it sat just right, her fingers grazing her hips as she tilted them, examining herself from different angles.

Mark sat on the edge of the bed, camera in hand, watching the way her body moved as she ran a hand through her hair. His breath hitched as she stretched, the barely-there bikini hugging every curve, teasing him with glimpses of soft, golden skin. His grip on the camera tightened, but it wasn’t the only thing that stiffened.

He swallowed hard, shifting slightly to adjust himself, the heat pooling low in his stomach as she turned to face him, one hip jutted out, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. His shorts felt uncomfortably tight now, the sight of her—so effortlessly sensual, so aware of the effect she had on him—making his pulse hammer in his ears.

Jessica let the moment linger, tilting her head as if she could feel his eyes devouring every inch of her. She ran a hand through her hair, tousling it just enough to make it look effortlessly perfect, then trailed her fingers down the strap of her bikini top, pulling it just slightly before letting it snap back into place.

Mark exhaled, gripping the camera tighter. The air between them had shifted—this wasn’t just some playful experiment anymore. It was real, charged, and humming with something raw—something unspoken that wrapped around them like a live wire. Mark’s cock throbbed in his shorts, pressing uncomfortably against the fabric, and he knew Jessica noticed. She held his gaze, her smirk deepening, her fingers ghosting over the tiny strings of her bikini as if testing just how much tension she could create between them.

She shifted her weight slightly, the motion making her breasts push forward, barely contained by the tiny triangles of red fabric. The air between them thickened, not just with anticipation but with the unshakable awareness that this wasn’t just teasing anymore—this was the first step into something neither of them could take back. He adjusted the settings on his camera, needing the small distraction to keep his thoughts in check.

"Alright," he cleared his throat, adjusting the lens. "Try turning a little to the side."

Jessica obeyed, arching her back just enough to push her chest forward, her fingers playing with the bikini strings at her hip. "Like this?"

Mark nodded, his voice tight. "Yeah. Just…hold that."

She giggled. "You look more nervous than I am."

He lowered the camera slightly. "I guess it’s just…weird, y’know? Like, these aren’t just for us."

Jessica cocked her head, the smirk never leaving her lips. "So? I bet you’re not the only one who likes looking at me like this."

Mark knew she was teasing, but the words sent an unexpected jolt of heat through him. He quickly lifted the camera again, snapping shot after shot as Jessica played up her poses. The bikini slipped a little lower with each shift, each arch of her back making the tiny fabric work harder to stay in place. She leaned forward at one point, resting her hands on her knees, her lips parting slightly as she looked straight into the camera lens.

Mark swallowed hard. "Yeah…just like that."

Jessica held the pose, biting her lip before finally breaking into a soft laugh. "You’re getting into this, aren’t you?"

He exhaled, adjusting his stance. "I mean…you make it easy."

She didn’t respond right away, instead she smiled clearly flattered and went on to pose more. After an hour, they had a full set of photos. Jessica plopped onto the bed beside him as he transferred the images to her phone. She scrolled through them, her expression shifting from playful to genuinely impressed.

Her eyes flicking through the photos, scrolling back and forth, analyzing them with a focus that made Mark feel like she was seeing herself in a new way.

“Damn, babe,” she murmured, tilting the screen slightly toward him. “These are good . Like, really good. We should’ve done this ages ago.”

Mark forced a chuckle. “Glad you like them.”

Jessica bit her lip, zooming in on one shot where she was pulling at her bikini strap. “I look hot in these.” She lingered on the image for a moment, dragging her thumb across the screen. “I should post a set now.”

Mark’s stomach tightened. “Now?”

She flashed him a playful smirk. “Mmhmm.” Her fingers tapped at the keyboard as she crafted a caption. She paused, backspacing, then typed something else, tapping her lip in thought.

Mark watched her work, fascinated by the shift in her demeanor—how focused she was, how deliberate. He wasn’t used to seeing her like this, so completely absorbed in something that wasn’t lesson plans or grading papers. She seemed alive in a way he hadn’t seen in months.

Finally, she exhaled in satisfaction and held the phone up to show him.

Good morning, boys. Hope you don’t mind me showing off a little… 💋

Before he could react, she tapped Post .

Mark’s breath hitched. It was done.

Jessica tossed her phone onto the bed and stretched, arching her back slightly. “Now we wait.”

They didn’t have to wait long.

Her phone buzzed. Then again. And again. In a matter of seconds, the screen was lighting up with notifications. Jessica grabbed it, her eyes widening.

“Oh… fuck ,” she whispered, scrolling rapidly.

“What?” Mark leaned in.

“They love me.”

As the hours went by and she continued to play the game of cross posting on other social media and spending a little of whatever balance she had left on her credit card, the numbers started climbing up steadily. Likes. Comments. Tips.

Her grin widened as she clicked on the notification tab, reading some of the messages out loud.

“Jesus, you’re perfect.”

“More, baby. Show us more.”

“God, those tits.”

Jessica laughed, shaking her head. “Men are so easy.”

Mark forced a smirk, but his pulse was pounding. He wasn’t sure what he had expected, but watching the immediate reaction felt surreal. Tens of dollars in tips kept rolling in every few seconds, and it had barely been a few hours.

Then, one message stood out.

Jessica let out a low whistle. “Holy shit.”

Mark frowned. “What?”

She turned the screen toward him, biting her lip.

A $100 tip .

Show more cleavage.

Mark’s throat tightened.

Jessica snorted, shaking her head. “That’s insane. He just sent a hundred bucks for cleavage ?”

Mark felt something twist inside him—an uneasy mix of pride, jealousy, and something he couldn’t quite name.

“You comfortable with that?” His voice was steady, but he could hear the tension under it.

Jessica grinned, stretching like a cat, her fingers trailing along the edge of her bikini top. “It’s just more cleavage, babe. I’m a grown woman. Plus, it’s easy money.”

