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Inheritance Island

Lies, Lust, and Murder. What would you do to survive?

In a gilded art deco hotel on a storm-swept island, twelve strangers—the heirs—are playing a dangerous game for a TV audience. Some lie. Some seduce. And some murder.

It seems like every heir has a secret they need to keep, but no secrets are safe from Sophie, your gorgeous host and the undisputed Queen of Voyeurs. She sees everything: the fleeting alliances that can crumble with a single look, the simmering rivalries primed to explode into chaos, and the taboo kinks that emerge behind locked doors.

Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?

Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.

Molly Pike

February 2025


Episode Four

A Good Girl on Her Knees. A Bad Man Calling the Shots

The “Murderers” killed again last night, but nobody is mourning because the game is getting super interesting. A Shield is up for grabs. Alliances are cracking. And Luke is finally putting together his own team.

When Kayla walks into his room that night, she's shocked to discover she isn’t the first to arrive. Marcie is already down on her knees, choking on Luke’s big black cock.

Meanwhile in another room, Lila is playing the teasing hot little brat for her brand-new "Daddy", Greg.

While Sophie, our Queen of Voyeurs, clicks from feed to feed, her "Murderers" get to work. When the sun rises again, one more Heir will be gone.


1.

Sophie stretched out in her enormous bed, the silk sheets barely covering the curve of her hip. Her blush-pink robe hung loosely from her shoulders, the delicate fabric slipping down her arms as she reached for her coffee.

She took a slow sip, smirking over the rim of her cup, her eyes heavy-lidded and gleaming with amusement.

"Well, well, well … another night, another murder." She sighed, stretching luxuriously, letting the camera linger on the curve of her breasts beneath the silk.

"One more heir is gone, and this one? Maybe no one will care."

She licked a stray drop of coffee from her lips, savoring the moment.

"And for the rest of them?" She tilted her head, voice dropping into something dark, rich, and honeyed. "The game only gets dirtier from here."

The feed cut to the breakfast room, where the players were trickling in, their expressions tense, wary, scanning the room to see who had survived the night.

Eve arrived first, her posture composed, her hands wrapped tightly around a steaming cup of tea. Too calm. Isla followed close behind in a cream-colored sweater dress that clung to her hips. She was positively radiant.

Sophie hummed, watching them with interest.

"My lovely murderers, already adjusting to their growing power."

Lila and Greg slid into the room together, Greg holding her chair out for her, a rare show of chivalry that made Sophie raise a brow. Lila’s thigh-highs peeked from beneath a dangerously short skirt, and when she crossed her legs, she caught Greg watching.

"Smart girl, that Lila. She understands power."

Kayla arrived next, her eyes darting straight to Luke, the heat between them palpable. Sophie noticed the way she licked her lips without realizing, how her fingers toyed with the hem of her oversized sweater, stretching it just enough to tease the shape of her hips.

But when Marcie entered, the room stilled.

Because then they knew. Maggie was gone.

Lila gasped, one hand flying to her throat. Kayla’s fingers clenched around the edge of the table.

Luke just smirked, stretching lazily in his seat, utterly unfazed. "Guess being a cop doesn't help much here, huh?" He seemed more amused than anything else.

Marcie lowered herself into a chair without a word, her face pale, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for the coffee pot.

Sophie watched, delighted, as the weight of Maggie’s absence settled over the room.

She let the silence stretch just a little longer before appearing on the screen, reclining in her chair, crossing her legs slowly.

"Oh, darlings… you look so shocked. Did you really think Maggie was untouchable?"

She laughed, soft and wicked.

"Just you wait until you hear about the Shield."


2.

The inevitable flashback. The Study late at night. Sophie leaned back in her chair, emerald eyes gleaming as she took in the two young women before her. Eve—tense, fidgeting, tucking her legs beneath her. Isla—stretched out, effortless, her smirk curling like smoke.

She could already see the shift happening.

Eve had started this game timid, unsure, like she needed permission to wield the power she’d been given. But now? Now, her eyes lingered when Isla spoke, her body angled toward her, her fingers mirroring Isla’s movements on the table.

It was fascinating.

And useful.

Sophie let them sit in silence for a beat, the candlelight flickering over satin and flesh and intent. Then she dragged a manicured nail down the leather of the black notebook, slow, deliberate.

"So," she purred, watching Isla smirk and Eve shiver. "Which one of my lovely heirs is next?"

Isla tilted her head, cat-like. “We think it’s time for a woman.”

Sophie hummed. “I agree.”

Eve shifted, clearing her throat, her voice softer. “Not Marcie.”

Sophie smiled. Not yet.

"So that leaves Lila, Kayla, or Maggie," Isla said, her nails tapping an idle rhythm against the wood.

Eve rolled her shoulders, shaking off the tension. “Lila is … risky. She’s smart. Too smart, maybe. She’s surprisingly close to Greg. I think they’re allies. But she’s not a threat.”

"Not yet," Sophie corrected, watching Eve shudder slightly at the way Isla’s lips curled.

Eve nodded.

"Kayla," Isla continued, flipping the pen in her fingers, “is emotional. That makes her weak. But it also makes her unpredictable.”

Sophie raised a brow. “And Maggie?”

Eve inhaled slowly, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “She’s watching people.”

Isla’s smirk widened. “She’s trying to read the game.”

Sophie leaned forward, the scent of her perfume wrapping around them.

"She’s dangerous."

Not a question.

A statement.

Eve licked her lips. Nodded.

Isla pressed the tip of the pen to the page.

"Maggie it is."

Sophie smirked, tilting her head. “You’re learning, girls.”

She stood, letting the robe part just enough as she turned for the door, feeling Isla’s eyes tracking her movements.

"Get some rest," she murmured over her shoulder, the flickering candlelight casting shadows as the door swung shut behind her. "Tomorrow, you kill again."

The camera faded to black.


3.

The ballroom gleamed under the chandeliers, the polished floors reflecting the flickering candlelight. The air was thick with anticipation, the remaining players shuffling in, some adjusting their outfits, others exchanging hushed whispers.

And then, Sophie appeared.

She descended the grand staircase like a queen, her emerald green dress clinging to every dangerous curve, the high slit revealing miles of leg with each deliberate step. Her heels clicked against the marble, her emerald eyes scanning the room with slow, lazy amusement.

"Today’s challenge isn’t just for bragging rights," she purred, reaching the bottom step. She let the moment stretch, watching the players hang on her every word. "Today, there’s a prize. And …” Sophie shrugged. “Well, let’s just say that tonight we’re changing things up.”

The players leaned forward instinctively.

“First,” Sophie said, “tonight and tonight only, there will be no voting, no execution. Instead, we will be having dinner together to celebrate how far you have already come in the game.”

“And?” Luke asked as the murmurs of surprise and pleasure faded away.

“And somewhere inside the hotel, I have hidden a Shield. A Shield grants immunity from murder," Sophie continued, running a perfectly manicured nail along the glass. "Whoever holds it cannot be touched by our murderers. Well, not tonight., anyway.”

Her smile widened. "The question is … who wants it badly enough?"

A mutter rippled through the group. Subtle glances were exchanged. Unspoken strategies formed.

"Pair up, darlings. The challenge begins now."

