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Author’s Note



This story is a prequel and spin-off to The OnlyFans Cuckold Tapes series. While it can absolutely be enjoyed as a standalone, you’ll find the experience even more layered—and deliciously filthy—if you’ve read the main series first.

We go back to where it all began. To Vivienne. The woman who built the empire before the hashtags, before the livestreams, before Jessica. This is the story of how a wife became a legend, and how a husband learned to worship from the sidelines.

Inside, you’ll find themes like sloppy seconds, clean-up, and all the cuckolded goodness that doesn’t always make it to the mainstream. If that’s your thing? Welcome. If not… well, you’ve been warned.

Thanks for reading,
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.  

***


Prologue 


Las Vegas. Now.

The penthouse lounge pulsed with low music, gold lighting, and the scent of high-end perfume and sin. Jessica stood at the center, heels anchored, dress painted onto her curves—a shimmering black second skin that made men stare and Bulls twitch. Mark hovered behind her, camera in hand, hard as fuck and trying not to pant like the dog he felt like.

And then she walked in.

Vivienne Saint.

Platinum-blonde hair in soft waves, champagne silk hugging her surgically sculpted body like it was sewn on. Her tits sat high and proud, her hips wide and dangerous, and her heels clicked like a countdown to orgasm. Vivienne didn’t walk into the room. She possessed it. Claimed it. And left a trail of soaked fantasies behind her.

The crowd shifted. Conversations stalled. One woman bit her lip. A man almost dropped his drink.

She approached like royalty in stilettos. Slow. Intentional. The scent of Chanel and cum clinging to her skin like armor. Every Bull in the room stood taller. Every husband stepped back. And Jessica’s breath caught in her throat.

She didn’t speak right away. Just trailed a hand down Jessica’s back—fingernails grazing the dip of her spine—before giving her ass a firm, unapologetic squeeze.

Then came the whisper. Molten. Sinful.

"You're the main event, sweetheart. You don't just perform. You hypnotize."

Jessica moaned before she even realized it. Her thighs pressed together. Mark choked on his breath, camera trembling in his grip. Vivienne smiled like a woman who'd already won the night.

But before she became that, before she became legend, Vivienne Saint was just a broke girl in a Sunset diner—flipping coffee pots, faking smiles, and aching for a way out.

She found it.

And she fucked it until it begged her to stay.


Chapter 1: Sunset, Tips, and Desperation

Los Angeles, 2005

The uniform was a joke. Red polyester with white trim, buttons that threatened to pop every time she leaned over a booth, and a matching mini-apron that covered absolutely nothing. Vivienne's tits were barely contained, her ass on display, and the only reason she still wore this uniform was because tips went up the sluttier it looked.

She adjusted her neckline, rolled her shoulders back, and forced a smile as she slid two chocolate milkshakes onto a sticky Formica table.

"Here you go, boys. Anything else you want from me?"

The frat guys grinned. One made a slow jerk-off gesture with his straw.

She laughed like it didn’t sting. Like her feet didn’t hurt and her dreams hadn’t rotted in the heat.

The Sunset Diner was a graveyard of talent. Every waitress was an ex-something—ex-model, ex-actress, ex-hopeful. Vivienne Saint was one audition away from being an ex-dreamer herself.

She checked her tables, grabbed a tray, and ducked into the breakroom. The cheap fluorescents buzzed. Her armpits were damp. Someone had left half a donut on the counter, half-melted in the August heat. She stood still for a second. Let herself breathe. Maybe two minutes. Maybe just one. Enough for a cigarette maybe.

She stepped into the breakroom, the door swinging shut behind her with a tired creak, and flipped it open. Then her phone buzzed.

Eli.

She answered on the second ring.

"Hey," she said, pressing the phone to her cheek as she slumped against the lockers.

"They passed again," he said. No greeting. Just defeat. Her chest sank, like something inside her untethered and dropped straight into her stomach.

"Arclight. Said the second act's thin."

She closed her eyes. "Shit."

"I’ll rewrite tonight. Maybe strip out the backstory. Tighten the dialogue."

Vivienne lit a cigarette. Took a long drag. "We’re bleeding, baby."

She didn’t say it to hurt him. But she meant it. And they both knew it.

A pause.

"You still pulling doubles?"

She didn’t answer. Just looked down at the tiny burn on her uniform from the kitchen's busted steam wand. Then at her tits—pressed up and practically out for tips.

"Gotta go," she whispered, flicking ash into the sink. "Tables."

She hung up before he could ask more.

***

She was on her fourth refill run when he walked in.

The diner bell chimed, and Vivienne glanced up out of habit. Then stopped.

Tall. Salt-and-pepper hair. A slate-gray coat tailored to his frame. Expensive sunglasses that didn’t belong anywhere near the cracked vinyl booths and grease-stained menus. He looked like he was scouting a film set. Or buying it.

She’d seen him before.

Once at table nine. Another time lingering by the window, sipping black coffee and leaving a tip too big for someone who barely touched his plate. He never flirted. Never stared. Never stayed long. And she never waited on him.

Until now.

He didn’t look around. Didn’t fidget or shuffle. He just walked to an empty booth in the far corner and sat down, legs spread, one hand resting on the table like he owned it. The other pushed his sunglasses up slowly, revealing dark, hooded eyes that locked onto her like she was already undressing for him.

Vivienne stopped short with the coffee pot mid-air. Her grip tightened on the handle. She felt her nipples harden through her uniform and cursed her body for reacting before her brain did.

He didn’t leer. He didn’t grin. He just watched.

She adjusted her top, forcing her expression into something between confident and flirtatious. The mask she wore for Hollywood creeps and sweaty tourists.

"What would you like to have tonight?" she asked, voice syrupy-sweet. It was the tone she used on guys who left twenty-dollar tips for cleavage.

He slid his sunglasses down his nose. Sharp cheekbones. Five-o'clock stubble. Eyes that didn’t blink.

"Actually, sweetheart," he said, voice low and smooth, "I came for you."

She blinked. "Excuse me?"

He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a card. Not flimsy paper stock. Heavy. Embossed. Black with silver lettering.

Archer Black
Blackroom Pictures
"We don’t make porn. We make legends."

Her stomach dropped. Not from fear. From heat. Her skin flushed, her chest prickled, and her panties—already damp from the heat of the kitchen—grew wet for an entirely different reason.

She held the card like it might burn her.

"You think I’m—"

"I think you’re better than bending over this counter while drunk college boys imagine you gagging on their dicks between refills," he said calmly, like he was reading from a script. "I think you’re wasting your tits and that perfect mouth on tips from guys who still live with their mothers."

Her lips parted. A breath caught in her throat. She wanted to say something sharp, something to reassert control.

But his words landed deeper than they should have. Somewhere low and aching.

"You don’t belong in this place, Vivienne. You were meant to be watched. Desired. Worshipped."

She gripped the edge of the table. Her knees wobbled.

She should’ve poured the pot of coffee straight into his lap. Should’ve cursed him out and stormed away.

But instead she just stood there, heart hammering, chest rising too fast, thighs clenching with the sudden, humiliating realization that she was wet.

And not just wet.

Wanting.

He leaned back, letting the silence work like foreplay.

"One scene. No strings. You keep your name."

He slid a hundred-dollar bill under the salt shaker. It wasn’t folded. It wasn’t hidden. It was a challenge.

Vivienne didn’t move.

Then he leaned in. Just enough for her to feel the warmth of his breath as his voice dropped lower, richer.

"Or," he whispered, lips almost grazing her ear, "you can keep pretending your boyfriend's screenplay's gonna get made."

She froze.

He knew.

He pulled back just enough to watch the realization flash across her face. And then he gave her a slow, knowing smile.

"You two moved out here two years ago, right? Studio off Melrose. You serve double shifts in between auditions, and he sends manuscripts that don’t get opened. I’ve seen him pick you up in that beat-up Corolla. I’ve seen the way you keep pretending the dream’s still alive."

She swallowed hard. Heat rushed up her neck.

"I don’t stalk, Vivienne. I scout. I watch. I know when someone’s about to break—and when they’re about to snap into something beautiful."

He tilted his head.

"You? You’re not broken. You’re just waiting to be seen. And trust me—I see you."

Vivienne stared.

The diner buzzed around her, distant, irrelevant. Her hands clenched at her sides, fingertips tingling. Her thighs were damp. Her chest tight.

And for the first time in months, something hot and electric curled in her gut.

Not shame.

Power.

***

She brought the card home that night.

She'd been thinking about what Archer said for hours now. Turning it over in her head between refills and cigarette breaks. The more she sat with it, the more it dug in. Not just the offer, but the way he spoke to her. Like he already knew what she was pretending not to want.

To be seen. To be wanted. To be more.

And wasn’t that the whole reason she came to LA in the first place? Not to waitress. Not to fade. But to burn.

He’d said she was made to be watched. Desired. Worshipped.

Maybe she wasn’t going to be the kind of star she'd once imagined. But she was going to be a star.

And maybe, deep down, she wanted to be one that people jerked off to.

A legend.

Their studio apartment smelled like burnt rice and broken dreams. The A/C rattled in the window but didn’t blow. One of Eli’s screenwriting books lay face-down on the floor beside a stack of unopened mail. He sat hunched over his laptop, in the same position he’d been in for weeks. Same t-shirt. Same hope leaking out of him day by day.

They'd been together since forever. High school sweethearts from a tiny Nebraska town nobody remembered. They’d moved out here together after college—him with a screenwriting degree, her with something generic she never really cared about. What mattered was the dream: he’d write the next big indie film, and she’d book her breakout role. They were going to do it together. Young, in love, and hungry.

But the city had teeth. And it was chewing them slowly.

"You’re late," he said, eyes still on the screen.

Vivienne tossed her apron aside. Kicked off her sneakers. Her feet throbbed.

She walked over, slow, deliberate, and dropped the business card onto his keyboard like a loaded weapon.

He stared at it. Read it once. Then again.

"What the fuck is this?"

"My way out," she said softly.

His jaw tightened. "Porn? Viv? Seriously?"

She reached behind her neck and pulled the zipper of her uniform down. The cheap red fabric slid off her shoulders, pooling at her feet.

No bra. Just sweat-slicked skin and red cotton panties that clung to her cunt. He’d always loved her tits. Natural, heavy, soft in his hands. Back in Nebraska, he used to whisper how they made him lose his mind. He wasn’t the only one. Waiters. Coaches. Teachers. Everyone had looked. But Eli was the only one to ever touch. To worship. And now, even through the shock, he was still staring. Still wanting. But now, his eyes moved even farther down and settled at the damp patch between her thighs that had darkened the fabric of her barely there panties. She saw his eyes catch on it.

"He said I could be a star." she aided.

"That’s what I said when I proposed," Eli muttered.