She didn’t hesitate. She typed back:

Hmm, should I? Maybe if you’re really good, I’ll think about it… 😉

She hit send and locked her phone, tossing it onto the bed.

Then, slowly, she turned to Mark.

His stomach clenched as she crawled toward him, sliding onto his lap, her thighs straddling his hips.

“So, how’s it feel, babe?” she purred, her fingertips tracing the line of his jaw. “Being my official  photographer?”

Mark swallowed hard. His cock throbbed against his shorts, still achingly hard from the shoot. “Strange,” he admitted. “But also… kinda hot.”

Jessica giggled, pressing her body against him, her breath warm against his lips. “Good,” she whispered. Her hips rolled just slightly, teasing. She smirked, brushing her lips lightly against his before pulling away, her fingers tracing slow circles along his jaw. "You’ll see, babe. This could turn into something big."

The weeks had passed in a blur of flashing camera lights, whispered instructions, and the ever-growing thrill of watching the numbers climb. Jessica had started small, posing in tiny bikinis and sheer lingerie, letting the teasing build naturally. But as the requests flooded in, the "show more cleavage" tips quickly turned into "show your tits," and before long, she was confidently slipping out of her lacy bras in front of the lens, her skin glowing under the soft lighting Mark carefully set up for each shoot.

What neither of them had expected was how much it would bleed into their own intimacy.

After each session, they were ravenous for each other, barely making it out of their makeshift studio before tearing at clothes, fumbling toward the nearest surface with frantic hands. Jessica was wilder now—grinding against him, clawing at his back, sinking her nails into his scalp when his tongue dragged over her. She was insatiable, desperate, and Mark was just as lost in it, plunging into her with the kind of unchecked need they hadn’t felt since their teens.

Something had woken inside Jessica—inside both of them. A new kind of energy, raw and unfiltered. It wasn’t just the camera or the attention, though those things undeniably fueled it. It was the thrill, the intoxicating power of knowing that men out there were jerking off to her, wanting her, and Mark was the one who got to have her in the end. Or at least, that’s what he kept telling himself. Because deep down, there was something else beneath it, something darker, something they hadn’t yet put into words.

Tonight, however, was different.

Jessica sat cross-legged on the bed, her phone in her hand, eyes darting over the newest request. She chewed on her lower lip, her fingers drumming against the screen before she turned it toward Mark.

"Five hundred dollars," she said, voice light but unreadable. "For a solo video."

Mark’s eyebrows lifted. "Like… just you?"

Jessica nodded slowly, shifting slightly, the oversized T-shirt she wore pulling against her curves. "Mmhmm. Just me." Her eyes flicked back to the screen. "They want me to… you know."

Mark exhaled, running a hand through his hair. He wasn’t sure why this felt like a bigger step than before. She was already topless in her photos. They had already pushed boundaries. But this was different. This was her putting on a show, performing in a way that made the very air between them feel charged.

"And you want to?" he asked, his voice even.

Jessica hesitated, then set the phone down beside her. "I don’t know. I mean, it’s not like I don’t do it anyway." She laughed softly, shaking her head. "And it’s five hundred bucks. For one video."

Mark swallowed. "Yeah, that’s… a lot."

A silence stretched between them, heavy but not uncomfortable. Mark watched as she leaned back on her hands, stretching her legs out slightly, the hem of her shirt riding higher over her thighs. Her expression was thoughtful, but he could already see the curiosity creeping in, the way she was considering it more seriously by the second.

"Would you film it?" she asked, finally meeting his gaze.

Mark felt his stomach tighten. "You want me to?"

Jessica shrugged, a playful smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. "I mean, you’ve been behind the camera this whole time. You make me look good." She paused, then tilted her head. "Would that be weird?"

Mark let out a dry laugh. "We passed weird a long time ago, Jess."

That seemed to settle it. Jessica stood, stretching lazily before pulling her shirt over her head, tossing it onto the chair. She wasn't wearing anything underneath, but instead of crawling onto the bed immediately, she turned toward the dresser, rifling through the neatly folded lingerie she had accumulated for her shoots.

Mark watched, entranced, as she pulled out a sheer, lace-trimmed babydoll—soft pink, the fabric barely skimming her hips, the cups so thin they might as well have been transparent. She slipped it on, the delicate material clinging to her curves, the hem riding high on her thighs with every small movement.

She padded over to the vanity, leaning in to touch up her makeup. A fresh swipe of gloss over her lips, a little darkening of her lashes. It wasn’t much, but the effect was undeniable. When she turned back, her smirk was confident, playful. "If I’m going to do this, I might as well look my best, right?"

Mark’s mouth was dry, his grip tightening around the camera. "Yeah. You, uh… you look incredible."

Jessica chuckled, crawling onto the bed at last, settling against the pillows, her bare thighs peeking from beneath the babydoll’s hem. She reached into the nightstand, pulling out the sleek purple vibrator she sometimes used when Mark wasn’t home.

She trailed it up her stomach teasingly, her eyes locked onto his. "Alright, babe. Let’s do this."

Mark’s fingers trembled slightly as he adjusted the focus. "Just… be yourself."

Jessica’s eyes locked onto his, and for a second, it was just them. No audience. No strangers. Just the slow, deliberate movement of her own hands sliding down her stomach, the lace babydoll barely covering the tops of her thighs. Her fingers teased over her mound, grazing the soft, bare skin she had freshly shaved earlier, making her tremble at her own touch. She spread her legs slightly, revealing the glistening pink folds peeking from beneath the sheer lingerie. Her breath hitched at the first brush of her fingertips over her swollen clit, her back arching slightly.

Mark swallowed hard, keeping the camera steady, but his own pulse was hammering. He had seen her like this before—many times. But never like this. Never with him watching through the lens as she fell apart for someone else, even if that someone else was just the faceless, waiting screen.