Isla didn’t even hesitate. She curled a hand around Eve’s wrist, pulling her close, a smirk tugging at her lips.

"Come on, partner."

Eve swallowed hard, nodding, her pulse quickening beneath Isla’s touch.

Lila adjusted her thigh-highs, stretching luxuriously before linking an arm through Greg’s. Her short skirt rode up slightly, just enough to make his jaw tighten.

"Let’s make it fun, shall we?" she said, her voice syrup-sweet and full of wicked promise.

Greg chuckled, his hand landing firmly on her ass in a quick, playful smack.

"Naughty girl," he teased.

Lila grinned, unbothered. "Thank you, Daddy. Can I have another?"

Greg barked a laugh. Sophie arched an eyebrow, swirling her wine in amusement.

Luke barely looked at Marcie before turning to Kayla, the corner of his mouth tilting up.

"Us. And … her."

Marcie huffed, unimpressed, but Kayla was already flushing under Luke’s gaze, nodding without question.

The task was deceptively simple. Another scavenger hunt—find the hidden object before the other teams.

It should have been a fair fight.

It wasn’t.

Isla and Eve dominated, their movements quick, calculated, ruthless. Isla moved like she already knew where everything was, and Eve—desperate to prove herself—kept up without question.

By the time they slammed their final prize onto the podium, the others were still scrambling.

"Too easy," Isla said, stretching with a feline smirk.

Sophie clapped, slow and approving. In voiceover, she told the viewers, "Well, well, well. My killers keep proving why I chose them."

Isla and Eve were safe from murder again.

The game continued.

At one point, Greg and Lila disappeared behind a heavy velvet curtain, searching for a hidden clue.

The camera barely caught it—Lila stepping too close, murmuring something just out of range, Greg laughing before delivering another sharp slap to her ass.

She moaned—soft, teasing, sinful.

"You’re a handful," Greg muttered.

"You love it," she shot back.

Sophie loved it too.

In the Library, Kayla’s hands brushed over the hidden compartment in one of the antique bookshelves.

She paused.

A quick glance over her shoulder—Luke was watching, expectant.

Marcie was too focused on something else to notice.

Kayla hesitated … and then, instead of taking it for herself, she reached up and handed the Shield to Luke.

His smirk was slow, knowing, utterly pleased.

His big black fingers brushed against hers as he took it, lingering just long enough to make her breath catch.

Then he leaned in, his lips just barely ghosting against her ear.

"Midnight. My room."

Kayla nodded before she even realized it.

Sophie watched it all unfold, her smirk deepening. "Oh, sweetheart," she said, swirling her wine. "That was a mistake."


4.

The dining room was a vision of old-world decadence—low golden light, glittering chandeliers, and candle flames flickering in polished silver holders. The long mahogany table gleamed under the weight of crystal stemware and plates edged in gold.

The heirs filtered in slowly, one by one, dressed for the occasion.

Sophie was already seated at the head of the table, luminous in deep red satin, the plunging neckline of her gown teasing more than it revealed, the fabric clinging like liquid desire. Her emerald earrings flashed as she sipped her wine, watching the players take their places with lazy amusement.

All the women were a sight to behold.

Lila was the first to arrive, moving with the easy confidence of a woman who knew every eye would be on her. Her red mini-dress was borderline scandalous, the material sheer in strategic places, teasing slim glimpses of lace and dark skin underneath. Thigh-high stockings completed the look, her signature, paired with glossy red lips and a wicked smile. She sat next to Greg, naturally, letting her fingers graze his wrist as she settled in.

Kayla followed, wearing soft blush pink, the neckline of her dress plunging just enough to catch the eye. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, curls tumbling in a way that looked effortlessly undone. She slid into the seat beside Luke, whose big slow grin suggested he approved.

Marcie came next, in navy blue, the silk of her dress hugging her curves, the hemline modest—but with a slit high enough to betray her true intentions.

Then came Isla.

She wore champagne gold, the fabric satin, nearly liquid as it pooled over her body. The thin straps left her shoulders bare, the neckline was designed for sin, her skin glowing in the candlelight. She moved without hurry, choosing a seat next to Eve—who was doing a very poor job of hiding her reaction.

Eve was too aware of Isla, of how the other woman smelled like expensive perfume and something darker, something dangerous.

Eve’s own dress was soft lavender, delicate in contrast to Isla’s overt sensuality. She fidgeted slightly as Isla sat down, heart racing when a warm hand settled on her thigh beneath the tablecloth.

Sophie, watching, tilted her wine glass to hide her smirk.

"No game talk tonight," she announced, stretching like a satisfied cat, her gown slipping just a little further down her shoulder. "Let’s just enjoy the night."

There was a moment of hesitation, but then the tension eased, the players falling into conversation.

They talked about the island, the history of the hotel, the billionaire’s ridiculous pet cat—who, rumor had it, was set to inherit more than all of them could ever hope to earn, including the million-dollar prize.

And, of course, they talked about the prize money, about what they’d do if they won.

Greg said he’d buy a yacht.

Kayla said she’d pay off her debts.

Lila, with a slow, lazy smile, said she had no idea, but she’d love the chance to find out.

Beneath the table, Isla traced slow, idle circles on Eve’s bare thigh, feeling the way the other woman tensed and softened beneath her touch.

Sophie sipped her wine, her smile hidden behind the rim of her glass.

"Oh, Evie," she thought, watching Eve’s fingers tighten around her fork, "you're already lost."

They all drank a little too much and when midnight chimed, they all disappeared to their rooms. Of course, they did.


5.

The Study was drenched in candlelight, shadows flickering against the walls, making the ornate woodwork seem alive. The air was thick with warmth, heavy with something unspoken.

Isla perched on the edge of the massive mahogany desk, her long, bare legs crossed at the knee, the champagne gold fabric of her dress pooling like liquid around her thighs. The hem had ridden up just enough to reveal a hint of silken skin, the kind that caught the light in a way that made it impossible not to look.

Eve was trying not to look.

She sat across from her, sinking into the leather armchair, her back too straight, the black notebook resting in her lap. Her fingers twitched against the pen, rolling it absently between them, betraying the restless energy coiling inside her.

Isla watched her, smiling slightly. "Relax, darling."

Eve stiffened slightly, but she didn't look away this time.

"Luke," Isla said, stretching languidly, her arms lifting above her head for a moment, making the satin of her dress shift in ways that were almost obscene. "His alliance is too strong. He’s too confident. He needs to go."

Eve nodded, her throat working around a swallow, but her brows knitted slightly.

"Obviously," she said, tucking her hair behind her ear, her hands still twitching with the pen. "But I'm pretty sure he got the Shield."

A beat of silence stretched between them.

Isla’s gaze sharpened, her fingers trailing lightly along the desk, slow and deliberate, the faint scrape of her nails against the polished surface the only sound in the room.

"Then we kill someone close to him," Isla decided, her tone as smooth as silk, as sharp as glass. She uncrossed her legs deliberately, shifting just enough to lean forward, her knee brushing barely—just barely—against Eve’s.

Eve’s breath caught in her throat.

Isla’s lips curled. "Someone that’ll throw him off balance."

The candlelight flickered.

Eve’s pulse thrummed.