She moved closer. Swung a leg over and straddled him in the chair.

"Then prove it."

She ground against his lap, slow and cruel. His cock twitched beneath his flannel pajama pants. She felt him getting hard, even as his jaw stayed clenched.

Her lips brushed his neck. "You didn’t even ask who he was."

"I don’t care," he muttered, jaw clenched.

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. "Bullshit. You care that he saw me. That he wants me. That he offered me more than this fucking apartment and book shelves full of rejected drafts."

He looked away, but didn’t let go. She felt the tremble in his hands as he kept them at her waist.

"Viv... this isn’t you."

She smiled, slow and dangerous. "You’re right. It’s not the old me."

She kissed him then. Deep. Wet. Needy. But underneath it was challenge. A line crossed. A goodbye to whatever innocence they still had.

"I want to do this," she said, voice low but certain. "I need to."

Eli didn’t speak right away. His jaw worked like he was chewing on all the ways he wanted to say no.

But her body was pressed to his. His cock was already betraying him. And something inside him cracked.

"Fuck," he breathed, finally. "If this is really what you want... then I won’t stop you."

He didn’t say he liked it. He didn’t say he understood. But he said yes.

And that was enough.

She rolled her hips, letting her soaked panties drag across the outline of his cock. She moaned into his mouth like she was imagining someone else.

And in her mind, she was.

Vivienne saw a camera. A set. Her legs spread and Archer’s voice calling "Action."

She saw herself moaning names that weren’t Eli’s. Saw herself stretched open on screen. Glowing. Powerful.

Not Eli’s Girl.

Vivienne fucking Saint.

The second name was a stage name she'd already decided for herself. When? She had no idea. It had just fit.

Saint. The filthy kind.

She was already gone.

And she was ready to sin.

And Eli? It seems that he would be the first man to watch her leave and still stay.


Chapter 2: The Audition (And the Aftermath)

The sun had barely risen when she left. Her call time was six-thirty. Archer hadn’t said much over the phone, just that the crew liked to start early and he wanted her fresh. Her hair was still damp from a rushed shower, her body still buzzing from what she and Eli hadn’t said out loud but had already agreed upon in the dark silence between their mouths. She hadn't slept. She hadn’t needed to. Her mind had already crossed over. Her body was just following orders.

The studio Archer had given her the address for—during the call when she said yes—didn’t look like anything special. A plain one-story home nestled deep in a quiet Burbank neighborhood, surrounded by lemon trees and overgrown bougainvillea. A blue recycling bin sat crooked on the curb. A sleek black Jaguar sat quietly in the driveway, its paint a subtle charcoal sheen rather than flashy gloss. The kind of car bought by a man who didn’t need to show off, just to arrive. It blended in, but only if you weren’t looking too closely. And somehow, that made it more powerful.

The moment she stepped through the front door, the illusion broke.

Inside, it was a different world.

She wondered how many other girls had stood exactly where she was now—nervous, dripping, pretending not to be turned on by the idea of being watched, fucked, and filmed like it was the only thing that ever mattered.

White light panels buzzed overhead. Walls had been painted soft cream and covered in tasteful minimalist art—not a single trace of kitsch. Cables snaked across the floor toward discreet camera rigs. Fold-out chairs sat against the walls, clean and neat. There was a kind of professional order to the place. Money had passed through here. A lot of it. And yet, it didn’t scream smut.

At least half a dozen people moved around the set with quiet precision—lighting crew, camera assistants, a woman holding a clipboard, another arranging props on a low table nearby. Vivienne felt their presence in her spine. They weren’t watching her like men at a bar. They were professionals. But they would see her naked. Watch her moan. Watch her cum. Watch her get fucked in real time.

And later? Thousands more would see it. Maybe millions. The lens would carry her body, her sounds, her surrender into dingy theatres, homes and hotel rooms—wherever men watched late at night, one hand under the covers.

A pit opened in her stomach—tight, nervous. And from that pit, butterflies spread, dancing wildly under her skin, their wings soaked in something hotter than fear. Her pussy pulsed with heat. She was about to be seen. Not pretending to be someone else. Not hiding. Just her. Just Vivienne. It scared her. But it thrilled her more. And somehow, that was the most honest thing she'd ever done.

"Vivienne," came that same low, unhurried voice.

Archer Black walked out from what looked like a converted kitchen. He wore a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled, jeans that fit too well to be accidental, and the kind of watch men bought when they’d already won.

"You showed up."

She nodded, standing still just inside the door, unsure if she felt nervous or turned on.

"You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to," he said simply. "You keep your name. You own your performance. You set your limits. All I do is capture what wants to be seen."

She breathed in slowly, and the knot in her stomach loosened. Just a bit.

"Let’s get you into wardrobe."

***

The outfit was ridiculous. And perfect.

A tight French maid costume—short enough to expose the under-curve of her ass, sheer enough to reveal her nipples through the thin black fabric, and cinched with white lace that made her look like a perverted porcelain doll.

She looked at herself in the vanity mirror under warm bulbs and smiled for the first time in weeks.

The outfit looked like it had been stitched straight from the mind of a man who knew exactly what he wanted women to look like on their knees. She turned slightly, then more, letting her body angle toward the mirror as her hands smoothed over the tight fabric hugging her hips. The lace trim framed her curves like a fantasy.

She lifted the back hem slowly, fingertips grazing the bare skin of her ass, and caught a glimpse of herself from behind. It was obscene. She looked like she was already mid-fuck. The panties—if they could even be called that—had disappeared between her cheeks, the string glossy and damp with anticipation.

Her nipples were pebbling beneath the sheer cups, standing out clearly under the mesh. She didn't adjust the fabric. She didn't try to hide.

She wanted them seen.

She wanted to be seen.

She let the skirt fall back into place, took one last look, and let the smile stretch across her lips a second longer.

Her makeup was done by a quiet, focused woman with sleek hair and soft hands. The final touch was lip gloss—a thick, sticky coat that made her mouth look like it had just been fucked.

She felt wet already. And they hadn’t even started.

***

The shoot setup was intimate.

Just one male actor. A tall, quiet guy with dark features, clean lines, and a cock that hung thick and heavy even when soft. He nodded politely. Didn’t speak unless spoken to. She appreciated that.

The scene was simple: she was the maid, he was the boss. There were a few lines. Archer directed with barely a whisper, letting them breathe inside the frame.

When the camera started rolling, Vivienne forgot everything else.

For a split second, the gravity of what she was doing threatened to knock the air from her lungs. She was on camera. Not in the way she’d once dreamed—not in a leading role, not with a script in hand, not at some glossy Sundance indie premiere. But the lights were on, the lens was locked on her body, and somewhere in her bones she knew this would be seen. Remembered.

She wondered, briefly, if Eli was still asleep. If he’d wake up hard and aching without knowing why. If he’d picture her like this—spread open for a stranger while the camera caught everything her boyfriend never would.

And that thought didn’t stop her.

It made her wetter.

The moan that left her mouth when he first slid his fingers up her thigh wasn’t planned. The gasp that followed when his cock slapped against her cheek—not scripted. When he finally fucked her, slow and deep, her knees shook.

She wasn’t acting.

She came twice during the scene. Once when he had her bent over the armrest, one leg shaking, the other lifted high as he pounded her from behind. Again when he pulled her onto his lap and whispered filth into her ear while she rode him, tits bouncing, head tossed back. Archer didn’t yell cut.

He didn’t need to.

The camera kept rolling until her body collapsed against the couch, pussy raw and dripping, lips parted, eyes dazed.

Three hours passed. It felt like twenty minutes.

When it was over, the actor kissed her shoulder, thanked her politely, and disappeared into the back with his robe.

Vivienne took a quick shower in the side bathroom—the kind with eucalyptus spray and gold fixtures—and changed into the clothes she’d brought: a short black tank top with no bra and a tight denim skirt that hugged her hips just enough to make her feel reckless.

She was nearly out the door when she heard it.

"Vivienne."

Archer stood in the hallway, his arms crossed. Watching her.

"Got a second?"

She followed him back into the office. It was dark and cool, filled with books and framed posters of films she didn't recognize but somehow knew were important.

He closed the door behind her.

"You were good," he said.

She smiled faintly. "Thanks."

"No," he corrected, stepping closer. "You were fucking good. You didn’t just fuck. You performed. You let them see you. That’s rare."

Her pulse picked up. Her thighs pressed together.

"You came, didn’t you?"

She hesitated.

Then nodded.

He stepped even closer. Raised a hand. Brushed a finger under her chin.

"Good."

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t gentle. His hand cupped her face like he owned it. His mouth took hers like it had already been promised.

She melted into it.

When he pressed her back against the office couch and slid his hand up her skirt, she didn’t resist.

But she didn’t melt right away either. She stood there with the heat of his body pressing in close, her breath quickening. Her thoughts weren’t linear now—they blurred between everything she had just done on set and everything she wanted in this next moment. This wasn’t about acting anymore. She didn’t just want to be fucked. She wanted to be ruined. Off-camera. For real. She wanted to feel it raw and unscripted, the kind of fucking that lived in her bloodstream long after the credits rolled.

Her mind flashed with what she'd just done, how she'd moaned and came in front of cameras, how the makeup girl had touched up the gloss on her lips after they'd been wrapped around another man’s cock. And now here was Archer. The man who'd brought her here. Watching her, reading her, waiting for her to surrender one more inch.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to.

When she didn’t step away, he grabbed her by the hips and bent her over the couch like she was already his. Like there had never been a question. Her hands braced against the cushions, ass exposed, skirt hiked high.

"Don’t be gentle," she whispered, face pressed to the armrest, voice breathless but certain. "I don’t want sweet."

He didn’t laugh. He didn’t tease. He just gave her what she asked for—and then more.

His cock slid into her soaked cunt in one long, hungry thrust. She gasped, her knees giving under her as his hips met the backs of her thighs. His grip was brutal, fingers digging into the softness of her waist. One hand slid up, wrapping lightly around her throat, just enough to own her breath without stealing it.

The couch creaked beneath them, the room filled with the slick, obscene sound of her pussy taking him again and again. Every thrust felt like a claim. Every groan from him, a signature.

She was panting now, sweating, flushed all over. He bent low, his chest pressing to her back as he fucked her harder, deeper, until she was choking on her own moans.

"You feel that?" he growled. "That’s what you deserve."

She nodded frantically, too far gone to speak.

And when she came, it ripped through her, wet and messy and loud. Her body trembled beneath him, the orgasm clawing up her spine.

He didn’t stop. Not until he filled her.

When he finally came, he stayed deep, his cock twitching inside her, his breath hot against her ear.

No words. No apology.

Just ownership.

Before she could fix herself or catch her breath, Archer reached into the drawer of his desk and pulled out a plain white envelope. No ceremony. Just movement like it had been decided hours ago.