The soft sounds that filled the room—her quickening breath, the quiet, slick movements, the way she bit her lip to stifle a moan—were more intoxicating than anything Mark had ever imagined. He felt himself harden instantly, painfully, the urge to touch her, to replace her hands with his own, nearly overwhelming.

Jessica didn’t hold back. Not this time. The moans spilled from her lips, sultry and desperate, each one louder than the last. "Oh fuck… fuck yes… just like that," she panted, her voice dripping with raw, unfiltered pleasure. The vibrator pulsed mercilessly against her swollen clit, sending jolts of heat spiraling through her core. "God, you boys love seeing me like this, don’t you? Watching me get this wet, this needy… fuck, I bet you're stroking yourselves already…" she moaned, her slick fingers dipping between her folds, spreading herself open as her hips rocked in greedy rhythm.

The babydoll slipped lower, one strap sliding off her shoulder, baring the soft swell of her breast. Her hardened nipple pushed through the delicate lace, glistening with sweat, bouncing slightly with every thrust of her hips. "Mmm, you boys love watching me spread myself open just for you… don’t you? Bet you wish you were here, touching me, tasting me… Fuck, I love knowing how hard I make you all," she moaned, dragging her fingers along her dripping slit before circling her clit again. Her eyes flicked between the camera lens and Mark, her smirk widening as she noticed the way his jaw tensed, how tightly he gripped the camera. "And you, babe… I know you're watching just as much as they are. You're loving this, aren’t you? Knowing they all get to see what only you used to have… but now, I’m putting on a show for everyone ."

Her voice trembled between moans, teasing both her audience and Mark, making sure he felt every bit of the heat curling between them as she lost herself in the pleasure. Her body writhed against the sheets, her thighs trembling, her toes curling as she let herself go, surrendering completely to the growing, unbearable heat coursing through her.

When she came, she didn’t just shudder—she broke . A long, breathless moan ripped from her lips, her body arching off the bed, her thighs trembling violently as the orgasm crashed over her. The vibrator buzzed mercilessly against her swollen clit, her slick fingers pressing deep inside herself, her walls clenching around nothing. Her voice rose into a series of sharp, desperate cries, her legs spreading wider as the pleasure consumed her, dragging her under.

Mark had never seen her like this—never seen her come so hard, so raw, so utterly uninhibited.

And fuck, she was gorgeous.

She finally collapsed back onto the sheets, her body twitching with aftershocks, chest heaving, nipples hard against the delicate lace of her babydoll. Sweat glistened along her collarbone, trailing down the curve of her breasts, disappearing into the flimsy fabric. Her breath came in sharp, uneven gasps as she slowly lifted a shaky hand, clicking off the vibrator with a soft whimper. The sudden silence made the room feel heavier, the only sound left was the ragged rise and fall of her chest, and the quiet, unsteady hum of the camera still rolling in Mark’s hands.

Mark exhaled sharply, his grip tightening around the camera before he reached out and hit stop. The small red recording light blinked off, leaving only the lingering heat between them and the unsteady rhythm of their breaths. The weight of what just happened settled thick in the air, unspoken but undeniable.

Jessica finally blinked up at him, her lips parting, still lost in the aftershocks. "Fuck, babe… that was intense."

Mark forced a smile, his grip tightening on the camera. Although the camera had stopped rolling, he was still reeling, still trying to wrap his head around what just happened. "Yeah. You really… enjoyed it."

Jessica giggled, her fingers reaching blindly for her phone as she scooted closer to Mark, pressing her body against his. She pulled up her account, swiping through notifications, her eyes widening as the numbers jumped.

"Damn, babe," she murmured, tilting the screen toward him. "This is going to bring insane tips."

Mark let out a low breath, his hands still slightly unsteady as he opened his laptop. "We should edit this before posting," he said, trying to focus, but Jessica’s warm skin against him wasn’t making it easy.

She hummed in agreement, resting her chin on his shoulder, watching as he loaded the footage onto the screen. "Mmm, make sure to cut it just right… you know they’ll want every filthy second of it."

Mark swallowed, adjusting the playback, trying not to focus on the way her breath tickled his neck. Jessica, however, had other plans. As his fingers moved over the keyboard, hers trailed lower, slipping beneath the waistband of his shorts.

"Jess—" he started, but his words caught in his throat as she wrapped her fingers around his already hard cock, stroking him slowly.

"Shhh," she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. "Keep working, babe. I just wanna make sure you're nice and relaxed."

Mark groaned, his grip on the trackpad tightening as she stroked him with lazy, teasing precision, her other hand still scrolling through her tips. "Oh fuck," she giggled, squeezing him lightly. "Looks like I’m gonna need to do way  more of these… they love  me."

Mark barely heard her. His head fell back slightly, pleasure rippling through him as she pumped him in smooth, deliberate strokes. The laptop screen blurred in his vision, the sounds of their recorded moans playing in the background as Jessica worked him with the same unhurried skill she had just used on herself.

Then, with a sultry giggle, she stopped, releasing him just as he was teetering on the edge. Mark groaned in frustration, his body tense, but Jessica only smirked, biting her lip.

"Not yet, babe. First, let’s post it."

She reached for her phone, scrolling through her account as Mark sat there, throbbing, watching helplessly. With a few taps, the video was uploaded, the title teasingly bold: Watch me fall apart just for you...

Within seconds, the notifications flooded in.

"Fuck, look at this," Jessica purred, her fingers gliding over the screen. "They’re eating this up... tips rolling in already."

The numbers climbed rapidly. $50. $100. $250.

Jessica hummed, pleased. "Oh, babe… I told you they’d love  this."

She turned back to him, eyes gleaming with mischief. "Now, where were we?" Her hand slid back down, wrapping around his aching cock once more, her strokes slow, teasing, her voice dripping with seduction. "Mmm… think I should make you beg for it?" she whispered, tightening her grip just enough to make his breath hitch. Her fingers dragged along his length, teasing, keeping him right on the edge, deliberately slow and merciless.