And the screen faded to black.


6.

The hotel had gone still and silent, the only sound the distant slap of waves against the cliffs. The hallways were dimly lit, bathed in a sickly, flickering glow cast by the sconces along the walls. Twisted, eerie shadows danced with each tentative step that Kayla took. The threadbare rug beneath her feet did little to shield her from the cold that seeped up from the stone floor, the chill snaking up her calves, her thighs, her spine, until it kissed the base of her neck with icy lips.

She knew exactly where she was going.

Her nightgown was thin, sheer as a whisper, barely there at all. The night air licked at her skin, raising goosebumps along her bare arms, her thighs, her breasts—her nipples tightening into hard, traitorous points. With every step, the delicate fabric fluttered against her skin, a feather-light caress.

She had been waiting for this moment since the game began—for Luke to finally invite her into his bed. Tonight, the invitation had been clear, the promise in his eyes even clearer. But that didn't make her journey any easier. Her heart pounded in her chest, her breath caught in her lungs, and her stomach churned with a toxic mix of lust and anxiety. She could already feel the warmth pooling low in her belly, the anticipation tightening the muscles between her legs.

When she reached his door and pushed it open, she stopped cold.

Because she wasn’t the first to arrive.

Marcie was already there, down on her knees, her head bobbing up and down in Luke's lap like a fucking porn star. Kayla's breath caught, her heart stuttering in her chest as she took in the scene. It was like a punch to the gut, a bucket of ice water over the head, and a shot of pure, unadulterated lust straight to the cunt, all at once.

Luke sat on the edge of the bed, shirt unbuttoned, broad chest gleaming in the low light like some fucking ebony, muscled god. His huge hand was buried in Marcie’s hair, guiding her slow, deep movements, his head tilted back, his lips parted on a pleased exhale. His jeans were unzipped, his big black cock standing proud, thick and hard and glistening with Marcie's spit. Kayla's mouth watered at the sight, her pussy clenching with a desperate, greedy need.

Luke’s heavy-lidded gaze flicked toward Kayla, his eyes dark and hungry. "Took you long enough," he said, his fingers tightening in Marcie’s hair, pulling her deeper down onto his cock. Marcie didn’t pause, didn’t even glance back. She just kept working him, her lips stretching wide, hollowing her cheeks as she took that monster deeper into her mouth. The noises she made set Kayla's nerves alight.

Kayla froze. She wanted to scream, to cry, to turn on her heel and flee. But she also wanted to shove Marcie aside and take her place, to feel that big thick cock stretching her own lips, filling her mouth, choking her of breath. She wanted to taste Luke, to feel his hands in her hair, his hips thrusting up to meet her. She wanted to hear his groans, his grunts, his pleased sighs—and know that she was the cause.

Luke examined her. He knew what he was doing to her, the fucked up, twisted things he was making her feel. And he was enjoying every fucking second of it.

"Join her," he said, tilting his head towards Marcie. It wasn't a request, but a command, plain and simple. He expected to be obeyed, and he had no doubt that he would be.

Kayla sucked in a breath. Her fingers curled around the doorframe, nails digging into the wood. Her legs felt like water, her body pulled forward by something hot, something deep, something she didn’t want to name. She took a step, then another, her eyes locked on Luke's, drawn to him like a moth to a flame.

Marcie moaned around Luke’s cock, the vibration making his muscles tense, his hips lift slightly, a groan, deep and low, rumbling from his chest. His fingers tightened just enough to make Marcie whimper around him, the sound going straight to Kayla's clit, making it throb and ache.

Kayla licked her lips, her mouth suddenly dry, her body suddenly aching, suddenly needing.

She walked across the room and dropped to her knees. Up close, she could see the way Luke's big black cock stretched Marcie's straining lips, the way her spit coated his shaft, the way his huge purple veins pulsed with need. She could hear the wet, sucking sounds of Marcie's mouth, the low, desperate moans from deep in her throat. She could smell him, musky and male and fucking intoxicating.

Luke’s grin was victorious and cruel. "Atta girl," he said, his hand reaching out, his fingers tangling in Kayla's hair. He guided her head down, down, down, until her lips brushed against the side of his cock, until she could taste him, taste Marcie, taste the filthy, fucked up mess of it all.


7.

Sophie, our resident voyeur, was loving every minute of this. She was sprawled across her overstuffed armchair with a glass of wine dangling from her fingertips and her robe half open, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of smooth, creamy skin. She had a front-row seat to all the action and her eyes were glued to the massive screen, her lips curled in a smug, self-satisfied smile.

"Oh, my darlings," she purred to the camera. "Now this … this is a game I can enjoy." She shifted in her seat, the candlelight flickering across her skin, casting long, dancing shadows on the wall behind her. She wasn’t just watching—she was fucking feasting, devouring every detail, no matter how sordid.

On screen, Kayla was a trembling mess, hands shaking like autumn leaves as she places them on Luke’s spread thighs. Marcie, meanwhile, was lost in her own world, her lips slick and shiny with spit, her cheeks hollowed out like a fucking porn star. She was working Luke's cock like it was her goddamn job, taking him deep, gagging on his massive length and girth, and moaning like a whore the whole fucking time.

Luke was eating it up, his dark eyes hooded and heavily lidded as he watched Kayla struggle with her desire. He was a fucking cat, toying with his prey, and Sophie was loving it. She could see the battle raging in Kayla's mind, the jealousy and arousal and undeniable need all twisted up into one hot, fucking mess.

"Go on," Luke murmured, his thumb tracing along Kayla’s lower lip, his voice a low, coaxing rumble. "Don’t be shy."

Sophie's breath caught in her throat as her body responded to the raw, filthy power of it all. She uncrossed her legs, recrossed them, the silk of her robe cool against her bare skin. She was getting off on this—it was obvious—her nipples tightening, her pussy growing slick and wet as she watched Kayla finally give in.

Kayla leaned in and her tongue flicked out, tentative and experimental. She was a deer in headlights, innocent and wide-eyed, and Luke was the wolf, hungry and prowling. He groaned, low and approving, his hand shifting, threading through Kayla's hair, pulling her closer, guiding her.

Sophie hummed, pleased, her fingertips tracing the rim of her wine glass. "Oh, Kayla," she said. "You really will do anything for him, won’t you?"

And she was right. On screen, Kayla was moaning softly, her body surrendering completely as she licked and sucked at Luke's balls, her eyes fluttering closed, her cheeks flushing pink with arousal and shame. Marcie was slowing down, her eyes flicking up to Luke for guidance, for permission, and he just smirked down at them both, shifting his hips, forcing his cock into Kayla's mouth.

"Let’s see which of you does this better," he said. He was pitting them up against each other, a fucking contest to see who can suck his cock the best. It was fucked up, Sophie thought. It was twisted, and it was hot as hell.

Marcie redoubled her efforts. She took Luke’s cock from Kayla and took the whole thing deeper, her throat convulsing around his cock, eyes watering, mascara running in dark, smudgy rivers down her cheeks.

Kayla, not to be outdone, started working Luke's balls with renewed vigor. She was licking, sucking, even gently grazing them with her teeth, her eyes locked on Luke's, begging for his approval, desperate for his praise. She was a quick learner, and she wasn’t about to back down from a challenge.