"Your first check," he said, handing it to her. "You’ll also get residuals after release. We run everything legit here."

Vivienne blinked, fingers trembling slightly as she opened it.

A cashier’s check. Clean. Crisp.

Her breath caught in her throat.

The figure wasn’t huge by movie studio standards—but to her? It was a fucking miracle. More than she’d ever made in a month. Maybe two.

She didn’t say 'thank you.' Not yet.

She just stared at it, a dazed, dangerous smile tugging at her lips.

This was real. She’d been fucked, claimed, filmed—and now paid.

And she wasn’t done.

***

It was nearly dawn when she stepped back into the apartment.

The trench coat she wore wasn’t hers. It belonged to the studio. Her hair was messy, lips kissed raw, thighs sticky beneath the hem of her skirt.

Eli sat up from the couch, blinking.

"Hey. How’d it go?"

Vivienne dropped her bag and toed off her shoes.

She looked at him and smiled.

She stepped to the kitchen counter, pulled the plain white envelope from her bag, and held it out to him.

"Here," she said. "My first paycheck."

Eli took it slowly, like it might bite. He opened it. Stared.

His brows lifted. Lips parted.

The cashier’s check was clean... crisp. And the number written on it made his throat tighten.

She saw it in his face—the flicker of disbelief, the sharp inhale.

"That’s for one scene," she laughed, soft and disbelieving. "There’ll be residuals too, it seems. Like a legit TV show."

He looked up at her, expression unreadable.

She smiled again, softer this time. Then she said it.

"I think I’m really good at this."

She said it softly, like she was still tasting it. Not just the words—but the truth. Her eyes sparkled, not with apology, but with clarity. Eli didn’t speak. His gaze traveled slowly, hungrily, over her—over her messy hair, the flush on her skin, the studio trench coat that looked suddenly obscene against her bare legs.

She stepped closer. Dropped the coat.

No bra. No panties. Just skin, slick and flushed and marked in places only Archer had touched. The scent of sex hit him like a punch to the chest.

"I liked it," she whispered. "All of it. The way he touched me. The way he looked at me like I was already his. Like I was born to be seen this way."

She paused. Let the silence drag out, heavy and wet.

"I didn’t think about you," she added, but now her voice was gentler. Not cruel. More like confession. "I thought I would. I thought maybe I’d feel guilt. But I didn’t. I just felt good. I felt wanted. And I came harder than I ever have. He called me his good girl. And I fucking melted."

Eli didn’t move. But his breath hitched.

"And you’re still hard for me, aren’t you? Even now. Even knowing someone else made me scream."

His silence was answer enough.

She leaned in, kissed the corner of his mouth—soft, wet, and gone before he could kiss her back.

"Let me shower. Then maybe you can taste what he left behind."

She paused in the doorway, her silhouette glowing faintly under the bathroom light.

"I still love you, Eli. That hasn’t changed. I’m still yours... just not in all the same ways."

Her voice dropped, almost tender now.

"I didn’t know I could be fucked like that. Didn’t know I’d like it. But I did. And maybe that makes me different now. But not gone."

She stepped into the bathroom and shut the door behind her.

The soft click of the lock was louder than anything.

Eli sat frozen.

Hard.


Chapter 3: Her Scene Debuts—And So Does He

The envelope came a couple of weeks after the shoot. No return logo. No fanfare. Just a plain brown mailer with her name printed clean across the front.

To: Vivienne Morgan
From: BKP LLC

She didn’t even look at it. Didn’t check the sender. Didn’t open the flap. Just grabbed the mail bundle off the floor, peeled the envelope from the stack, and tossed it beside the TV without thinking. Like it was junk. Like it was nothing.

But Eli noticed the shape. And then he noticed it again. And again.

He didn’t touch it that first hour. Or the next. He sat across the room pretending to scroll through a script that no longer mattered, all while his eyes kept flicking back to that rectangle—light, flat, tucked casually against the edge of the TV stand like it hadn’t been the most important delivery of the week.

She hadn’t looked at it twice. But he couldn’t look away.

He stared at it for hours before touching it. Kept glancing over, pretending it wasn’t calling to him. But it was. Every time she shifted in her sleep, he flinched—guilty. Like he was cheating. But on who?

When the silence was thick enough, when her breath was even and the lights were low, he crept to the corner of the room and picked it up like it might bite.

Then he tore it open. The black box inside told him everything he needed to know.

BLACKROOM PICTURES
PRIVATE PREVIEW COPY

She hadn’t noticed what had finally come. But he had.

He’d seen cases like this before. Hidden in garages. Kept in glove compartments. The kind of thing you didn’t leave out unless you wanted someone to find it.

Silver embossed title. No image. No description. Just a disc too sleek for its own good. The kind of thing that didn’t end up in bargain bins or frat houses. This was made for the type of man who watched with the lights off and the volume low—not because he had to, but because he wanted the shame to sink deeper.

Eli didn’t move until he heard the shower turn on.

Then he picked it up.

It was heavier than it looked.

He didn’t open the case. Just held it. Turned it over in his hands. Pressed his thumb against the edge until it left a dent. The name scribbled on the inner ring—Viv_Saint_001—mocked him in neat, deliberate marker.

When the shower cut off, he slid the case back where she’d left the envelope. Open now. Spine facing forward. Like it hadn’t just burned a hole through him.

***

That night, when she was asleep, he gave in.

She’d passed out naked. The towel she’d wrapped around her hair had unraveled onto the floor. Her thigh was thrown across the sheets, her skin still slightly damp. She didn’t snore. She never did. Her breath just came soft and slow, like the aftermath of something well-earned.

He slid the disc into the player.

The tray closed with a mechanical click. He sat back, chest tight, eyes already burning. He knew he could still stop. Pull it out. Snap it in half. Wake her up and tell her he couldn’t do this.

But he didn’t.

The TV flickered.

Menu loaded.

Minimal. Black screen. No logo. No name.

Just three white options.

▶ PLAY SCENE
▣ PRE SCENE INTERVIEW (LOCKED)
■ RETURN TO MENU

There was no title. Just the timestamp in the corner: 27:34.

Not long. But enough to ruin him.

His finger hovered over the remote.

He imagined what it would sound like—her moans, her begging. What she wore. How deep she took it. Whether she looked into the lens.

Whether she looked like she needed it.

His cock was already stirring beneath the fabric of his pants.

He didn’t press play.

Not yet.

He waited. Just another breath. Another two. Then he clicked.

***

The screen faded in.

Vivienne. French maid outfit. On all fours.

Not nervous. Not coy.

Smiling.

Her hair was styled, lips glossy. Her tits bounced with every subtle crawl across a velvet chaise. She looked like she belonged there. Like the room had been designed to frame her. Like every light had been set just to catch the shimmer on her thighs.

Then the Bull stepped into frame.

Tall. Shirtless. Confident. Ink crawling up his arms. A bulge already visible in his pants.

He didn’t introduce himself. Didn’t pause.

He just grabbed a fistful of her hair and tugged her mouth open.

“That’s it, girl,” he growled, thick voice like gravel. “Open that pretty mouth and show Daddy what it’s for.”

Vivienne moaned.

Not in protest. In relief.

Eli flinched.

Not because he didn’t expect it.

But because she obeyed so fast.

She opened wide, hands behind her back like she’d been trained. Her eyes locked on the camera, the corner of her mouth already glossy with spit before the head of his cock pushed between her lips.

She blinked once, twice. And then took him deeper. Cheeks hollowed. Gagged. Frothy slurps filled the room.

Eli’s cock was already in his hand. He hadn’t even realized.

She’d never opened like that for him. Not without needing to be coaxed. Not with joy.

She gagged again, coughed, and looked up.

“You like that?” the Bull rumbled. “Look at you. Dripping already.”

Vivienne whimpered around his cock.

Eli squeezed tighter.

She pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit webbing between her lips and the Bull’s shaft.

“More,” she whispered. “Please don’t go slow.”

Then she turned, bent over the velvet chaise, and reached back to spread herself open.

“Fuck,” Eli breathed.

The Bull yanked her panties aside and shoved in with a single brutal thrust.

Vivienne screamed.

Not like she was hurt.

Like she was found.

Her hands clawed at the cushions. She shoved back into him.

“That’s my good girl,” the Bull said, spanking her hard enough to leave a red mark. “You missed this cock, didn’t you?”

She nodded frantically. “Yes… yes, Daddy, please… harder… harder—”

Eli’s chest clenched.

She’d never said that to him.

Not once.

She sobbed into the cushion. Not from pain. From being taken. Owned. Seen.

Eli tried to stroke slow. Tried to remember the sound of her moaning for him. But all he could hear was her calling the Bull Daddy.

He barely lasted.

She squirted hard. Twice. Legs shaking. Eyes rolling. Her voice cracked. She trembled like the orgasm clawed something loose in her soul.

And Eli came.

Hard.

He gasped, head tipping back, hot ropes spilling over his wrist, stomach, shirt. He didn’t even wipe it right away. Just watched.

Watched her take every inch. Watched her collapse in the Bull’s lap, sticky and spent, whispering "thank you" with a fucked-out smile.

Then the scene ended.

And the screen returned to silence, flashing her name again like a dare.

▶ REPLAY SCENE
■ RETURN TO MENU

He didn’t press anything.

He just sat there.

The screen glowed in front of him, flickering soft blue light across the living room. Menu looping. Her moans still echoing in the back of his head.

Behind him, she was asleep. Still naked. Her breathing even. One leg thrown over the sheets like she didn’t have a care in the world. Used. Relaxed. Unreachable.

She was six feet away. Still glowing.

But he couldn’t touch her. Not anymore. Not in the same way.

He used to be her first.

Now he was just the man who watched.

And in the blue flicker of the menu screen, Eli realized he might never stop.


Two weeks had passed since Eli watched her first scene alone in the dark, that cursed disc spinning like a secret inside their player. He hadn't forgotten a second of it. Not the sounds. Not the slick shine in her eyes. Not the way his own shame had tasted when he came all over himself, broken and breathless.

The night after that, they’d watched it together.

She’d asked.

No—not asked. Told.

She’d cued it up without hesitation, sat beside him on the couch in one of her new sheer robes, no panties, no bra, just glossed lips and a steady rhythm in her fingers as she slowly stroked his cock while they both watched her get ruined on-screen. She whispered filth in his ear the whole time, teasing him, edging him, making him wait—until the very end. Until the Bull in the video grunted and came deep inside her.

Only then did she let Eli cum.

He came in her hand while she watched the TV, not even looking at him.

Now it was morning again.

And Eli could still feel the weight of her hand wrapped around his cock.