Mark groaned, his knuckles turning white against the desk, his jaw clenched as he fought the urge to thrust into her hand. "Jess…"

"Hmm?" she hummed, her lips brushing against his ear as she picked up the pace ever so slightly, just enough to drive him mad. "You’ve been such a good boy, helping me with all of this… maybe I should reward you."

She pulled back, her smirk wicked as she let go completely, watching his cock twitch at the loss of contact. "Or maybe… I should make you wait. Just like you made me wait while you edited. What do you think, babe? Think you deserve to come?"

Mark groaned in frustration, his body wound tight with need, but Jessica only giggled, running her nails lightly over his thigh as she reached for her phone again. "Let’s see how many more tips roll in first. Maybe if they spoil me enough, I’ll spoil you too."

Mark exhaled, his body still aching, his pulse still pounding. He glanced at the screen, watching the numbers climb higher, his mind a mess of conflicting emotions. The money was insane. The way Jessica had taken control of everything—of him—was even crazier. But fuck, if it wasn’t the hottest thing he’d ever experienced.

Life was becoming crazy, but also exciting as fuck.

The past two months had been a whirlwind of flashing lights, camera setups, and an ever-growing stack of cash pouring in from Jessica’s OnlyFans. What had started as sultry teasing had evolved into full-blown explicit content—photos, videos, solo shows that had her writhing on camera while Mark watched through the lens. Their sex life had never been hotter, fueled by the constant push of creating more, performing more, getting lost in the rush of it all.

But it wasn’t just the money, or the excitement of it all. Something beneath the surface had shifted, stretching between them like a taut wire.

Mark noticed it in the way Jessica carried herself now—more confident, more self-assured. She walked around their apartment in lingerie as if it were second nature, slipping into barely-there thongs and lace bras not just for the camera, but because she liked how it made her feel. Her body language had shifted, her hips swaying when she moved, her eyes locking onto his with a playful, knowing smirk whenever she caught him staring.

It wasn’t just that. She was texting more, her phone practically glued to her hand when she wasn’t filming. Late at night, curled up on the couch, she’d scroll through messages from her subscribers, giggling to herself, occasionally biting her lip before typing out something Mark couldn’t see. The ding of another fat tip would make her hum in satisfaction, her fingers gliding over the screen before she turned back to him, looking flushed, glowing.

And lately, Mark had started feeling like an observer in his own life, watching Jessica evolve into something bolder, more untouchable. More desired.

Tonight felt no different.

Jessica sat on the couch, one leg draped lazily over the other, her wine glass held loosely in her hand as she stared at her phone. Mark watched from across the room, a knot forming in his stomach. Something was coming. He could feel it in the way she glanced at him, as if waiting for the right moment.

Jessica had been shifting in her seat for the past ten minutes, her fingers grazing the stem of her wine glass, her phone lighting up every so often with another tip, another comment, another request. She wasn’t just texting—she was thinking , chewing on something, letting it build before she finally worked up the nerve to say it.

Mark could see it. The way her tongue flicked out to wet her lips, the way she hesitated before taking a sip, eyes darting toward him when she thought he wasn’t looking. She stretched out her legs, shifting her weight slightly, exhaling as if steadying herself.

Finally, she sighed, setting her glass down. "Babe, hear me out."

Mark straightened slightly, the way she said it making his gut tighten. Jessica wasn’t just bringing up some casual idea—there was weight behind her words, an expectation in the way she looked at him.

He set his drink down, fingers lacing together as he braced himself. "What is it?"

Jessica hesitated, her fingers trailing along the rim of her glass before she bit her lip, looking up at him. "The fans want to see me with a guy."

Mark’s breath caught. His chest tightened.

"With me?" he asked slowly, already knowing the answer.

Jessica exhaled softly, rolling the stem of her glass between her fingers before finally meeting his eyes. "With… someone else."

The words lingered in the air between them, thick and inescapable. Mark barely had time to process before she continued, her voice softer but certain.

"You know… someone who has a pornstar cock. That’s what makes those videos sell better. That’s what gets the big money."

She hesitated for just a moment before reaching across the table, fingers grazing his arm. "Babe, you know  I love your cock. You're more than enough for me. But this is different—this is business. These videos have to look professional, and I’ve been reading up on it. The biggest earners, the real stars, they aren’t just self-filmed anymore. The highest-paid videos are the ones that are shot by a third person. The production, the angles—it all adds to the fantasy. And if we’re serious about making this a real business, then we have to go where the money is."

Mark said nothing, just sat there, letting it settle, his stomach twisting in a way he couldn't define. He wasn’t just jealous. He wasn’t just aroused. It was something messier, something tangled deep inside him, and he had no idea what it meant.

But his body knew.

His cock was rock hard, straining against his pants, throbbing with a need he didn't fully understand. The moment she said it— someone else —something inside him had reacted before he could stop it. The words burned in his mind, igniting something dark, something primal.

Jessica studied him carefully, waiting. Watching.

Her eyes flicked downward for just a second, the corner of her lips twitching as if she knew , as if she saw exactly what was happening to him.

And Mark, still speechless, could only stare back, his pulse pounding in his ears, his erection pulsing with every beat of his racing heart.

The last two days had been a slow, inevitable march toward this moment. Since the night Jessica first brought up the idea, Mark had gone through every possible emotion—disbelief, hesitation, jealousy, and something darker, something he didn’t want to name. At first, he had refused, laughing it off as if it were just another one of her teasing provocations. But Jessica had been patient, never pushing, just planting the seed and letting it grow.

The next night, over dinner, she brought it up again, this time more seriously. She explained the numbers, the financial reality of it, the sheer demand from her growing audience. She laid it out methodically, her voice soft but sure, letting him process each piece of it without forcing a reaction. She told him how professional it would be—clean, proper filming, a controlled environment. And when she said it wasn’t about replacing him, that nothing between them would change, Mark wanted to believe her. But the way her voice trembled just slightly, the way her thighs pressed together beneath the table as she spoke, told him there was something more.