Luke was in heaven, hips lifting, body tense, his muscles coiled tight as a spring. He had got two beautiful women at his feet, their mouths working him in tandem, their tongues and lips and teeth driving him fucking wild. He was groaning, grunting, his breath coming in sharp, pants, his heavily muscled body glistening with sweat.

Sophie was right there with him, body aching, pussy throbbing, clit pulsing with need. She slipped a hand between her legs. Her fingers found her clit. She rubbed it in quick, desperate circles. She was so fucking close.

On screen, Luke's body went rigid. "Fuck," he growled. "I'm gonna come."

Marcie and Kayla, the eager sluts, didn't miss a beat. They pulled back, releasing his cock, and eyes wide, mouths open, their tongues out, they waited for his load.

Luke's monster cock pulsed, once, twice, three times, and then he was coming. It wasn’t an event. It was a process. He came in powerful jets, painting Marcie and Kayla's faces and tits with thick, white ropes of cum. His body convulsed, his hips jerked, his cock twitched, over and over again. It seemed almost endless as he coated them.

They moaned in unison, nipples tightening, pussies clenching for him. They were both fucking covered in his cum, their tits glistening, their skin slick and shiny, their cheeks flushed, their eyes glazed with lust and arousal.

Luke looked down at them, spent, his monster cock finally softening, his breath coming in slow, shallow pants. But he wasn’t done with his little white sluts yet.

"Clean each other up.” He wasn’t asking. He was telling them, and he expected to be obeyed.

Marcie and Kayla exchanged glances. They were competitors, rivals, but right then and there, they were partners in crime, slaves to their desires, to their master's demands. What choice did they have? They needed to obey.

They turned toward each other, their bodies shifting, their hands reaching out, their fingers finding each other's skin. They started to clean each other, taking it in turns, making it a show. Marcie’s tongue lapped at the cum on Kayla’s tits, sucking it from her skin, then kissing her, sharing it between them.

It was a filthy, fucked up display, and Luke was loving every second of it. He wasn’t the only one. Sophie was rapt. She sprawled across her chair, thighs spread wide, skin feverish. The moans from the TV filled her dimly lit room while its flickering glow painted her bare skin in flashes of soft pinks and deep shadows. On the screen, the two women tangled together—one with her lips wrapped around a hardened nipple. Sophie’s fingers went knuckle-deep between her slippery thighs while her thumb circled her clit with a slick precision.

She was so close—her body taut, every nerve tightening like a bowstring ready to snap. Her thighs trembled, a deep, molten ache coiling at the base of her spine and spreading outward in hot, electric pulses. The pressure inside her built to something unbearable, her fingers moving in slick, fevered circles over her swollen clit, the friction sending fresh waves of sensation crashing through her. Every muscle in her body clenched, her stomach going tight, breath coming in short, desperate gasps as pleasure surged higher, sharper—unstoppable.

On the screen, it seemed like Kayla was close to orgasm as Marcie continued to work and clean her beautiful breasts. When Kayla threw her head back, mouth parted, and came, Sophie felt it like a phantom shock inside her own cunt. She shattered.

It hit like a live wire, a violent, body-wracking explosion that seized her from the inside out. A cry ripped from her throat, her hips bucking helplessly against her own hand, pleasure tearing through her in thick, pulsating waves. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, her inner walls spasming, clinging, as if begging for Luke’s big black cock.

Her vision blurred, white heat flashing behind her eyelids as her orgasm dragged her under, her whole body lost to the raw, relentless pleasure. It seemed to go on forever, wave after wave rippling through her, leaving her shuddering and wrecked, her skin slick with sweat, her sheets damp beneath her.

Even as the intensity faded to soft, pleasurable aftershocks, her body still twitched, still ached, the echoes of her climax keeping her breathless, legs weak, satisfaction humming through every nerve.


8.

Sophie’s fingers hovered over the remote. A wicked smirk curled her lips as she clicked to the next live feed.

Greg’s room.

The contrast was instant. Dim, honeyed light pooled over rich fabrics and dark furniture. Greg—fifty-something, gruff, built like a man who didn’t waste words—lounged in a leather chair, shirt half-unbuttoned, sleeves shoved up to reveal veined forearms. A tumbler of whiskey dangled from his fingers, the ice shifting as he swirled it. Salt-and-pepper hair, sharp jaw, a mouth made for orders. He looked like he owned the place.

Then—Lila.

She strolled in like sin in lace. Her Lolita dress, all soft pinks and sugary trims, barely skimmed her thighs, sheer enough that the garter straps peeked through when she moved. White thigh-highs hugged toned legs, the dark skin between them an invitation. No knock. No hesitation. Just a slow, deliberate saunter, her hair bouncing, lips parted in a hint of a smile. She was a fucking masterpiece of tease. And she knew it.

Greg looked up, slow and lazy, like a wolf who’d been waiting for the rabbit to wander in. “I was wondering when you’d show up.”

Lila didn’t answer. Just let her fingers drag along the arm of his chair, featherlight, taunting. Her nipples pebbled under the sheer fabric, a silent dare.

Sophie’s fingers traced the rim of her wine glass, heat licking at her thighs. The tension on the screen was thick, heavy, pressing between her legs, making her clench.

“You’re late.” Greg set his drink down with a quiet clink. Then his hand shot out, catching Lila’s wrist, yanking her onto his lap with a roughness that sent a jolt straight to Sophie’s core. He was a man who took what he wanted. And he wasn’t waiting.

Lila gasped, breathy and sharp, but her grin didn’t waver. She was fire licking at gasoline. “I wanted to see if you’d wait,” she purred against his ear, voice syrup-thick, hot, meant to melt.

Greg’s fingers skimmed up her thigh, calloused, possessive. He found the garter strap, snapped it, a small pop against her smooth skin. Lila moaned, barely, but Sophie felt it ripple through her own body, a spark catching, spreading.

“You think you’re in control?” Greg’s voice was dark silk, threaded with warning.

Lila’s hips shifted over his lap, pressing against the thick bulge beneath his slacks. She leaned in, breath ghosting over his jaw. “A little.”

Greg’s grip tightened, fingers pushing higher, teasing at the edge of something filthy. Holding back because he fucking could.

Sophie leaned closer to the screen, breath shallow, skin flushed, fingers skimming over her own curves. Her nipples, her stomach, lower—until she found that slick, aching heat between her thighs.

“Get on your knees.” Greg didn’t ask. He commanded.

Lila’s smile was all sugar and sin. “Yes, Daddy,” she said.

And Sophie’s fingers slipped lower, her body already lost to the scene unfolding before her.

Lila slid off his lap without a word, sinking onto her knees between his legs, her hands resting lightly on his thighs. She tilted her head just so, her gaze upturned, wide-eyed and expectant. A perfect fucking offering.

Greg unbuckled his belt, slow, deliberate, watching her the whole time. Drawing it out. Making her wait. Making her want. The leather whispered as it slid through the loops, the metal buckle clinking as he let it hang open. He knew exactly what he was doing—teasing her, teasing himself, even teasing Sophie, who sat spellbound on the other side of the screen, her breath shallow, her fingers tightening at the hem of her robe.