The memory of the night before last hadn’t let go. He remembered the way her palm had moved—slow, patient, as if she knew exactly how long she could make him wait without breaking him completely. He remembered the way her lips had grazed his ear while she whispered what the man on screen was doing to her, word for word, like a filthy commentary meant just for his undoing.

He remembered how his breathing had hitched when she looked down at him and said, "Good boy... hold it. Don’t you dare cum before he does."

And he hadn’t. Not until the Bull groaned and spilled all over her stomach on the screen, and she finally gave him permission. Not with a kiss, not even with a look—just a soft, impersonal stroke that made his whole body jerk into her hand while she kept her eyes on the television.

He’d come like a dog in heat. Grateful. Broken. Owned.

Now it was morning again.

The light spilling in was too clean, too ordinary, like it didn’t remember what had happened in the room it now touched.

Vivienne stirred first.

She was already humming when she padded barefoot into the kitchen, Eli still sitting on the edge of the mattress, still shirtless, still half-hard from what he’d watched. She didn’t notice. Or she did and didn’t care. She was wearing his old college T-shirt, the one with the faded lettering and worn collar—only his T-shirt. Nothing underneath. Her thighs bare, the swell of her hips catching every beam of morning light like she’d been painted to glow.

She opened the fridge. Poured orange juice. Grabbed bread, tossed it into the toaster, all while humming some nameless pop melody with a lilt in her voice that hadn’t been there last month. She moved like she didn’t just survive—she owned. Owned the morning, owned the kitchen, owned the air between them like it wasn’t even his to breathe anymore.

She reached into her purse without ceremony, pulled out a fresh envelope, and tossed it onto the counter next to the toast. Cashier’s check. Clean. Crisp. Folded in half but not sealed.

"Another one came."

Eli didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to. She opened it with a butter knife, slow and careful, not for theatrics but because she knew the weight of it. Her brow lifted when she read the figure, her lips parting in a breathless, delighted little sound—like she’d just been fingered at a restaurant.

"Holy shit," she muttered. Then louder, for him: "Want to guess?"

He didn’t.

She walked to the table and slid the check toward him, letting it sit there like bait.

He glanced.

And flinched.

It was more than a few months of rent. More than their combined income from the last quarter. More than anything they'd ever seen in one place outside of their student loan balances.

Vivienne just grinned.

"All that from one scene, hmmm i wonder how the next one is going to do." she said, sipping her juice like it wasn’t a life-altering amount.

Eli swallowed, throat dry. "Are you... actually serious about doing more of this?"

She raised an eyebrow, not offended, not surprised. Just amused. "Obviously. You saw the check."

She took another sip and smiled at the way he was already shrinking in his seat.

"Imagine what the next’ll bring."

She stretched her arms over her head, spine arching just enough to pull the hem of his T-shirt higher over her ass. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

"I should fuck someone on a boat next. Think the waves would make my tits bounce better?"

Eli’s throat clicked when he swallowed.

She looked at him sideways. Grinned. Bit into her toast.

She was already spreading jam onto toast when the phone rang. The landline, corded, mounted on the wall like it had been there since the '80s. She picked it up before the second ring, that same damn grin forming before she even looked at the caller ID.

"Mmm. Yeah? When?"

Pause. Then a quick glance at Eli, casual and thoughtless, like someone checking the weather.

"I’m in."

She hung up and licked jam from her thumb.

Then, as if it had just occurred to her, she glanced over her shoulder and said, "You liked that part, didn’t you? The way he stretched me out on the couch?"

She didn’t wait for an answer. Just smirked and bit into her toast, the crunch loud in the quiet room.

***

Over the next few days, things changed.

Not in the way movies show you. No sweeping montage. No tender piano soundtrack. Just shifts that crawled under the skin and settled there. Quiet changes. Dangerous ones. The kind that didn’t announce themselves, just gathered momentum until suddenly everything you thought was true didn’t fit anymore.

She started bringing home bags. Not from the discount bins downtown, but from boutiques with names he couldn’t pronounce. The tissue paper inside smelled like perfume and power. Heels—real ones—four-inch black stilettos with red soles. Lingerie sets in ice blue and champagne gold. Lacy things with too many straps and not enough fabric. He saw her stand in front of the mirror with a pair of garters tangled in her fingers, laughing softly as she practiced unclipping them one-handed.

Satin robes started replacing her hoodies. She wore things that shimmered when she walked, things that whispered when she turned corners. A pale pink slip so thin he could see the mole under her breast through it. A matching robe she never tied shut.

Lipstick showed up in the bathroom cabinet—five shades at first, then a dozen. She applied it in the mornings with nothing else on but sleep and steam, dragging the bullet across her bottom lip slowly, like she liked the pressure. Sometimes she’d kiss the mirror before heading into the kitchen. Once, she kissed his shoulder and left the print there without saying a word. He didn’t wash it off until the next day.

She walked differently now. More sway, more confidence, but not the exaggerated kind. It was something in the way her bare feet sounded on tile. In how she stood in front of the sink, hip cocked, head tilted like she was being watched even when no one else was home.

She moaned in the shower. Longer. Louder. Shameless.

And always with the door shut.

But it wasn’t locked. Not anymore.

Eli would sit just outside it some mornings, naked, cock in hand, straining for every gasp and wet rhythm behind the steam. He didn’t knock. Didn’t ask. Just listened—because she hadn’t invited him in. And that somehow made it worse.

He knew she knew he was there. She always paused before the faucet turned off. Always took just a beat longer to step out. Sometimes he swore she moaned louder when his breath caught. Like it turned her on knowing he was there—denied.

Once, he sat on the floor outside the door and came on himself before she ever stepped out.

She walked past him like he wasn’t even there. Towel barely wrapped, skin dewy, lips flushed from heat and friction. She smelled like fig soap and sin.

Sometimes it sounded like she was using something. A hand. A toy. Sometimes he imagined her pressing her palm to the glass, arching her back the same way she did in that scene.

Once, he thought he heard her whisper the name. Not loudly. Just a breath. A moan curled around two syllables he couldn’t un-hear. It echoed in his head for days.

Then he heard it again. Clearer. In the shower. She thought he wasn’t close enough to catch it, but he was.

And this time, he knew.

That night, as she passed him on her way to bed, he asked. Softly. Hesitant. Like a boy trying not to ruin something fragile.

"Did you say his name? In there?"

She stopped in the doorway. Towel barely clinging to her hips. Steam still clinging to her skin.

She smirked.

"You’re hearing things, baby."

Then a beat.

"Or maybe... you just know who really makes me cum."

She didn’t wait for him to reply. Just turned and walked away, hips swaying, feet silent, the hallway swallowing her whole.

She used to ask him if a shirt made her look fat.

Now she asked him if her thong looked better when it was already pulled to the side.

She would walk past him on the way to the bathroom and pause just long enough to bend over, glance back, and say things that made his cock ache and his spine shrink.

"This one makes me leak before I even leave the house. Think these'll look good on screen?"

Or, "I need to be fucked in these before they wrinkle."

Sometimes: "He likes it when I wear red. Says it makes me look slut-tier."

And once, while slipping into a pair of high-cut lace panties, she looked over her shoulder and smirked, "You don’t mind if I get stretched out a bit more this time, right?"

Eli never had an answer.

Never.

He only watched. Quiet. Hard.

And smaller by the day.

***

That night, the air in the apartment felt heavier. Not hot, not stuffy… just charged. Like the hour before a thunderstorm when the clouds haven't broken but everything beneath them already knows what’s coming. Vivienne moved differently after dinner. Slower, but not tired. More deliberate. Like a dancer who didn’t need music to know the rhythm of the room.

She stood in front of the mirror brushing her hair, the soft sound of bristles through strands syncing with the quiet hum of the A/C unit. She wasn’t rushing. If anything, she brushed slower than necessary, lingering at the ends, pausing to inspect each lock like she was teasing him without even speaking.

Then she leaned forward just slightly, one leg shifting behind the other to stretch her hips, and that’s when he saw it—

The pink thong she had on had darkened. Just a shade deeper than before, but enough to be undeniable. The fabric clung to the curve of her pussy like it had already been pressed there by someone else’s fingers, wet and hungry. Her ass looked unreal—full, high, perfect in its slope, the thong disappearing between her cheeks like it was made to vanish into her. Her legs, long and toned from years of pretending she didn't care about being seen, now looked designed for the stage. The soft flex of her calves as she shifted weight, the stretch of her thighs when she leaned forward—every inch of her broadcasted readiness. Eli's breath hitched. His thighs tensed. His fingers curled against the mattress to stop from moving.

She set the brush down, uncapped a fresh tube of gloss, and reapplied it with a slow roll of her lips, eyes low, movements unhurried. Not for him. For the camera she wasn't even infront of yet. For the cock she hadn’t even met yet. For the man who’d be inside her in less than twenty-four hours.

Eli bit down on his tongue.

Don’t touch. Don’t ask.

Just watch.

But he was already hard.

She caught his reflection. Didn’t speak. Just smirked to herself and kept brushing.

When she finally joined him, it wasn’t with any of the awkward hesitations of the girl he used to undress in the backseat of his car. She climbed onto the bed like it belonged to her, like he belonged to her, and she straddled his lap with a casual heat that made his spine ache. Her lips found his first—slow, syrupy, unhurried. A low kiss that promised nothing.

Then she rose.

Slid forward.

Up his chest.

And settled.

The press of her thighs against his jaw made him exhale so sharply he almost choked. She didn’t flinch. Just adjusted her weight and tilted her hips until her slick cunt hovered exactly where she wanted his mouth.

“Eat,” she said, almost bored. Almost kind. “But don’t touch.”

He didn’t hesitate.

His tongue met her without question. The taste of her, fresh and musky, flooded his mouth. Her thighs tightened around his head, and her fingers threaded through his hair—not to hold on, but to guide. She used his mouth like it was hers to command, grinding slowly until her moans turned into gasps, then near-whimpers, her hips moving in tight little circles like she was chasing something only she could see.

“That’s it, baby,” she whispered, breath hitching as she rolled forward. “Get me nice and wet for tomorrow.”

Eli moaned into her, hands twitching at his sides. He nearly lifted one again, almost without meaning to—just to ground himself, to touch the curve of her ass, to feel something beyond the ache in his cock.

But before he could, she pulled tighter on his hair.

“No, baby,” she murmured. “Gotta stay fresh for tomorrow.”

She ground harder against his mouth now, slick and open, using his tongue to chase the orgasm building fast and close.

“He likes it when I drip on his cock first thing. Says it makes me easier to slide into.”

He whimpered, humiliated, and she smirked.

“You always were better at licking than fucking.”

She rolled her hips a little harder.

“You want me tight for the camera, don’t you?”

He groaned against her, the sound swallowed by her soaked folds.

“You can fuck me with your mouth,” she said, voice softer now, but more dangerous. “Not your cock.”