And maybe that was what finally broke him.

He had agreed, not in a moment of weakness, but in a moment of surrender. Not just to Jessica’s desire, but to his own curiosity, to the creeping heat that had taken root in his gut the moment she had first suggested it.

Now, standing in the softly lit hotel room, adjusting the lights he had set up for the shoot, Mark swallowed against the tightness in his throat. This was happening. There was no backing out now.

Jessica stood near the vanity, her reflection a vision of sheer, slutty perfection. The coral blue lace of her lingerie set clung to her curves—delicate, see-through, designed to tease. The bra barely covered her nipples, the high-waisted thong accentuating the smooth dip of her waist. A sheer lacy robe cascaded over her shoulders, the lace-top stockings elongating her legs, ending in the sharp arch of her heels. She had taken her time on her makeup, perfecting every smoky detail, making sure her lips were plump and glossy. She looked… professional. A performer about to step on stage.

Mark’s stomach churned. He couldn’t tell if it was jealousy, arousal, or some twisted combination of both.

The knock on the door made him flinch.

Jessica turned, exhaling softly before glancing at him over her shoulder. "Showtime."

Mark opened the door to the guy—a tall, muscular personal trainer from Jessica’s gym. He had a duffel bag slung over his shoulder, his demeanor calm, professional. He wasn’t some arrogant asshole. He was polite, easygoing. That somehow made this even harder.

"Mark, right?" the guy extended a hand. "Nice to meet you, man."

Mark shook it, nodding stiffly.

Jessica stepped forward, offering a sultry smile. "Hey, glad you could make it."

"Wouldn’t miss it," the guy chuckled. He unzipped his bag, pulling out a sealed envelope. "Like we discussed—fresh test results. All clean."

His eyes flicked toward Jessica, taking in the way the sheer lace hugged her curves, the delicate fabric leaving little to the imagination. He let out a low whistle, a slow smirk spreading across his lips. "Damn, Jessica… you look incredible. That color on you? Fucking perfect. Damn, Jessica, that outfit is something else. You look like you stepped right out of a high-end shoot—sexy as fuck and definitely ready for the camera."

Jessica's lips curled into a knowing smile, shifting her weight slightly, letting the lace hug her body in all the right places. "Glad you approve," she teased, running a hand down the front of her robe before letting it fall open just enough to tease more of her exposed curves. "Figured I should dress the part."

Jessica retrieved a matching envelope from her purse, handing it over. "Here's mine..."

Mark watched the exchange in silence. They were so… prepared. So casual. And then it hit him.

There would be no condoms.

His wife was about to get fucked raw.

His throat went dry, his grip tightening on the camera as Jessica and the guy moved toward the small bar cart, the soft clink of ice in glasses filling the space. The atmosphere was thick with unspoken tension, the kind that made every movement feel heavier, more deliberate. Mark stood there, watching as Jessica leaned slightly toward the trainer, her body language open, inviting.

They sipped their drinks, the conversation easy, flowing naturally. Jessica laughed at something he said, a soft, sultry sound that made Mark’s stomach clench. Her fingers traced the rim of her glass, the way she always did when she was thinking about something naughty.  The trainer noticed too, his smirk widening as he leaned in slightly.

"You nervous?" he asked, his voice smooth, teasing.

Jessica exhaled, her lips curving as she swirled the amber liquid in her glass. "Excited. This is… new. Different."

Mark could see it—the shift in her posture, the way her pupils were blown just a little wider, how her thighs pressed together unconsciously. She was already slipping into that space, already feeling the pull of what was about to happen. And so was he.

Jessica set her glass down, smoothing her hands over the delicate lace of her robe before stepping in closer to the trainer. "We ready?"

The trainer took one last slow sip of his drink before placing it beside hers. "I think so."

Mark swallowed hard, adjusting the focus on his camera, his fingers tightening around the grip. "Rolling."

Jessica started slow, tilting her chin up as the trainer leaned in, their lips meeting in a kiss that was hesitant at first—then deeper, hungrier. Her hands slid up his chest, fingers splaying over his broad frame as she pressed against him. The thin lace of her lingerie did nothing to hide how her body reacted, her nipples pebbling beneath the sheer bra.

Mark’s cock twitched in his pants.

Jessica moaned softly, letting the trainer take control. He grabbed her waist, pulling her in, their bodies grinding together. Mark caught every moment on camera—the way Jessica melted into him, the way her tongue flicked teasingly against his lips, how effortlessly she straddled him when he pulled her onto his lap. Her ass curved perfectly in the sheer thong, her hips rolling as she kissed him deeper. The trainer’s hands roamed, grabbing handfuls of her ass, squeezing, kneading, before one hand slid up her back, untying her lace robe and letting it slip to the floor.

Jessica whimpered into his mouth.

Mark’s cock was straining now, an unbearable ache as he kept filming, unable to look away. The scene unfolding in front of him was like something out of a high-budget porno, except it wasn’t scripted—it was real, raw, and playing out inches away from his lens. Jessica’s body molded against the trainer’s, her back arching as his hands roamed freely, gripping her hips, palming her ass, exploring every inch of her lace-clad curves. The sheer fabric barely concealed anything, teasing glimpses of flushed skin, stiff nipples, the damp heat between her thighs that he could almost see  through the delicate thong.

Her moans grew louder, throatier, as the trainer took control, tilting her head back, kissing along her jaw before dragging his lips down to her collarbone. The way Jessica melted into it, her fingers tangling in his hair, hips rolling instinctively against him—it was too much. Mark’s grip tightened on the camera, his pulse hammering, his cock throbbing, painfully hard in his pants. The heat, the sound, the wet, breathy gasps leaving Jessica’s lips—it was all-consuming, a vivid, filthy masterpiece playing out right in front of him, and he was the one capturing every second of it.