Lila leaned in, tongue flicking out, the barest brush over the thick, swollen head of his cock. A tease. A dare. Greg exhaled through his nose, jaw flexing, hand resting on his thigh like he was forcing himself not to shove her down and make her take him whole.

Sophie swallowed hard, her pulse hammering. Her fingers found the smooth silk pooling over her thighs. The fabric was cool. Her skin was burning.

On-screen, Lila parted her lips, wrapping them around him, slow and sweet, like she had all the time in the world. Her eyes stayed locked on his, reading him, feeling every shift, every quiver of restraint threatening to snap. She wasn’t just sucking his cock—she was studying him, dissecting his control, savoring the unraveling.

Greg’s head tipped back, fingers threading into her dark hair, tightening—just enough. Lila gasped around him—the sound was wet, filthy, and obscene. The soft speakers carried every slick noise, every muffled moan, the wet drag of her mouth over him, the subtle choke when he pushed a little deeper.

Sophie shivered. Her nails raked lightly over her thigh, nerves sparking. The tension was intoxicating. The push and pull. Greg’s dominance tempered by Lila’s quiet defiance. He might be in charge, but she was still playing the game on her terms. And that? That was fucking delicious.

“She likes being used,” Sophie said to herself, lips curling, voice thick with amusement, arousal, something darker. “But only when she’s the one letting it happen.”

Greg shifted, his thighs flexing as he pushed deeper, forcing Lila to take more. She gagged, nails digging into his legs, but she didn’t pull back. She took it. She fucking held. A trooper. A goddamn warrior.

Sophie’s breath caught in her throat. Her hand slid beneath the silk now, fingertips brushing over heat, over slickness, teasing herself like Lila was teasing Greg. A game of restraint. Of knowing she could tip over at any moment but dragging it out, making it last, making it devastating.

Greg growled low in his throat. “You can do better than that.”

Lila moaned in response, the vibration making his grip tighten in her hair, making his jaw snap down as he lost whatever sliver of patience he had left. And then—he took.

He fucked her mouth without mercy, without hesitation. Hard, fast, rough. Lila choked, tears mixing with spit, sliding down her flushed cheeks as she let him use her, let him own her. And she was fucking loving it. Sophie could see.

Sophie gasped, her back arching, her fingers moving faster now, matching his pace, feeling every thrust like it was inside her, like her own body was being wrecked along with Lila’s.

On the screen, Greg’s body seized, every muscle locking tight as his head snapped back against the chair, his breath leaving him in a raw, guttural groan. Lila felt it—before she tasted it—the sudden, violent pulse of his cock against her tongue, the way his thighs flexed beneath her palms, his entire body shuddering as he lost control.

Then came the first surge.

Thick. Hot. Overwhelming.

It hit the back of her throat, thick ropes spilling onto her tongue, salty and heavy, forcing a desperate swallow. But he was still coming, and it was too much, more than she could handle, dripping past her lips, streaking her chin, sliding down her throat in slow, lewd trails.

Greg groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair, forcing her to stay, to take it all, to be his.

Lila gasped around him, her breath shuddering, her lashes fluttering as she fought to keep up, her lips stretched wide, her cheeks hollowing as she tried to drink him down, her throat working desperately as she swallowed, swallowed, swallowed. But some of it escaped, inevitably, trickling from the corners of her mouth, warm and messy and obscene, until he finally released his grip and let her breathe.

She pulled back with a breathless gasp, her chest heaving, and as Greg’s orgasm finally subsided, his cock giving one last, weak pulse, she was left panting, down on her knees, her body shaking with adrenaline and need. Her tongue flicked out to catch the remnants of his cum at the corner of her mouth. What she couldn’t lick away dripped down her chin, smearing in slick, glistening streaks along her flushed skin. Her face was a sticky, shiny mess. Her mascara was smudged, her lipstick smeared, her mouth red and swollen. She looked like a whore, a slut, a dirty, used fucktoy.

Watching, Sophie ached.

Her own thighs clenched, her own breath caught in her throat, and her body burned from the inside out. She could see the aftermath—the wreckage of Lila’s mouth, the soft tremor in her limbs, the way Greg watched her with dark, satisfied ownership.

And fuck, if that wasn’t the hottest thing she had seen so far that day.

Sophie’s thighs clamped together, the pleasure so sharp, so fucking deep, she barely held back a cry. Her body trembled, caught in the last moment before release, teetering right at the edge, already knowing—

She was about to fall.


9.

Lila stayed on her knees, her chest rising and falling in ragged waves, saliva glistening on her lips, streaking down her chin, mixing with Greg’s pearlescent mess. She was wrecked—flushed, panting, strands of ebony hair sticking to the sheen of sweat on her cheeks—but she wasn’t broken. She was satisfied.

Greg exhaled through his nose, reaching down, his thumb dragging through the wetness on her cheek, smearing it, rubbing it into her skin. He tilted her face up, studying her, and then—roughly, possessively—hauled her into a kiss. It wasn’t sweet. It wasn’t soft. It was fucking filthy, his mouth crushing hers, his tongue sweeping in, tasting himself on her.

Sophie barely registered the sound that slipped from her throat. A whimper. A gasp. A desperate little exhale as she lay sprawled in her chair, her robe barely clinging to her shoulders, one thigh hooked over the armrest, her fingers still buried between her legs. Her skin burned. Her breath stuttered. She was hypersensitive, nerve endings frayed, but she couldn’t stop.

Not yet.

Greg pulled back, dragging Lila up by the wrist, guiding her forward, bending her over his lap. No resistance. She melted into it, her ass high, her back arched, her breathing shaky with anticipation. His palm smoothed over her skin, slow, methodical, before landing the first slap.

The crack echoed through the speakers. Lila jerked, a sharp inhale cutting through the static, her fingers curling into the sheets beneath her.

Another. Harder. The imprint of his hand bloomed red against the curve of her ass.

Sophie shuddered.

Lila squirmed against Greg’s thigh, grinding, aching, needy, her body moving toward the punishment rather than away from it. She let out a little moan, all breath and heat, and Sophie felt it—deep, low, a pull so visceral it made her cunt clench around her own fingers.

Another slap. Lila gasped, the sound breaking into something close to a whine.

Greg’s voice, dark, amused, edged with hunger. “You like that?”

Sophie’s eyes fluttered, her wrist working faster, her stomach tightening, the pleasure a slow-building inferno.

Another. Harder.

Lila jolted, and that was it. She shattered, her body seizing, her thighs squeezing together, her hips pressing down as her orgasm ripped through her. The cry she let out was raw—high and desperate, the sound of someone breaking apart and loving every second of it.

Sophie wasn’t breathing. She was right there, her body a live wire, every muscle tight, her fingers fucking into herself, her palm grinding against her clit until—

Fuck.

Her orgasm slammed into her, violent, relentless, her back bowing, her toes curling, her mouth dropping open but no sound coming out. Just pulse after pulse, her cunt clenching, her skin hot and slick and alive.

Greg was speaking on-screen, but she barely registered the words. Lila was being pulled up, her body boneless, wrecked, ready for more.

Sophie lay there, chest heaving, hand slipping free, every inch of her flushed, throbbing, sated.

For now.