She came on his face. Hard. Shaking. Dripping. One hand slamming against the headboard, the other pressing his face deeper until she trembled through the last wave with a grunt that sounded more like satisfaction than release.

Then she slid off, slow and wet.

She grabbed one of his shirts from the floor—his—and wiped herself clean slowly, staring at herself in the mirror across from the bed as she did it. She dragged the soft cotton between her thighs, slow and thorough, then up over her slick folds, catching everything he’d just given her and everything she wouldn’t let him have.

Then she brought the shirt to her nose. Smelled it.

Her smile widened faintly.

“Might wear this tomorrow,” she murmured, not to him, just to herself. “Smells like you. He’ll love that.”

She dropped it onto the floor like it didn’t matter.

He stayed where he was. Mouth wet. Cock twitching. Still hard. Still untouched.

“Goodnight, baby,” she called over her shoulder.

He didn’t sleep.

***

Morning came too soon.

Vivienne had already showered, her hair wrapped in a towel, her body slicked in lotion and something that smelled expensive and floral. She sat at the edge of the couch, flipping through a script Archer had sent, sipping coffee like nothing about last night needed discussing.

She glanced up at him over her coffee mug, steam curling beneath her eyes like punctuation. She didn’t smile, but her lips parted just a little, like the next thing she said had been rehearsed long before morning.

“Come watch,” she said softly. Then sipped again. “Sit in the back. No crew badge needed.”

She let it hang there a moment. Let it land. Let it sting.

Then added, without looking at him, “Wear something neutral. You’re not the talent.”

Eli blinked.

He thought he misheard her. Or maybe she meant something else. But no, the words hung there, casual and cruel.

He hesitated. Not because he didn’t want to. Because he did. Too much.

His cock had already stirred beneath the waistband of his sweats, shameful and alert like it had been waiting for that invitation all morning.

There was relief in her words. Terror too.

He didn’t know what scared him more—watching her get fucked again, or the thought that she might stop letting him.

He nodded.

Of course he did.

He was already addicted.

The studio that day looked different. Bigger. More polished. Less like a secret and more like a production. A suite-style set had been dressed to look like a five-star hotel room—plush bedding, gold trim, wall sconces that dimmed like mood lighting. The crew moved efficiently, nodding politely at Eli as he entered. No one mocked him. No one even stared. It was somehow worse.

He wasn’t important enough to be noticed.

The performer was already on set. Black. Tall. Heavily tattooed, arms thick with muscle and ink that made him look like something carved from the edge of a nightclub fantasy. He stood off to the side, quiet, nodding when introduced. Calm. Professional. Massive. The outline of his cock was unmistakable, thick and heavy even through the soft fabric of his athletic shorts, hanging low and proud like it knew its purpose and had no reason to hide. It didn’t strain; it didn’t need to. It just was—a bulge so dominant Eli couldn’t look directly at it without his throat drying up.

Archer introduced them in passing.

Vivienne didn’t need the introduction.

Before walking onto set, she disappeared into the dressing area. Eli stood by the doorway, pretending not to watch, but there was no pretending left in him. She peeled off her sweatshirt without shame, revealing a sheer bodysuit beneath that clung to her every curve. She stepped into heels as casually as she used to slip into sneakers, then turned toward the mirror.

She picked up a tube of lipstick from the vanity tray—a deep, seductive plum—and applied it slowly, deliberately, watching herself the entire time.

“Think he’ll like this shade better?” she asked, not looking at Eli. Her voice was light. Too light.

Then she capped it and turned to face him fully.

“Or should I wear the one I used on your cock on our first Valentine's Day?”

Eli swallowed.

She didn’t wait for an answer. Just smirked, tossed the tube back on the tray, and walked toward the light.

She leaned in and kissed Eli on the lip, careful not to smudge the fresh gloss she’d just applied. It wasn’t a kiss for affection. It was a kiss for control.

He could still taste her on his lips from the night before. But she hadn’t kissed him to remember—it had felt like permission. To sit. To stay. To watch her disappear.

She walked onto the set like she’d done it a hundred times before. Back straight, lips lacquered in plum, the sway of her hips not exaggerated, not showy—but purposeful. The plunging black one-piece clung to her like it had been stitched directly onto her skin, hugging every curve without apology. Her nipples pressed faintly through the fabric, not hidden, not disguised. The fishnets made her thighs look even more dangerous, crisscrossing over soft, pale skin like ropes pretending to be art. And the heels—tall, glinting, unapologetically fuck-me heels—made her stride click like punctuation.

Eli sat in the corner of the set, out of the way but not out of sight. There was no designated chair for him—just gear cases, scattered cables, and a folding crate near the corner. He perched awkwardly on the edge, legs close together, trying not to look like what he was: someone who didn’t belong.

From where he sat, he could hear the murmurs of Vivienne and the Bull with the director-Archer, just off to the side of the main rig. She was practicing a few suggested lines, half-laughing, her voice soft but eager. “You like that, Daddy? Want me to keep bouncing on this big cock?”

Someone near camera whispered, almost impressed, “She’s a natural.”

Eli’s stomach tightened.

He tried not to react. Tried to look away. But the words stuck. Lodged. Echoed.

His cock had been hard since they left the apartment. It hadn’t softened. Not during the drive. Not during the introduction. And now—watching her walk barefoot across a plush set rug, heels in hand, before slipping them back on just before the director called action—it was pulsing.

The male talent was now ready for the scene to start rolling, waiting on the bed. Shirtless. Legs apart. The briefs he wore barely contained him, and even through the stretch of the waistband, Eli could see the sheer weight of what Vivienne would soon be riding.

She didn’t hesitate.

No pause. No small talk. No warm-up.

She climbed on the bed and straddled him like they’d done this a hundred times. Like this wasn’t her boyfriend watching from twenty feet away, chest tight, dick rock-hard, heart hammering with something far more confusing than just jealousy.

It started slow—her kissing down his chest, licking at his tattoos like she wanted to memorize them. But then he pulled his briefs off and the room changed.

Eli saw it happen.

The moment her eyes met the size of him. Her mouth parted. A soft gasp. No performance.

Then she moaned.

Not from being touched.

Just from seeing it.

Eli felt the sound cut through him. It wasn’t the noise itself—it was the way it rose from her throat without prompting, like a truth she couldn’t hide. He flashed back to the first time he’d ever heard her make that sound, years ago in his old apartment, her head against the pillow, her eyes shut too tight. He realised, sitting here now, how fake that memory had been. How she’d been performing even then. How she’d been careful with him, softer with him, smaller for him.

He tried to tell himself it was for the camera. It was for the money. This was all an act. But her body gave her away. The tremble in her hands, the little hitch in her breath, the way her thighs quivered as she reached for the Bull’s cock—it was real. Too real. It gutted him.

The big Sony camera caught it all. Big, boxy, the kind of digital camcorder the pros used in 2003—complete with a mounted shotgun mic and soft LED panel rigged just off to the side. It wasn’t sleek, but it didn’t need to be. It saw everything.

She ran her palm down his shaft like she was introducing herself. Then she bent over and sucked him like she needed it to breathe. Slobbering, throat open, spit pooling down her chin. She didn’t blink. Didn’t break. Just drooled and sucked until he was twitching beneath her, and only then did she pull back, lip-marked and panting.

She flipped around and sank down on him reverse. The breath left her lungs in a broken moan as his cock stretched her open inch by inch. She bounced slowly at first, her hands bracing on his thighs, ass clapping softly, cheeks jiggling with every wet drop of friction. The one-piece rode up her back, her fishnets tearing further with each thrust, the seam vanishing between the globes of her ass. Then she reached back—without cue, without shame—and spread herself open.

"You like stretching your girl open Daddy?" she panted, tossing her head back.

The Bull spit down between her cheeks—casual, effortless—and she whimpered from that alone. Her hips bucked harder. Her tits had slipped free from the strained neckline of the one-piece, now bouncing, wild and perfect, and she didn’t bother fixing them. She was too cock-drunk. Too gone.

One hand gripped the sheets, the other clawed at the bed as she screamed, moaned, sobbed.

“Harder,” she cried. “Fuck me deeper. Daddy, please.”

No one had told her to say that.

The camera kept rolling.

Eli couldn’t blink. His cock was a stone in his jeans. Unmoving. Pulsing. Alive.

She came hard. Shaking. Screaming. Real. Not faked. Her body folded forward, hands flat on the bed, thighs trembling. He watched her fall apart like he never had the power to do. He watched her become something else. Something freer.

She didn’t look like she was performing.

She looked like she was finally free.

***

Vivienne was in the green room after, her makeup smeared, legs unsteady, still laughing as she disappeared into the shower. A lazy trail of cum slid down her thigh, catching the light as she walked—proof of the creampie they’d filmed to end the scene, raw and uncut.

The performer followed her into the shower like it was understood.

A few minutes later, Eli heard it.

A muffled giggle through the thin walls.

Then a sharp thud. Wet. Rhythmic. The slap of skin. A low moan. Another thump.

He almost stood. Almost walked toward the door.

But stopped.

Because he knew.

Eli didn’t ask.

He stayed outside, still seated, still throbbing.

Archer came over a minute later, holding a bottle of water and a half-folded clipboard.

“You’re Eli, right? Sorry I didn’t get to say hi earlier,” he asked, casual, like they were coworkers, not like Eli had just watched his girlfriend get split open on camera.

“Yeah. It’s fine,” Eli managed.

Archer smiled. “You’re trying to write, aren’t you? Screenplays?”

Eli blinked.

“Thought so,” Archer continued. “Look, I’ve got another project brewing. We’re shooting it next month. I want to keep using Viv. She’s… something else. People are already asking when her next scene drops.”

Eli’s stomach twisted.

“I could use someone who knows her,” Archer added. “Knows how to write her. Think about it. Write me a script. Something hot. Something nasty. You’d get paid. Credit. A foot in the door.”

He paused.

“But don’t take too long to think. Her next scene’s gonna need dialogue.”

Then he walked off.

***

Eli sat in the car, engine off, windows cracked. His cock was still hard. His face still flushed. His hands still trembling.

Vivienne slid into the passenger seat twenty minutes later. Hair damp. Eyes bright. Her one-piece stuffed into a tote bag, legs bare, thighs pink.

She buckled her seatbelt, then turned toward him with that smile he hadn’t seen in years.

“Was it hard?” she asked. “Watching me get split open like that?”

Eli stared straight ahead.

She leaned in, lips near his ear.

“Did you jerk off in your little chair, baby?”

Then, with slow, deliberate grace, she slid two fingers down between her thighs, just under the edge of her loose skirt. When she drew them back up, they glistened. She held them up to his lips.

“Still leaking,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his.

“You can taste him… if you ask nicely.”