The trainer leaned in, kissing along Jessica’s full lace clad tits, peeling away the straps of her bra with ease. He took down the lacy cups of her bra and tucked them below her bare breasts, the dusky nipples already stiff. He cupped her heaving tits, kneading them in his palms before his mouth closed over one nipple, sucking greedily.

"Oh, fuck," Jessica gasped, arching into him.

Mark clenched his jaw, focusing through the lens, capturing every flick of the tongue, every desperate little sound she made.

Then, she slid off his lap with deliberate slowness, letting her hands trail down his chest, her nails grazing lightly over his abs before her fingers curled around his waistband. She lowered herself onto her knees, her back arching just enough to make the lace of her lingerie hug her curves tighter, her thighs parting slightly as she looked up at him through thick, dark lashes. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, teasing, anticipation pooling in her heavy-lidded eyes as she reached for his belt.

The trainer smirked as he unbuckled his belt. Jessica’s breath hitched as she pulled his pants down, releasing his cock—thick, long, undeniably pornstar-worthy. Mark’s stomach twisted as she wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slowly before licking up the length, her eyes fluttering closed as she savored it.

"Jesus, Jess... you’re unreal," the trainer groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair as he watched her lips stretch around him. "The way you take it… like you’ve been craving this all along."

Jessica moaned in response, taking him deeper, her lips stretching, saliva dripping down her chin as she gagged around him. She was sloppy, ravenous, sucking with lewd, wet sounds that filled the room. Her fingers tightened around the base, jerking him as she worked him over, lost in it, completely unashamed.

Mark’s breathing was shallow, his cock painfully hard as he adjusted the camera, making sure to capture every second.

They didn’t stop.

Jessica let the trainer take control, his hands large and firm as they guided her toward the bed. Her breath was uneven, anticipation curling hot and thick in her belly. The hotel room was perfectly and professionally lit by Mark for the camera, every angle optimized to capture the most intimate, tantalizing details. The soft glow highlighted their entwined bodies, amplifying the tension that had been building from the moment the trainer walked through the door. Mark’s camera was steady in his grip, but his pulse was anything but.

Her lips glistened as she pulled off the trainer’s cock, a thin strand of saliva stretching between them before breaking. Her breath came in short, hot gasps, her cheeks flushed, eyes half-lidded in a daze of lust. The trainer wiped a thumb over her swollen lips, smirking as he let his gaze wander down her heaving chest. Jessica flicked her tongue across her bottom lip, teasing, dragging her nails lightly over his thighs as if daring him to demand more. But he wasn’t rushing. No, he wanted to savor this, wanted to drag it out, to make her squirm for it.

He reached down, tilting her chin up. "You ready for the next step, baby?"

Jessica swallowed, nodding slowly, her fingers still wrapped loosely around the base of his cock. Her lips parted as if she might lean back in, take him down again, but the trainer chuckled, shaking his head. "Not yet. Get up."

She obeyed, her stockings clad legs trembling slightly as she rose to her feet in the stiletto heels she was still wearing. The heat between them was electric, her arousal clear in the way her body moved, the way she exhaled, shaky and needy. The trainer’s hands trailed up her waist, slipping behind her back, deftly unhooking the delicate clasp of her bra. He let it slide down her arms, exposing her fully, his large palms immediately cupping her breasts, kneading them with slow, deliberate strokes. Jessica gasped, arching into his touch, pressing herself into him.

Mark’s fingers twitched against the camera. His breath was shallow, heart hammering against his ribs. He wanted to tell himself this was just a performance, but the raw hunger in Jessica’s expression, the way she melted under the trainer’s hands—it was real. Undeniable.

The trainer leaned in, dragging his tongue over the curve of her neck, down to her collarbone, before taking one hardened nipple into his mouth, sucking hard. Jessica whimpered, her fingers threading through his hair, holding him there as he lavished attention on her sensitive flesh. His other hand skimmed lower, fingers dipping beneath the waistband of her thong, sliding between her slick folds, teasing her with featherlight strokes.

Jessica shuddered, her knees nearly buckling. "Oh god…"

The trainer smirked, pulling back just enough to whisper against her skin, "Let’s take this to the bed."

The trainer ran his fingers along the lace of her lingerie, teasing the delicate fabric as Jessica shivered beneath his touch. He took his time, savoring the way her breath hitched when he traced over the bare curves of her breasts, his palms gliding over her exposed skin. Her nipples tightened under the cool air, and he took one between his lips, sucking slow and deep, flicking his tongue over the sensitive bud.

With deliberate ease, he guided her down onto the bed, positioning her on her back against the plush sheets. Jessica’s breath was shallow, her chest rising and falling as the trainer hovered over her, his broad frame casting a shadow over her flushed skin. He braced himself with one hand beside her head, the other trailing down her side, mapping the curves of her body. His lips followed, pressing open-mouthed kisses down her collarbone, over the swell of her breasts, lower, teasing the dip of her stomach.

Jessica gasped, arching beneath him, her thighs instinctively parting as his weight pressed into her. He grinned against her skin, nudging his knee between her legs, pinning her down, fully in control. "You’re perfect like this," he murmured, his voice low, full of promise. "Let me enjoy you."

Jessica moaned, her back arching into him, her fingers tangling in his short, cropped hair. He played with her, rolling her nipple between his teeth, his other hand sliding down the curve of her waist, slipping beneath the lace of her thong. When he finally peeled it away, he did it with an agonizing slowness, watching as the damp fabric clung to her before letting it drop onto the floor.