She reached for her wine, her fingers trembling just slightly, her lips curving as she watched the scene shift—Greg twisting his fingers into Lila’s hair, yanking her close, kissing her like he was going to fucking devour her.

Sophie took a sip.

Greg lay back against the pillows, his broad, weathered hands resting on Lila’s hips, holding her steady as she sank down onto his cock. Slowly, deliberately, savoring every inch as it stretched her open.

She was so small compared to him, her young body taut and toned, her waist narrow beneath his grip. His cock looked obscene sliding into her—her tight little cunt forced to take every inch of him, her mouth parting on a gasping little moan as she took him to the hilt.

Sophie exhaled sharply, barely aware of how her thighs had fallen open again, her fingers trailing back down between them. Jesus Christ.

Lila tilted her head back, hair tumbling over her shoulders, her hands braced against Greg’s chest. She liked how much bigger he was—how his frame dwarfed hers, how his hands could wrap around her waist like she was some dainty little thing he could break in half if he wanted to. And she liked knowing he wouldn’t—that no matter how rough he played, she was safe.

But that didn’t mean he’d make it easy for her.

Greg’s grip tightened. “C’mon, little slut,” he said. “You wanted this cock so bad—show me how you take it.”

Lila’s lips parted, her lashes fluttering, a shiver rolling through her as she rocked forward, lifting her hips slightly before sliding back down, taking him deep again. Slow, languid, teasing.

Greg wasn’t having it. His hands clamped down, forcing her to move faster, dragging her up and down, setting a rhythm that left no room for hesitation. She gasped, her nails digging into his chest, but she didn’t fight it. She let him take control. She loved when he took control.

Sophie’s breath caught in her throat.

On-screen, Lila rode him now, bouncing on his cock, her young, perky tits jiggling with each descent, her face a portrait of pleasure—flushed cheeks, parted lips, heavy-lidded eyes that never strayed from Greg’s.

She loved that he was older, that he had decades on her, that he’d fucked so many women before but still wanted her—only twenty-two, young, tight, and eager. And he loved that she was his for the taking, that she was a perfect, willing little thing who knew how lucky she was to be bouncing on the cock of a man twice her age.

Sophie swallowed, her fingers circling her clit, her skin flushed with arousal, the voyeuristic thrill of it all only making her wetter.

Greg snapped his hips up, driving deeper, harder. Lila squeaked, back arching, fingers scrambling for any kind of purchase as he took exactly what he wanted from her.

“You like riding Daddy’s cock?” His voice was thick with condescension.

Lila whimpered, her head falling forward, her breath hot against his neck. “Yes, Daddy,” she gasped, her voice breathy and wrecked. “Fuck, I love it—”

Sophie’s entire body tensed.

She was on the edge again, her fingers slick, her thighs trembling. She relished this—the sight of that tight, youthful body splayed out on top of a man who had decades more experience than her, molding her, teaching her, ruining her for anyone else.

Greg’s movements turned ruthless. Unforgiving. He slammed into Lila now, his hands splaying over her ass, his thighs flexing as he used her, as he fucked her like she was made for it.

Sophie’s fingers worked furiously, her skin damp with sweat, her stomach clenching—

On the screen, Greg growled, his fingers digging into Lila’s hips hard enough to leave bruises, his entire body coiling beneath her as his cock jerked inside her.

Lila felt it—all of it. The way his thighs flexed beneath her, the way his muscles tensed like a drawn bow, the way his cock swelled deep in her tight little cunt, thick and pulsing and impossibly big as it claimed her from the inside out.

Then came the heat.

The first surge of his cum hit her walls like a shock, making her gasp, her nails clawing at his chest as her body recognized what was happening, who was filling her up. It was so much, so thick, and it just kept coming—hot, filthy, copious, flooding her insides in endless, possessive ropes, burning her from within.

“Oh fuck,” she choked, struggling to breath. Her pussy fluttered greedily around his cock, milking every last drop.

Greg snarled, forcing her down hard, his cock buried to the hilt as he spilled deep, deeper than anyone ever had before, making sure not a single drop escaped her.

And that was it for Lila.

Her orgasm ripped through her like a live wire, her body seizing, her back bowing, her head snapping back on a strangled scream. She could feel it—his cum, thick and warm and fucking endless, painting her insides while her pussy clenched and spasmed around him, her muscles locking down tight like she never wanted to let him go.

It was too much—her clit pulsing, her cunt convulsing, her brain melting beneath the sheer intensity of being bred like this, being taken by a man twice her age who was filling her beyond capacity.

And Sophie?

Sophie watched, transfixed, her own body trembling, her pulse hammering behind her ribs.

She saw the way Lila’s stomach twitched, the way her thighs quaked, the way her young, ruined little body took everything Greg gave her.

And it was glorious.

Her own climax had been hovering just there, waiting, circling like a predator—and the moment Greg’s cock pulsed one last time inside Lila’s clenching heat, Sophie’s body snapped.

A moan tore from her lips as she came hard, her fingers a relentless blur against her swollen, aching clit. The orgasm slammed through her, starting deep, coiling tight, then exploding outward like a detonation, wracking her frame in violent waves.

Her cunt throbbed, empty and wanting, spasming around nothing as if it could somehow pull that release into her own body. Her thighs clenched, her stomach jumped, her toes curled painfully as she rode out the unbearable pleasure, her muscles twitching from overstimulation.

On-screen, Lila slumped forward, wrecked, still trembling, Greg’s hands smoothing over her damp, overheated skin. His cock was still inside her, still warm, still leaking, his seed pooling deep in her perfectly used little cunt.

Sophie barely registered the wine glass slipping from her grip, tilting sideways onto the bed, crimson liquid seeping into the sheets like spilled sin.

She exhaled slowly. She fucking loved this game.


Molly Pike

Molly Pike has been a stew on a middling sized yacht, and now she's paying her way through college by writing down her fantasies and sharing them with you. She might not have tried everything she writes about (yet), but she'll try anything once. Twice, probably.

Her quick reads are like your favorite guilty pleasures—easy to dive into and impossible to forget. But when you’re ready for something that’ll really make you sweat, her longer, more provocative tales will take you somewhere you had no idea you wanted to go..
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Also Available

Episode One

Two murderers. One secretly married couple. A voyeur who sees it all.

On the first night of Inheritance Island, the storm outside is nothing compared to the chaos already brewing inside the hotel. With all twelve "heirs" blindfolded, Sophie, our sensational voyeuristic host, chooses Eve and Isla to be her murderers.

Their mission is clear–kill off all the other heirs one by one. But as Eve and Isla plan their first murder, Sophie’s hidden cameras reveal another surprise—a secretly married couple indulging their weirdly complementary kinks and plotting to win it all.

Let the games begin.

Episode Two

A blowjob so good it should’ve earned immunity.

Ethan is young and nervous, easy to control. Maggie sees it, takes it, swallows it down. But before she can ride him, break him, make him hers, the other heirs take him instead—Ethan is voted out before he even knows what hit him.

Sophie, the gorgeous host and Queen of Voyeurs, smiles, watching Maggie seethe. The other heirs took her boy toy. She will have her revenge.

Episode Three

Mourning? No. Moaning? Yes. A good wife spreads her legs

They "murdered" Tom last night.