Eli moaned. Not loud. Not deliberate. Just a helpless, aching sound, pulled from somewhere low in his chest. Like a man finally breaking—and not wanting it to stop.

But she didn’t wait. She withdrew her hand, licked the fingers herself, and smiled.

His cock twitched.

She kissed his cheek.

“Want me to make it up to you… or make it worse?”

He still didn’t answer.

She didn’t care.

She laughed.

Then, just as she reached for the rearview mirror to check her lip gloss, she asked, "So? What’d Archer say to you?"

Eli hesitated. Then, quietly: "He wants me to write something. For the next shoot. With you."

Vivienne’s grin deepened. "Of course he does. You should do it."

He blinked at her. "You think so?"

She leaned back, adjusting her seatbelt, the corner of her lip still shining from where she’d licked his shame off her fingers. "Baby, if I’m going to be the studio’s favorite little slut, you might as well get a writing credit out of it."

She looked at him again. "Besides… you know how to write me better than anyone. You’ve been doing it in your head all day."

Then she turned to the window, her tone lighter. "Just make sure the next script has a squirt scene. I want to see how far I can squirt riding a fat cock on camera."

She laughed again.

And that was all she left him with.

He didn’t know what scared him more—writing it, or watching her become it.

***


Chapter 4: The Script That Broke Him

Now it was morning again. Pale light filtered through the dusty blinds, cutting sharp lines across the apartment floor. The apartment felt different these days—warmer, quieter, except for the steady rhythm of envelopes arriving like clockwork, each one heavier than the last. The second scene had dropped two weeks ago. Her scene with the tattooed Bull. The one Eli had watched from the folding crate in the corner. It went viral—not in any mainstream way, but in the kind of anonymous DVD exchanges, camcorder bootlegs, and seedy backroom forums where men posted grainy screenshots like sacred artifacts and whispered her name like gospel.

The money hadn’t stopped since. Royalties. Residuals. A brand deal with a lingerie label Archer had looped her into. Sometimes it was checks. Sometimes it was cash in hand. Once, it was a literal box of pink gift cards with her name engraved on them—one for each of the top buyers who’d paid for private previews. She laughed when she opened it. Eli didn’t.

Worse than the money were the comments. He wasn’t supposed to see them, but they were everywhere now. Forums. Pulp Magazines that wrote reviews for 'adult films'. Fanmail. He’d stumbled across one by accident—just trying to check an old bill statement. The subject line read: “Watched her reverse ride scene 15 times. Marry me.” Another one read: “That creampie collapse was the hottest shit I’ve ever seen. Fuck, she’s got that bred look.” The words hadn’t left his head since.

Sometimes he came out of the shower and found her panties drying on the back of a chair. Thin, lacy, still marked with the shape of her cunt and a darkened spot that wasn’t his. Like the apartment itself had become a shrine to the orgasms she had on someone else's cock.

Eli sat at the tiny IKEA desk they'd bought in better days—back when they thought furniture was just a stepping stone, not an anchor. His laptop was open. A steaming mug of coffee sat untouched beside him, and the blinking cursor on the screen taunted him like a metronome of his own inadequacy.

Title: Hotwife Homework

Below that, the lines were sparse but brutal. Dialogue only. No scene direction. Archer had said to keep it raw. Keep it hot. And fuck, Eli had done his best. But doing it and surviving it were two different things entirely.

He’d started with something softer.

"I love my husband, but he can’t make me cum."

Then stared at it. Hated it. Backspaced the whole line.

Too gentle. Too merciful.

He tried again.

"My husband’s cock is too small."

This time, the words landed like a slap. They pulsed on the screen, black against white, undeniable. He read it once, twice, his throat tightening each time. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, and he felt it—an involuntary twitch between his legs. A pulse of guilt-heat surging through his cock.

He hated that it turned him on.

He hated that the truth did too.

The next line came slower. Fingers shaky now.

"He’s outside right now, watching you stretch me."

He paused again. The heat behind his zipper was growing. Pressure. Shame. A warmth pooling under the waistband of his boxers—fuck, was that...?

He shifted, and felt the wet patch. Precum. Soaked through. He was leaking just from this.

He gritted his teeth and typed the final line.

"He’ll beg to clean me up after."

The cursor blinked beneath it. A heartbeat. A countdown to collapse.

He closed his eyes.

Behind him, Vivienne moved. Soft footfalls on hardwood. No shoes. No rush. Just the lazy strut of someone who knew she was the sun in every room she entered now. She padded in from the hallway wearing one of her newer robes—peach silk, shorter than necessary, tied just loose enough to reveal the curve of her hip with every step.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just leaned against the doorway, watching him like a cat might watch a cornered mouse.

Then: “Is that it?”

He jumped.

She moved forward. Slow. Dangerous. Her hand brushed his shoulder as she leaned in to read the screen. He tried to minimize it. Too slow.

She’d already seen.

A pause. Then a soft, delighted laugh. The kind that dripped with mockery and hunger all at once.

“‘My husband’s cock is too small’?” she read aloud, eyes gleaming. “Fuck, Eli. You really wrote that?”

He didn’t answer.

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his neck. Her hand slid down the front of his shirt—not to touch him, but to toy with the collar like it was holding him in place.

“You want that on camera?” she asked, voice low. “You want me to say that? While I’m getting fucked?”

Still, he couldn’t speak.

Vivienne reached past him, clicked the mouse, and scrolled down.

She read more. Each line louder than the last. Each word another nail in the coffin of whatever masculine dignity Eli still clung to.

“‘He’ll beg to clean me up after.’” She moaned it, right there at his desk, hips grinding against the edge of the wood. But she didn’t stop there. She leaned in closer—closer than necessary—her silk robe slipping open just enough for her bare breast to brush his shoulder as she whispered the next line, slow and thick like she was already in character.

She brought her mouth to his ear and purred, “He’s outside right now, watching you stretch me… watching you split me open so wide I forget his name.”

Her hips rolled again, this time pressing the heat of her cunt against his arm through the robe’s thin fabric. She reached back and perched half on his lap, weight settled just enough to make him feel how wet she already was—warmth blooming through silk and cotton alike.

Eli’s hands gripped the underside of the desk. He didn’t move. Couldn’t. His cock throbbed under the strain of his sweats, the fabric visibly damp now, soaked from a single sentence and the woman who knew exactly what she was doing to him.

She pulled back just enough to look down at his lap. Her smile widened.

“Leaking already? Poor baby. And I haven’t even said action.”

Then, like it was the most natural thing in the world, she shifted her weight and moved fully into his lap, straddling him now with both thighs draped across his, her silk robe parting just enough to let him feel the full heat of her bare cunt through the thin cotton of his sweats. She sat there, heavy and knowing, the smell of her arousal rising between them like perfume.

She kissed his temple. Not gentle. Not tender. Just possession.

Then, still half-lounging on his lap, she whispered something that wasn’t in the script.

“You should’ve written, ‘He begged to clean me out just to stay useful.’”

Her lips brushed his ear. “Next time, write that.”

And just like that, the actress had gone off script. And made it better.

***

The set was smaller this time. More intimate. More focused. Archer called it a controlled environment. Eli called it a fucking crucible.

Vivienne emerged from the dressing area in nothing but white thigh-highs and a sheer white cardigan that hung open, barely brushing the top of her thighs. No bra. No panties. Just her. Skin gleaming, nipples tight, lips glossed and parted like she'd already been kissed hard.

Eli stood by the side, script pages in hand. His own words. The ones she’d memorized. The ones she was about to say while another man—another Bull—fucked her so hard the set walls might shake.

The Bull was already in place. Black. Massive. Quiet. Thick. Vivienne reached him before the cameras rolled, her hips swaying like she was already halfway into character. Eli watched from the edge of the room, half-shadowed by a light rig, clutching the script pages he had printed at home. She touched the Bull's chest casually, fingers spreading across the sculpted muscle like she’d touched him before—or wanted to. He said something. She laughed. Not forced. Not nervous. A real laugh—soft and teasing, her head tilted just enough to make her hair fall back and expose her throat.

She leaned in and whispered something against his collarbone, lips close, breath warm. The Bull chuckled low, looked down at his crotch, then back at her. She bit her lip.

Eli felt the skin at the back of his neck prickle.

Her thighs shifted like she was already wet. And maybe she was. She hadn’t even looked at Eli yet. She didn’t need to.

She was comfortable. Ready.

And he was only there to watch.

The cameras rolled.

Vivienne stepped into frame. Her eyes flicked once to Eli. He looked away. But she didn’t. Not entirely.

She dropped to her knees between the Bull’s legs.

"My husband’s cock is too small," she said, smiling up at the camera. "I’m sorry. He tries. But… it just doesn’t reach."

Eli’s breath hitched.

She licked the Bull’s cock like it was already hers. Took it slow. Took it deep. Her voice purred around him.

"He’s outside right now," she said, mouth full, pulling off just long enough to moan. "Watching you stretch me."

The Bull grunted. Grabbed her hips. Pulled her up and over.

She climbed onto him like a throne.

"He’ll beg to clean me up after."

Eli’s knees buckled.

The scene went on for fifteen minutes. Every line was his. Every thrust was someone else’s. Vivienne said them all. Moaned them. Lived them. Screamed through them.

Midway through the scene, just as he shifted into her deeper and faster, she looked back over her shoulder—not at Eli, but at the Bull. Her hair stuck to the sweat on her back, her ass bouncing hard, and still, she had the breath to lean back, cup the Bull's jaw with one hand, and whisper something only he could hear. Eli saw her lips move. Saw the Bull smirk. Then laugh. Then grab her hips harder and fuck up into her with a force that made the lights tremble.

Eli’s grip tightened around the script pages. He had written every line, but now something else was happening. Something unscripted. Something shared. A connection between them he couldn’t penetrate.

She hadn’t looked at Eli once.

She wasn’t acting anymore.

She squirted on cue.

Just before it hit, the Bull leaned down, breath hot against her ear, and said loud enough for the whole room to hear—loud enough for Eli to never forget:

“You’re stretched open, baby. Bet your little husband’s never even reached this spot.”

It landed like a wrecking ball. Vivienne moaned like she was cumming before the orgasm even started.

Eli's breath caught, the script pages in his hands crumpling just slightly as he stared. She’d never squirted like that for him. Not that loud. Not that messy. Not like she’d been waiting for someone else to unlock it. His mind flashed—unbidden—to the first time he ever made her squirt. Nebraska. Their old bed. She'd cried, said it had never happened before. He’d felt like a god.

Now, watching her gush across another man’s cock on a professional set, her thighs shaking, her breath breaking into a sob—it felt like watching someone else erase that memory with one stroke.