Mark steadied the camera, adjusting the angle to frame every detail as the trainer spread Jessica out beneath him. His hands explored her body with deliberate intent, gliding over the soft swell of her ribs, tracing the dip of her stomach, the curve of her hips. Each touch was slow, possessive, drawing shivers from Jessica’s flushed skin. He kissed his way down her torso, his lips trailing warmth as he lingered at sensitive spots, flicking his tongue, grazing his teeth, teasing until she writhed beneath him, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

“Please,” she whispered, her thighs pressing together around him, trying to ease the ache between them.

The trainer smirked, prying them apart with ease. “Patience, baby,” he murmured, dragging his tongue along the inside of her thigh. “I want to take my time with you.”

Jessica gasped as his mouth finally met her, his tongue pressing against her swollen clit, flicking, teasing, drawing wet, desperate sounds from her lips. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, her breath stuttering with every deliberate stroke of his tongue. He licked her like he had all the time in the world, alternating between slow, torturous laps and sharp, insistent sucks that sent shudders through her entire body.

Mark adjusted the focus, capturing every second of it—Jessica’s parted lips, the way her chest rose and fell in rapid breaths, the way her hands trembled as she reached down, burying her fingers in the trainer’s hair, guiding him closer. She was lost in it, completely unraveling beneath him, her moans turning into desperate, breathy sobs as he worked her over with his tongue.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her thighs quivering. “Oh god, I’m gonna—”

The trainer didn’t let up. He latched onto her clit, sucking hard as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right. Jessica’s back arched off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as she came, her entire body shaking with the force of it. Mark swallowed hard, his own body tense as he watched her fall apart.

Before Jessica could recover, the trainer was flipping her onto her hands and knees, gripping her hips, positioning her exactly how he wanted. She barely had time to catch her breath before he was lining himself up, teasing her entrance with the thick, blunt head of his cock.

Jessica whimpered, her fingers curling into the sheets. “Please,” she begged. “I need it. Give it to me.”

Mark held his breath as the trainer pushed inside her, sinking deep with a slow, unrelenting thrust. Jessica's moans spilled from her lips, raw and desperate, her fingers clawing at the sheets as her body adjusted around him. Her walls clamped down tight, stretching around the thick length filling her completely. Mark swallowed hard, adjusting the camera to capture every detail—the way Jessica's pussy gripped him greedily, glistening, pulling him deeper with each thrust, as if her body refused to let go.

“Oh fuck,” Jessica sobbed, her back arching. “Yes, yes, just like that!”

The trainer groaned, gripping her hips tighter, setting a steady, punishing rhythm. He pulled back, almost completely, before slamming into her again, making her cry out with each stroke.

"Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder!" Jessica wailed, her voice raw, filled with desperate, unrestrained need. "God, you’re so deep—don't stop!"

The sounds of wet, slick flesh meeting filled the room, each thrust sending a jolt of pleasure through Jessica’s body. Her moans turned wild, unfiltered cries spilling from her lips. "Oh my god, oh my god—yes! Stretch me! Fuck, fuck, I can't—ahh!"

He grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back, forcing her to arch further. Jessica gasped sharply, her entire body quaking as she screamed, "Fucking ruin me! Oh god! Yes! Just like that!"

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled, punctuating each word with another deep, brutal thrust. “So goddamn tight.”

Jessica moaned, her voice cracking with raw pleasure. "Oh god, yes! Just like that—fuck, you’re stretching me so good!" Her fingers twisted in the sheets, her body trembling beneath the relentless rhythm. "Harder! Deeper! Oh fuck, I can feel you everywhere!"

Mark’s knuckles were white as he adjusted the angle, making sure to capture every detail—the way Jessica’s body shook with every thrust, the way the trainer’s cock disappeared inside her, stretching her wide. Then the trainer’s hand came down hard against her ass, a sharp crack echoing in the room.

Jessica gasped, her walls clenching around him. “Oh god, oh god!”

“Again?” he taunted, rubbing the red mark before bringing his hand down again, harder this time.

Jessica screamed, her entire body seizing as a sharp, uncontrollable wave of pleasure tore through her and the trainer quickly pulled out his cock and started using his hands on her clit and pussy and soon a gush of wetness splashed onto the sheets, drenching them as her thighs trembled violently. She let out a raw, broken moan, her fingers twisting in the fabric beneath her as she convulsed, helpless against the overwhelming sensation.

Mark nearly dropped the camera, his entire body going rigid. His breath came in short, ragged gasps, his mind struggling to process what he was seeing. In all their years together, he had never made her squirt—never even come close. Yet here she was, completely undone, her body surrendering to the trainer in a way it never had with him. His stomach clenched, a mix of jealousy, humiliation, and unbearable arousal twisting inside him.

Jessica whimpered, barely coherent as aftershocks rippled through her, her slick, spent pussy now back to twitching around the trainer’s cock again. Mark adjusted the focus, unable to look away as her drenched folds clenched around the thick shaft once again buried inside her, pulling him deeper, as if her body refused to let go.

The trainer flipped her onto her back, pinning her down as he plunged into her again, pressing his weight against her, forcing her legs apart. Their mouths met in sloppy, desperate kisses, their bodies moving together in perfect rhythm. Jessica’s nails raked down his sculpted back, her legs wrapping around his waist as she took everything he gave her.

“You like this, don’t you?” he murmured against her lips. “Like being fucked like this?”

Jessica moaned into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair. “Yes. Fuck, yes.”

Mark clenched his jaw, his cock throbbing against his pants, but he didn’t stop filming.

Then Jessica climbed on top, her thighs trembling as she lowered herself onto the trainer’s cock, gasping as he filled her again. She took her time at first, rolling her hips, letting him stretch her all over again, her nails pressing into his chest as she adjusted to the fullness. Her breath hitched, turning into a shuddering moan as she rocked forward, her clit grinding against his pelvis.

The trainer groaned, gripping her hips, guiding her rhythm. "That’s it, baby. Ride it. Take what you need."