Tonight, his "faithful” little wife is down on her hands and knees, taking a big Black cock.

It was her husband's plan. And now he is gone, Marcie will do whatever it takes to win.

Queen of Voyeurs, Sophie watches and laughs. Because the only thing hotter than a “widow” fucking her way through the game … is knowing her “dead” husband is watching her get blacked.

Episode Four

A Good Girl on Her Knees. A Bad Man Calling the Shots

The “Murderers” killed again last night, but nobody is mourning because the game is getting super interesting. A Shield is up for grabs. Alliances are cracking. And Luke is finally putting together his own team.

When Kayla walks into his room that night, she's shocked to discover she isn’t the first to arrive. Marcie is already down on her knees, choking on Luke’s big black cock.

Meanwhile in another room, Lila is playing the teasing hot little brat for her brand-new "Daddy", Greg.

While Sophie, our Queen of Voyeurs, clicks from feed to feed, her "Murderers" get to work. When the sun rises again, one more Heir will be gone.


Between Charters

Rachel Unleashed

One night off. One alleyway. One man. One voyeur. Free-use stew Rachel’s never been fucked like this before. Not between charters, anyway.

In her private life, Rachel doesn’t let go—not ever. But Jake, the cocky bartender with the dirty grin? He’s a temptation not even Rachel can resist.

So, there she is, bent over in a grimy alleyway, moaning and dripping as he pounds her into the wall. But then a drunken girl stumbles out of the bar.

Egging Rachel on, taunting her, touching her, the drunken voyeur begins to direct the show. And suddenly, Rachel’s not only getting fucked—she’ s on public display. Her body isn’t hers anymore, it’s theirs. And the filthier things get, the harder it is to stop.

Margot Unleashed

Her body. Their playground.

Margot knew it was way beyond reckless to follow the brothers along the beach, but she didn’t care. She couldn’t resist. On the sand, under the moon, she’s stripped and spread wide, and turned into their personal toy. Lukas and Marko take her hard, double-teaming her in every conceivable way, leaving Margot shaking, wrecked, and begging them for more.

Two brothers. Two cocks. No limits.

Alice Unleashed

Two sisters. One night. Alice didn’t stand a chance.

When Alice crosses paths with Mia and Tessa at the gym, her world turns upside down. Bold, beautiful, and utterly relentless, these sisters pull her into their wild games, stripping Alice bare and making her their toy. From teasing touches at the bar to filthy fantasies in their bedroom, Mia and Tessa push her past every single boundary, dressing her up, talking her down, and making Alice squirt for the first time in her life.

Nothing will ever be the same again

Rosie Unleashed

Lights. Camera. Carnage.

Rosie isn’t only a free-use stew, she’s also a queen of premium filth and a total sucker for a luxury location whose OnlyFans success is built on excess—luxury yachts, lavish parties, and filthy shows that leave nothing to the imagination.

At pretty Fabiola’s father’s mansion, she takes on a gangbang that leaves no inch untouched and fills every hole, with every climax captured for her devoted fans.

While Fabiola zooms in for the money shots.

Coming Soon

Katie Unleashed


Yachties

Maiden Voyage

On the superyacht Cyrene, pleasure's not a perk—it’s the entire job.

Rachel signed up knowing the deal—as a “free-use stew,” her body would be one more toy for their obscenely wealthy passengers to play with. The promise of mountains of cash—enough to wipe her family’s debts and escape her dead-end life—made it all seem worthwhile. Glamorous days, wild nights, and fat paychecks? Easy trade.

But nothing could have prepared Rachel for the reality. Captain Bob doesn’t ask; he takes. The billionaire bachelor party doesn’t play nice; they use. And Rachel quickly learns that on this floating palace of excess, her only role is to submit.

Knots

On the superyacht Cyrene, surrender isn’t an option—it’s inevitable.

Alice knew her place on the Cyrene—down on her knees, obeying every command. As a free-use stew, she thought she’d seen it all—but then Mrs. Harper came onboard.

This wealthy, commanding passenger doesn’t just want to watch Alice please her husband; she wants to take Alice apart, piece by trembling piece.

Stern

Rosie’s sharp tongue cost the crew their tip, and Captain Bob isn’t about to let it slide.

Primary

On the superyacht Cyrene, the primary always gets whatever he wants. And tonight, Enzo Yorke wants everything.

Margot thought serving dinner to Enzo and his guests would be just another night below deck. She couldn’t have been more wrong.

Enzo isn’t just rich—he’s ruthless, and Margot is pushed to her limits as the Primary uses her to entertain his guests.

Passed from one man to the next, Margot is humiliated, used, and utterly wrecked. Still, at least Enzo has a name for tipping well.

Tender

Chief Stew Katie’s had enough of Captain Bob’s demands. After years of bending to his relentless will, she’s ready to pass the torch—and Rachel, the newest stewardess aboard the superyacht Cyrene, is the perfect target for Katie’s succession plan.

On the Cyrene, every stew has a role. And Katie’s about to teach Rachel how to play hers perfectly.


Doing Deals

Casting Call

Kendra Kennedy is done playing nice. In the cutthroat world of New York modeling, she’s tired of scraping by on catalog gigs and trade shows. So, when Adam Westbrook—a slick, sharp-suited real estate broker—makes Kendra an offer, she sees more than dollar signs. She sees a way out.

The job? Persuade a wealthy client more than twice her age to up his bid for a secluded Hamptons estate.

The catch? She’ll have to use much more than just her charm.

In Adam’s world, success demands sacrifice—and all Kendra has to do is whatever it takes. The deal is everything.

Open House

A weekend. A penthouse deal. A client who makes his own rules.

Kendra Kennedy thought she knew the price of ambition, but Adam Westbrook’s latest proposition is a whole new game. Locked away in a luxurious mansion with a billionaire client twice her age, Kendra faces a relentless trial of obedience and desire. Lap dances, spanking, anal toys—every humiliating command leaves her trembling, aroused, and nearer to closing the deal.

In Adam’s world, the line between power and submission is dangerously thin. And Kendra is about to cross it again.

Counteroffer

Kendra Kennedy came for the deal of a lifetime. She wasn't expecting the ride of her life.

But when Edward St. James—a silver-haired titan—and his wickedly beautiful wife, Lena, make their counteroffer, Kendra finds herself unable to resist. Together, they introduce her to a world of spanking, squirting, and anal ecstasy, stretching her body and her limits to exciting new extremes. They use her, they pleasure her, and she seals the deal with her sweet surrender and anguished moans.

Private Showing

Sleazy movie mogul Mason Carter isn’t looking for a realtor—he wants a performer to star in his latest home movie. And when Kendra Kennedy steps into his lavish Hollywood Hills mansion, she's ready to play the part.

Collared, blindfolded, and riding a dildo for his camera, she quickly learns that Mason’s idea of a deal goes far beyond property lines. The stakes are higher, the demands dirtier, and the tension hotter than she ever expected.

But Kendra has a secret: she doesn’t just endure rich men's power plays—she gets off on them.

Water Rights

Aboard the superyacht Cyrene, the rules are very simple: Victor Monroe commands, and everyone obeys.