His legs trembled. He tried to shift his coat in front of him, but it was too late. His cock pulsed in his jeans, fully soaked now. He could feel it—wet, humiliating, unmistakable. A growing patch of precum bleeding through the denim as the lights caught her glistening pussy.

Twice.

And when it ended, her legs trembled as she climbed off the Bull’s cock, thighs dripping.

Archer patted Eli on the shoulder as they cut.

“That was good writing,” he said, voice casual, professional. “You’re starting to get it.”

Eli didn’t answer.

He was too busy shaking.

***

At home, she didn’t let him speak.

She came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, but by the time she stepped into the bedroom, it was gone. Her skin was fresh from the rinse, but the aftermath still clung to her like perfume. Her thighs glistened faintly, a sheen of residue that hadn't washed away. Her nipples were still stiff, her lower back faintly pink with the imprint of hands that weren’t his. Her eyes—fuck, her eyes—were still hazy from those orgasms. That blissed-out, ruined look she'd never once had after fucking him.

Eli lay back on the bed and tried not to look. Tried, and failed.

She climbed on top of him without a word, the heat of her slick body blanketing his face. She straddled him like it was instinct now. Like she'd forgotten there was ever a time she didn’t.

Still wet. Still open.

"Next time," she whispered, rocking against his mouth, “write me something filthier.”

She ground harder.

“Something where you get to watch me get hooked on their big fat cocks.”

Eli moaned. Loud. Helpless.

He came in his pants. Without warning. Without touching. Just from her weight, her words, her scent.

He moaned into her, trembling all over. His body had given up trying to fight it. His shame, his arousal, his obsession—it had all fused into one helpless, messy release.

She didn't notice he'd cum.

Or maybe she did.

But she never stopped riding.


Chapter 5: The Queen, the Writer, the Man Behind It All

She wiped Archer's cum off her thigh with a cocktail napkin from the VIP bar, tossed it into the trash, and stepped back into her heels like nothing had happened. There was a faint wet outline where she’d sat on the leather, the fabric of her panties darkened between her thighs. Her lip gloss had smeared during the fuck but she reapplied it mid-step without even checking the mirror, a fluid swipe like muscle memory. Her hair was a little mussed, just enough to hint at what she’d taken and how she’d loved it, but her fingers swept through it once, casual and precise, like resetting for her next entrance.

And then she licked the last streak of Archer from her knuckle with the same mouth she’d used to thank the jury.

Her backless gown hugged every inch of her fame. And in her left hand, she held the Best Actress award like it was the only cock she still needed to stroke.

Eli didn’t look up when she reappeared. He just stood outside the private lounge, silent, holding her purse. There had been a time—not so long ago—when he used to wait for her after auditions, she being nervous and needy, fingers laced with his under the diner table. Now, he looked more like hotel staff than a man she'd once promised a future to. From blowjobs in his beat-up Corolla to waiting outside while she got fucked in a velvet lounge. The distance wasn't measured in years. It was measured in inches. In heels. In the way she kept walking, head high, not needing to glance back. Her lipstick was still perfect. Her inner thighs still wet. And Eli—well, Eli just stood there, one award in each hand—Best Fetish Scene and Best New Starlet, while the smell of Archer still hung in the air between them.

Time seemed to slow in that moment. The hallway lights flickered across her gown, catching the shimmer in the fabric and the faint wetness still pressed into it. The trophy in her hand gleamed like it had been freshly polished. She didn’t look back. Didn’t wait. She just walked—taller, glossier, fucked—and Eli watched it all like a freeze-frame in some private reel of humiliation. That image would live in him for weeks.

Then the rewind began.

That moment in the hallway—her cum-wet thighs brushing past, the weight of her award in his hand, the scent of Archer still thick in the air—wasn’t just an ending. It was the peak of a long, slow fall. A shift he hadn't noticed until it swallowed him whole.

The culmination of weeks of cum-drenched scripts, whispered calls from set, and the quiet unraveling of what used to be theirs. The long, spiraling build-up to the moment she’d walk a red carpet with another man’s hand on her thigh and another man’s cum still inside her.

It had started weeks earlier, when the wave finally crested.

The cover hit first. “New Queen of Sin.” Vivienne’s name in embossed gold. Her mouth mid-moan, lashes soaked, that telltale look of devastation captured from the third scene Archer ever shot of her. Below it, AVN called her The Face of the New Wave of Hotwife/Cuckold Cinema.

The year was 2006.

Vivienne Saint was no longer just Eli’s girlfriend. She was the brand.

They called her Saint Viv on the forums. The Queen of Cleanup. The face, the throat, and the pussy of a new porn generation. There were Reddit threads dedicated to timestamping her squirts. A subreddit that tracked her moans by waveform. Fanmail poured in—handwritten, desperate. Some of it came with money orders and requests for worn panties. Others asked for voice notes of her calling their names while getting railed.

She did a photoshoot with AVN in a translucent robe, a leash in one hand and a champagne flute in the other. The caption read: Every king needs a queen. Every queen deserves more than one cock.

Eli saw it while paying for fuel one afternoon. He’d gone inside the gas station to pick up a pack of gum and settle the bill in cash. There it was—on the magazine rack behind the counter. AVN’s latest issue. Vivienne on the cover, sheer robe sliding off one shoulder, her mouth parted, eyes half-lidded, that exact look she wore right after a creampie. One hand held a leash, the other a champagne flute angled just right to catch the light, like she was already mid-toast to her next Bull. The clerk didn’t even glance twice. Eli froze. Reached for the gum. Didn’t speak. The moment stretched. And when the clerk finally slid the change across the counter, Eli grabbed the magazine, paid for that too, and walked out before he could exhale.

He’d stopped attending most shoots by now. Not because he couldn’t. But because it was worse when he did. Archer gave him a title. Producer. Along with the Writer title. Some days, he supervised wardrobe budgets. Other days, he edited dialogue tags in scripts and proofed the beat sheets that determined when she would squirt, scream, or sob. He sat in an office down the hall now—two doors down from casting, across from post-production. His name was on the paperwork. Payroll went through him.

And this was all because of Vivienne—because of a moaning, breathless negotiation that she did with Archer while her legs were up on his shoulders and she was cumming for the third time on his cock. Eli hadn’t asked for it. He hadn’t even known about it until the checks started coming in. And they didn’t stop. His mailbox filled with envelopes from residuals, split percentages from DVDs sold under her stage name, foreign rights licenses, compilation scenes. Vivienne had whispered his worth into Archer’s ear in between moans. Now Eli’s bank account looked like he’d earned something. But he knew he hadn’t earned the money. Not really. Vivienne had. On her back, in her heels, with someone else inside her.

Nonetheless he was part of the machine now.

And the machine never let him forget who it worshipped. Her moaning face stared back at him from every product sleeve and DVD insert he approved. In the hallway outside post, a younger staffer once gave him a nod mid-stroke—headphones in, pants half-down—while editing one of her latest scenes. Eli had pretended not to notice. Inside his office, her voice echoed faintly from the edit bay next door, moaning lines he’d written, begging to be bred. He’d scroll through scripts while hearing her get railed in surround sound.

One afternoon, while finalizing captions, he found himself proofreading the phrase: "Breed me harder, Daddy—he’s watching."

It was his line. She’d ad-libbed it better.

He approved it anyway.

The studio had expanded too. A full-time crew. Dedicated fluffers. Five Bulls under contract, rotated depending on what the viewers paid for in the mail-in order forms. And at the center of it all, Vivienne.

Archer never fucked her on camera. That was personal. That was just for him. He didn’t call it ownership. He didn’t need to. She came home dripping from him more than the others now. Her thighs pressed together in the car. Her lipstick still slightly smeared, eyes half-closed in post-fuck euphoria. Eli didn’t need to ask who’d made her cum. She purred when it was Archer.

And Eli kept writing.

The scripts got bolder. Nastier. Threesomes. Bukkake's. Tease and denial. Voyeur husband themes. Scene Twelve had her blindfolded and begging while five men edged her for twenty minutes before letting her squirt all over a mirror. Scene Sixteen ended with her in character, whispering into a handheld recorder, calling her husband like a prayer as three Bulls walked out of frame and left her leaking.

That one wasn’t purely fiction. She called him for real that day.

He picked up, throat already tight, and she moaned into the phone, low and unhurried. “They filled me,” she breathed. “Three of them. Back to back.”

He didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

She giggled softly. “Still hard from that script you wrote, baby? Mmm… wish you were here to taste all of them dripping out of me. I’m leaking so much I had to lie down. You hear that?”

She shifted the phone and let him listen—faint squelch, a breathy whimper.

“I'll keep my legs closed for you.”

Eli stood frozen. Then grabbed his keys with a hand that shook. Didn’t hang up. Didn’t say a word.

She just sighed. “Hurry.”

He went. Of course he did.

She was lying on her side, one leg lifted, cum pooling out of her like a cracked fruit. The sheets beneath her were soaked, the folds of her pussy slick and glossy, still parted from everything she’d taken in. Eli sank to his knees without speaking.

His hands trembled as he reached between her thighs, thumbs brushing the mess aside to open her wider. A thick drip clung to her entrance, pearlescent and slow, stretching with gravity. He leaned in to sniff—shame blooming red across his face—and nearly groaned from the musk. Hers. Theirs. Not his.

Then he licked.

She exhaled, low and indulgent, like he was scratching an itch. Her fingers tangled in his hair, anchoring him there.

From the next room, Archer lit a cigarette. The sound of the flip of his zippo was louder than Eli's breath.

He kept licking until she sighed again. Only then did she close her legs.

***

When the nominations came in, she was asleep on his lap, head resting just above his belt, a discarded script clutched in one hand. Archer sent the news by fax: Best New Starlet. Best Fetish Scene. and finally The Best Actress.

She barely blinked. Just whispered, “We’re going to Vegas.”

And they did.

At the AVNs, she wore a silk champagne gown. No bra. A small barely there thong. The slit went almost up to her hip. Archer escorted her like a king parading his queen. Eli walked behind them, carrying her purse.

She signed autographs with her free hand and held Archer’s arm with the other. Everyone asked her what it felt like to go from Sunset Diner to AVN royalty in a year. She smiled and said, “I finally figured out what my mouth is good for.”

In the VIP lounge, Archer sat beside her. Close. Possessive. One hand on her inner thigh, stroking slow beneath the hem of that slit. No one said anything. Everyone saw. No one dared.

When the room thinned, he bent her over the couch and slid into her from behind. No lube as she was already dripping from the night's high. No foreplay. Just ownership. He kept her gown on, pushed to the waist. Her makeup never smudged. Her award stayed clutched in her right hand as he used her. Not a moan. Not a word. Just the sound of skin and wet and everything Eli had written turned real.

Eli sat outside the frosted glass door.