Jessica moaned, throwing her head back as she moved faster, the wet slap of their bodies growing louder, more obscene. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, and the trainer caught one in his mouth, sucking hard until she cried out, her body tightening around him. "Oh god, yes! Fuck, I’m gonna—ahh!"

Her thighs quaked, her stomach tensed, and then she shattered, her pussy clenching around him in desperate, fluttering waves. She sobbed out his name, barely coherent, her entire body trembling in his grasp. The trainer groaned, his grip tightening on her waist as he thrust up into her, chasing his release.

Mark gripped the camera tightly, his breathing uneven as he zoomed in closer, capturing every intimate detail. His pulse pounded in his ears, his stomach twisting as he watched Jessica’s body take everything the trainer gave her. His fingers hovered over the camera controls, adjusting the focus with shaking hands, mesmerized by the way she moved, the way she responded, lost in pure, unfiltered pleasure. Watching every detail—the way Jessica’s slick, swollen pussy clenched desperately around the thick length inside her, milking him, pulling him deeper with every pulse. Her inner muscles twitched, spasming, refusing to let go, and the trainer cursed, gripping her ass as he thrust up one final time.

“Gonna fill you up, baby,” he growled, his voice rough with need. "Take it all."

Jessica gasped, her nails raking down his chest as she felt him pulse deep inside her. "Yes, yes, yes—oh fuck!"

The trainer let out a deep, guttural groan, his body stiffening beneath her as he buried himself to the hilt. Mark swallowed thickly, his breath catching as he caught it all—Jessica trembling, her face wrecked with bliss as the trainer emptied inside her, filling her completely. A low, breathless moan escaped her lips as she collapsed forward, her sweat-dampened skin sticking to his chest, her body utterly spent.

She barely moved when he finally pulled out, a slow, thick trickle of cum slipping from her, glistening as it leaked down her swollen folds. Jessica whimpered, boneless, her thighs still trembling from the aftershocks.

Mark slowly lowered the camera, his hands trembling as he tried to steady his breath. His pulse pounded in his ears, his throat dry, the weight of what he had just witnessed pressing heavy on his chest. His eyes flickered from the camera screen to the bed, where Jessica lay sprawled, her body completely spent, her skin glistening with sweat.

The trainer smirked, running a hand down Jessica’s thigh before giving it a possessive squeeze. "Damn, baby," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You were perfect for me."

Jessica let out a soft, exhausted giggle, her head turning slightly toward Mark. Her lips curled into a lazy, fucked-out smile. "Babe… that was insane."

Mark forced himself to swallow, to breathe. He nodded slowly, though his voice betrayed him when he spoke. "Yeah… you really… got into it."

Jessica hummed in response, stretching out her sore limbs, her body still trembling slightly from the aftershocks. She let out a contented sigh, sinking deeper into the mattress. "Mmm… I think I need a nap."

The trainer chuckled, reaching over to brush damp strands of hair from her forehead. "You earned it, sweetheart. That was one hell of a show."

Mark remained frozen, his grip tightening around the now-switched-off camera. His gaze flickered between them, his stomach twisting. He had just captured every moment, every gasp, every moan, every drop of her submission. And deep down, he knew—things would never be the same again.

***

Enjoyed the story?

Thank you for reading Cuckolded on Camera! This is just the beginning of Mark and Jessica’s journey—there’s so much more ahead as they dive deeper into the world of OnlyFans, hotwifing, and cuckold submission. I have big plans for this series— more encounters, more tension, more boundaries pushed —but I can only keep going with your support.

If you enjoyed this book, please take a moment to rate and review it . Your feedback helps more readers discover this story and allows me to bring you even hotter, more intense chapters of Mark and Jessica’s descent into their new reality.

Your reviews mean everything, and I can’t wait to take you on the next ride.

🔥 Want more? Stay tuned—this is only the beginning.  🔥

— Emily Felix
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Taken in Sin City: A Cuckold Fantasy Made Real 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/O3E8s    )

Nthan never imagined that a simple getaway to Las Vegas with Olivia would change their marriage forever. As they stepped into the neon-lit playground of Sin City, he expected a weekend of indulgence—cocktails, casinos, maybe a little mischief. But nothing could have prepared him for Damian. 

The moment Olivia met him, everything shifted. The power. The control. The way she lit up  under another man’s attention. And when Damian invited them to his exclusive penthouse lounge , Olivia didn’t hesitate. Nathan sat there, watching his wife, heart pounding, his body betraying him as she leaned in close, her fingers tracing Damian’s chest. He should have stopped it. He should have said something.  But all he could do was watch. The first kiss was shocking. The way she softened in another man’s arms , the way she sighed against his lips. But that was just the beginning. Before the night was over, Olivia wasn’t just his wife anymore—she had given herself to another. 

And Nathan? 

He was left kneeling at the foot of the bed, watching, breathless, as Olivia surrendered completely on another mans bed. 


A single night in Vegas was all it took to turn fantasy into reality . 

And now, Olivia wants more. 

Welcome to Sin City, where no wife is off-limits—and no husband leaves the same. 

[image: ]

The Black Bull & The Professor’s Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Wda27v  ) 

"He rents a room… and takes my wife." 

Kevin was supposed to be just a tenant—my brightest university student, a star athlete, and a young man with confidence I never had. When he moved into our home, I thought it was the perfect arrangement. But I should have known better. 

My wife, Jessica, always had a way of drawing attention. Blonde, beautiful, and way out of my league, she’s the kind of woman men can’t ignore. And Kevin? He noticed. The way she started dressing around him, the lingering glances, the laughter that lasted a little too long—I saw it happening, but I couldn’t stop it. Now, my student isn’t just renting a room. He’s taking his place in my home… in my marriage… and in my wife’s bed. And the worst part? I can’t look away. 

A steamy, humiliating, and utterly addictive cuckold story  filled with power shifts, temptation, and a wife caught between two men—one who owns her heart, and one who owns her body. 

Are you ready to watch? 

About the Author

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

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

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

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