Keen to land a career-making deal, Kendra dives headfirst into Victor's world, trading her sundress for a skimpy stew's uniform that barely covers her curves. From serving drinks to lecherous passengers with wandering hands to submitting to the billionaire's leather leash, she becomes the star of Victor’s depraved games. And when he pulls another stew, Rachel, into the mix, Kendra learns that proving her worth means taking everything—and begging for more.

This isn’t business as usual—it’s submission, silver service style.

Bidding War

Two realtors. One multi-million-dollar listing. And no rules.

Kendra Kennedy never shies away from a fight, but Miranda Blake isn’t just any competitor—she’s ruthless and gorgeous with killer curves and sharper claws, and dirty as the games they’re about to play.

With billionaire Nicholas Hale playing judge, their competition goes from the boardroom to the bedroom—and beyond. From pussy worship to spanking, fisting, and a no-holds-barred threesome, Kendra and Miranda push each other past every boundary. Lust, power, and ambition collide in this clash of egos that leaves nobody unscathed.

One winner. No shame. And no backing down.

Who's coming out on top?


Hot Holidays

Tricked

A Hot Wife Halloween Adventure

Hotwife Hannah thinks Halloween is a night for playful costumes and mostly harmless fun—until her husband, Paul, dresses her as a slutty nun and leads her straight to temptation, delivering her to his friend, a dangerously sexy “priest” with a devilish glint in his eye.

When the priest offers Hannah confession and absolution, she finds herself kneeling for him and begging for more than forgiveness. With Paul watching from the shadows, her body becomes the altar for the priest’s darkest desires.

For fans of dark, X-rated erotica with a religious kink.

STUFFED

A Hot Wife Thanksgiving Adventure

This Thanksgiving, Hannah will learn what it means to feel truly filled with gratitude.

Hannah never imagined her sexy Pilgrim Wife costume would lead to the filthiest Thanksgiving of her life. But a snowstorm and a crash leave her and her husband, Paul, stranded in a remote mountain pass and completely at the mercy of the old Native American who rescues them and takes them to his hunting cabin to sit out the storm.

He’s a massive man—broad shoulders, big rough hands—making Hannah feel tiny in every conceivable way. Injured and bedbound, but eager, Paul urges his hotwife to show their gratitude.

When the big man’s hands start to roam, she can’t stop trembling. His size—every inch of it—makes her shiver with fear and an undeniable hunger. As Paul watches, whispering words of filthy encouragement, Hannah is stretched to her limits—physically and otherwise—and takes her Thanksgiving feast in a way she never saw coming, before giving thanks down on her knees.

UNWRAPPED

A Hot Wife Christmas Adventure

Normal families exchange gifts at Christmas—Hannah’s in-laws share her.

Hannah never imagined her husband’s family Christmas would involve anything more than awkward small talk, booze, and some modest overeating, but the family has a special Christmas tradition, and her husband Paul has a plan.

As snow falls outside, things heat up behind closed doors. What starts as an intimate evening of drinks and games spirals into a taboo-laced journey that challenges every boundary Hannah thought she had. Paul's plan is to give his silver-haired father the ultimate holiday treat: Hannah herself.

As Paul's superhot young stepmother joins the fun, Hannah is shared in a celebration of free use excess, lending new meaning to the Season of Giving.

This Christmas, Hannah is the gift they all unwrap.

RESOLVED

A Hot Wife New Year's Eve Adventure

When the clock strikes midnight, Hannah loses herself.

Barely dressed beneath her winter coat—Paul’s idea, of course—she is flushed and already trembling with excitement when she steps into the throbbing chaos of Times Square. Overwhelmed by the crush of jostling bodies, Hannah clings to Paul as his fingers slip inside her coat to tease her bare skin, igniting a fire she can’t control.

The crowd closes in and their playful game spirals into something wild.

Shameless hands explore Hannah and torment her. Strangers murmur filth into her ears.

And then comes the woman—older, experienced, soft yet commanding. Her touch is firm, precise, and with Paul watching greedily, she guides Hannah into an orgy of desire. Hands Hannah can’t see, voices she’ll never remember—all take their turn with her as she’s stripped and used beneath the strobing lights.

By the time the ball drops, Hannah is undone and aching for more.


Gold Medal Diaries

Volume One: GLORY

Oh, hey there! It's me, Milly Locke, Insta's golfing goddess and total Barbie babe. You might think you know me from my socials and perfect pink pout, but girl, I've got a secret—I'm craving something a little less vanilla, a little more fifty shades of fabulous.

So, buckle up, buttercups, 'cause we're heading to the Olympic Games, where the competition's fierce, and not just on the greens. Amidst all the chaos and thrills, I stumbled upon my own private playground—an Olympic Village gloryhole! Yep, you heard it right! It's the perf way to explore my submissive fantasies without anyone knowing my biz or spilling the tea. As the mysterious Gloryhole Girl, I'm the talk of the town, and everyone wants a piece of me.

Volume Two: SCORE

Hey there, I'm Jess Taylor, yeah, you know, the goal-scoring phenom who put soccer on the covers of Sports Illustrated and Playboy. It's been one hell of a ride, but now I'm 32 and at the end of the line, benched by a shitheel of a coach and made to feel like a relic by teammates who all agree I'm well past my expiration date.

But screw that, I'm not going out with a whimper. Oh no, I've got one final trick up my sleeve, a wild, jaw-dropping offer that'll make heads spin, leave the Olympic Village gasping, and ensure I'm a name they'll never forget.

This isn't your average gold medal story.

Volume Three: RELAY

Welcome to the deep end, loves. Caro here, Caroline to my mum, your not-so-ordinary small-town Aussie girl, spilling the tea on a journey that's left me breathless in more ways than one.

Picture this: I'm just your average church-going, swim-loving chick from a town so small, you'd blink and miss it. Then, bam! I'm plucked from my peaceful little pond and dropped into the whirlpool of the Olympics. Paris, no less. I was ready for the laps, the sweat, the chlorine. But nothing could have prepared me for the other stuff. The stuff that makes your heart race faster than a freestyle sprint.

Meet Jenna and Natalie, my teammates, my guides into a world I never knew existed. They're experienced, hot as, and they know how to stroke more than our coach's ego. With them, I'm not only navigating the lanes of the pool, but the twisted, taboo paths of the Olympic Village. Private moments, shared secrets, performances that'd make any gold medal seem dull. It's scary, it's thrilling, it's ... awakening.

Volume Four: TWIST

I'm nothing special, just your typical Olympic gymnastics coach. Typical, if you think coaching involves equal parts chalk and keeping the wolves at bay. My past? Darker than the black coffee I nurse. My future? It isn't looking good. But my mission? Simple: protect the girls in my care.

You see, our world is a corruption-infused circus, and a fish rots from its head. Our President has picked his next mistress, and my protégé Anya's name is at the top of the list. Over my dead body. Probably.

Truth is, I've been more dead than alive for the last 24 years, ever since I slipped off the balance beam and lost my nation gold. My punishment was to "host" a record-setting Olympic Village gangbang for all my countrymen who had done their duty and won gold.

Unlike me at her age, Anya isn't taking it lying down, or bending over, but her plan's as crazy as a triple back layout with a twist. Blindfolded.
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