He didn’t try to listen. He didn’t need to. The couch inside creaked in a rhythm that made his jaw clench. Her muffled gasp bled through the door, faint but unmistakable. Skin on skin. Wet. Feral. The kind of fucking that didn’t need an audience because it already had one—him. A couple passed by in the hallway, slowed just long enough to glance at the door, then at him. No one said a word. But their eyes said everything.

He looked down at the awards in his lap and didn’t move. The shadows on the glass told him everything. Her spine arching. Archer’s hand gripping her hip. The slight shake when she came.

When the door opened, she stepped out glowing.

She wiped a smudge of Archer’s cum off her thigh with two fingers and licked it clean.

Then she turned to Eli, leaned in close, and whispered:

“Smile, baby. Your wife just won three porn awards with another man’s cum still inside her.”

Then she kissed his cheek and walked away.

And he followed.

Of course he did.

That night, when they got back to the hotel, she let Eli make love to her for the first time in months.

She climbed onto the bed slowly, straddling him with a softness he hadn’t felt in years. There was no teasing, no cruelty—just skin on skin, her hands on his chest, her eyes holding his like maybe—just maybe—he was still allowed to matter. She guided him in gently, the slide hot and careful, and for a moment, he forgot about the award show, the moans behind the glass, the lounge, even Archer.

She moved slow. Deep. Like she wanted to feel all of him, even if it wasn’t much.

And maybe because it was everything he had, he came embarrassingly fast.

But she didn’t stop. Not yet.

Eli whispered something broken beneath her. “Thank you,” or maybe “I missed you”—he couldn’t tell anymore. He kissed her belly once, just below the navel, lips pressed right where Archer had finished earlier that night. A devotional, desperate gesture. She didn’t say anything, just looked down at him with an unreadable softness—like maybe she understood what it meant, even if she couldn’t say it out loud. Her hand found his cheek, just for a second, and rested there. A pause. A thread between what they once were and what they’d become. His breath stilled beneath her touch, trying to believe that softness could still be for him.

Then her hips began to move again—slow, deliberate. Her eyes stayed open, fixed above him, somewhere beyond. And after a few strokes, she tilted her head back and exhaled softly, the sound edged with memory. "He filled me tighter than this," she murmured. "Stretched me deeper… made me cum without even trying."

Eli swallowed hard. His hands stayed limp at his sides. He didn’t stop her. Didn’t ask her to.

She rode him like she was chasing someone else's rhythm. Like her body still hadn’t come down from what Archer gave it.

Her fingers dragged through the streaks of Archer’s cum still drying on her stomach.

“God,” she whispered, “You feel so small after him.”

He moaned.

She fucked him anyway.

And when he came again, she didn’t even bother looking.

She just smiled, grabbed her award off the nightstand, and posed with it.

“I should thank you in my next year's speech,” she said, teasing but honest. “None of this would’ve happened without your little cock.”

Eli opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He nodded instead—small, stupid. Like it was gratitude.

She kissed him—soft, almost sweet, a closing note to a song that had already ended—then turned away, still holding the award, and walked into the bathroom, humming softly as if he were already forgotten.

And she did thank him. The year after, and the year after that, every time her name echoed through the AVN halls, she’d flash a sly smile and dedicate her wins to "the man behind the words and the worship."

Every time, the cameras cut to Eli—seated a few rows back, clapping like a proud boy, eyes glassy. And the men beside him? They always knew. They’d seen the scenes. Heard her moan another man’s name. Watched her drip with someone else’s cum.

It had become an annual ritual almost. Her red carpet, his backstage. Her gowns, his gift. Her spotlight, his shadow. And every thank you felt more decadent than the last—because everyone knew who she meant.

Her husband. The man who gave her to the world, and watched as the world gave her back—messy, adored, and already spoken for.

By the time they married, it had become more than a ritual. She wore white. He wore a black suit and a borrowed smile. Archer wasn’t invited to the wedding. But everyone knew—she wore his scent.


Chapter 6: The Vegas Crown

She wore white on the wedding day, but tonight she wore gold. Champagne satin. Floor-length. Slit up one thigh so high it didn’t whisper—it declared. Her heels echoed off the polished marble of the Overlook Lounge, every step a punctuation. Every sway of her hips, a memory someone had jerked off to.

And they remembered. Oh, they remembered.

Heads turned. Even Jessica froze.

Vivienne Saint was back.

Not on camera. Not bent over a couch. Not dripping from Archer—he was long retired now, a legend gone quiet, his legacy sealed in cum-streaked VHS tapes and grainy DVDs. No, Vivienne had taken that legacy and built an empire from it. Her empire. She was the one running the event now. The one who chose the theme, the lighting, the VIP list. The one who told the lighting crew to dip the corners in red and the spotlights in blush. The one who signed off on every girl’s call sheet. The Overlook Showcase was hers—an exclusive hotwife and cuckold gala that drew whispers and wallets, raking in stacks every time she showed up in heels and said, 'Lights up.'

Jessica’s jaw hung open.

Mark stepped up beside her, eyes fixed on the woman in gold.

"That’s her?" he whispered, almost to himself. "The Vivienne Saint?"

Jessica didn’t take her eyes off Vivienne. "The original," she said, her voice low with awe.

Vivienne caught the exchange as she approached and smiled like she’d seen it a hundred times before—because she had.

Vivienne smiled and leaned in close, lips barely brushing her ear. “You’re the main event now,” she whispered. “I used to be that girl once. New. Hungry. Pretty. You remind me of her.” Her eyes flicked to Mark standing behind Jessica, suit rumpled, eyes already dark with memory. “And he,” she added with a knowing smirk, “reminds me of my husband. Nervous. Eager. Not quite ready for what tonight means.”

Behind her, Eli followed. Greying now. Thinner. Dressed in all black. Still holding the iPad, the camera notes, the folder with her contracts. Her name still paid their rent. Her face still got him hard.

As she floated through the room, little flashes came back. Her first scene. The nerves. The black cardigan slipping off her shoulder. Archer’s voice behind the camera.

“Relax your throat, baby. Just like that.”

She’d choked. She’d gagged. But she’d smiled, too. And afterward, she’d gone home with Eli and fucked him like she was trying to forget the taste.

That was years ago.

She stepped onto the small stage and tapped the glass with her ring.

“Welcome to the third annual Hotwife Creators Private Weekend,” she purred into the mic. “Tonight, we celebrate stories. Old ones, new ones, and the ones yet to be filmed.”

Applause. Cheers. One man near the bar chanted her name under his breath.

Vivienne’s smile didn’t flicker.

Later that night, in their suite, the dress was peeled off slow. Her body had changed. Fuller in places. Her tits heavier, her ass rounder. She looked like a woman who had been fucked by a hundred men and worshipped by thousands more—and she carried it with pride.

Eli sat in the corner chair, laptop on the side table. She reached for it, opened her private folder, and played a file named simply: 001.

Her first scene.

The grainy camera. The low lighting. The breathy giggle as she undid the buttons herself.

She watched it with reverence, one hand between her thighs. Her fingers slipped lower, then lower, circling. Eli didn’t speak. He didn’t move.

“Remember this one?” she asked without looking.

He nodded.

“You were in the room. You moaned like crazy.”

“I still do,” he said, voice cracking.

His eyes shimmered again, traitorous and full. He looked at her like a man witnessing a deity—one he'd helped build, but could never truly touch. “You were everything,” he whispered, barely audible.

She didn’t respond. Just smiled and tapped play on the livestream beside her.

She smiled.

She reached across the bed, tapped the open laptop once more, and another window flickered to life beside the old file. The live feed. Jessica—nude, breathless, on all fours—being stretched open on the same stage Vivienne once owned.

Vivienne leaned back, her fingers glistening, and watched in silence for a few seconds. Her breathing began to sync with the rhythm of what played on screen—Jessica's moans, stuttered and soaked, filling the suite in soft waves. Vivienne’s eyes half-closed, her hips shifting slightly as her fingers dipped deeper.

She moaned when Jessica did, quiet and low. Her body didn’t react to her own video anymore—it reacted to Jessica, to the present, to the girl living out the same legacy. Eli noticed. He couldn’t not notice. He saw the shudder in her thighs, the tension in her abdomen, the way her nipples hardened visibly beneath the satin robe. She was wet for the girl on screen.

Then, softly, she said, "She moans like I used to. The way her voice catches when he goes deeper... that was me, once. All bright-eyed and wet and ruined for the first time."

Eli looked between the screen and his wife, breath shallow.

"She’s got the hunger," Vivienne added. "She wants the attention, the stretch, the cameras. She’s going to be good."

He didn’t respond. He didn’t need to. Because they both knew—Vivienne wasn’t mourning her prime.

She was passing the crown.

The livestream played on. Jessica’s cries echoed, raw and needy. Vivienne’s eyes moved between the past and the present—between her first time on her knees and Jessica’s last few thrusts before she broke. Her first creampie. Jessica’s second. The first time she looked straight into the lens and whispered: "He’s watching." And Jessica, just then, was doing the same—locked onto the camera, moaning his name, back arched and dripping.

Her legs parted wider.

“I want a new script tomorrow,” she whispered. “Three young cocks. A tight hotel suite. I want to be passed between them while the cuck whimpers in the corner.” Her voice thickened with something deeper—longing, maybe. Hunger. “It’s been too long since I’ve had a proper fuck in front of the lens. The last time I let three men ruin me on camera, DVDs were still a thing,” she said with a playful laugh, voice husky with anticipation. “These days I’m always organizing, signing, approving. But tomorrow, I want to perform. I want to feel every inch of it… and know the whole world is watching again.”

Eli swallowed.

He thought about the script already forming in his head. About the hotel suite, the lighting, the positions. About the cuckold—the one he’d cast to kneel in the corner. A younger version of himself, maybe. One who wouldn’t speak, only moan. He’d write him as wide-eyed. Eager. The kind who whispers ‘thank you’ through gritted teeth while she’s still dripping.

Eli never had the courage to come in front of the lens himself. He’d always said it was better that way. They hired others—fans sometimes, men who had written her letters, sent her money, worshipped her from afar. They played the role he couldn’t. The role he lived.

“I will,” he said softly. “For you. Anything for you.”

She smiled at that—something tender, something real beneath all the gold and legacy and silk. She leaned in, kissed him once, slow and lingering, lips soft and knowing. "You’ve always written me best," she murmured against his mouth. "You’ve always seen me clearer than anyone. My favorite boy. My forever cucky hubby. You make me feel like a goddess—so I’ll keep letting you worship. Always."

Then she sat back, thighs parting wider, eyes gleaming with mischief and power.

She looked at him then—really looked at him. Pulled her robe apart, tits bare, folds glistening.

“Make it beautiful, baby,” she purred. “Make me ache on screen. Make them worship me. And let the cuckold beg for scraps.”

***

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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