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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 One

Meet Your Murderers

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.


1.

The room dripped with indulgence. Silk sheets cascaded off a sprawling four-poster bed, pooling onto a plush Persian rug. Dim amber light softened the edges of mirrored walls, where the faintest reflection of Sophie Albright gleamed like a jewel. The celebrated TV host was draped across an armchair, long legs crossed, her shimmering golden robe open just enough to hint at the elegant curve of her shoulder. In one hand, she held a glass of wine, its deep crimson swirling lazily as if stirred by her thoughts.

She tilted her head toward the camera, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her face. Her green eyes sparkled with a blend of mischief and malice.

“Welcome, darlings, to Inheritance Island,” she said, her clipped cut glass English accent adding a touch of elegance to the venom. “Twelve strangers. One fortune. And enough secrets to sink this whole island.” She leaned forward, the robe parting to reveal the cleavage beneath. “I’ll be your guide to all the backstabbing, betrayal, and… oh yes, the occasional dalliance. Shall we begin?”

A slow sip of her wine followed. She seemed to pout as she rested the rim of her glass upon her lower lip. She let the silence linger for a beat, then set the glass down on the side table with a soft clink.

“First, let me set the scene,” she purred.

The viewpoint shifted, and a camera soared over an island shrouded in stormy mist. Jagged cliffs loomed over crashing waves, and perched at the edge of it all was the hotel: a shimmering art deco masterpiece in milky white and baby blue. Its façade gleamed even against the gray sky. It was a place where fortunes had been made and lost, where lives and reputations had been ruined. You’d swear that whispers of scandal echoed in every room.

“Isn’t it magnificent?” Sophie’s voice dripped through the scene. “Grand ballrooms. Hidden passageways and secret rooms. Even a lost speakeasy bar, or so the locals say. And more than enough silk sheets to keep our twelve contestants very … comfortable.” A pause, a knowing chuckle. “But I digress. Let’s meet them, shall we?”

The camera cut to the dock, where a sleek motorboat sliced through the waves, its varnished wood surface gleaming as it approached. A lone figure stood at the bow, clutching the railing.

“Ah, our first lamb to the slaughter,” Sophie murmured in voiceover.

A young woman stepped off the boat, her strawberry blonde curls bouncing in time with her hips. Her denim shorts clung tightly to her curves, and she adjusted her low-cut top with a casual flick of her fingers. She flashed a dazzling smile at the cameras, the kind that said she was prepared to flirt her way through anything and everything.

“Kayla Donovan,” Sophie narrated. “Our bubbly bartender from Newcastle. Big personality, bigger … assets. And a weakness for bad boys. Poor thing hasn’t the faintest idea what she’s in for.”

Kayla turned toward the looming hotel, her eyes widening as she took in its grandeur. The camera lingered on her long bare legs as she made her way up the stone steps, heels clicking faintly against the weathered surface.

The next motorboat delivered a young man to the island. He stepped off cautiously, clutching a battered backpack as if it were a life raft. His eyes darted nervously towards the cameras, and he stumbled slightly as he reached the dock.

“Ethan Patel,” Sophie said, her tone softening just a touch. “Sweet, awkward, and oh-so-virginal. No, you don’t need to tell us, darling—we can tell.”

Ethan gave a shy wave to the waiting staff and hurried inside, his shoulders hunched as if trying to disappear into himself.

The next player to arrive stepped off his boat with an effortless swagger, his white shirt tailored to perfection, his grin sharp enough to cut glass.

“Luke Foster,” Sophie said, a flicker of amusement in her voice. “Personal trainer, Instagram influencer. If arrogance were a weapon, he’d be a one-man massacre. If you’re looking for an anti-hero, you’ve found one.”

Luke glanced at the camera, flashing a smirk before running a hand through his perfectly styled hair. The way he walked up the steps—easy, self-assured—made one of the female staff blush as she handed him a glass of champagne.

The montage continued, each player arriving on their own motorboat and stepping off onto the island stage. Sophie’s attention lingered on Marcie Fontaine who clutched her crystal necklace and whispered something about the island’s “energy.” On 50-something Greg Kingston who scowled as he adjusted his blazer, already muttering about the “circus” he’d been dragged into. And on beautiful young Lila Song, super composed and cool, her sharp eyes missing nothing as she surveyed the group.

When they had all arrived, the twelve players gathered in the hotel’s grand lobby, a space as dazzling as it was imposing. Gilded columns stretched toward the vaulted ceiling, where a crystal chandelier sparkled like an icy crown. Champagne flowed freely, and the fire crackling in the marble hearth added a warm glow to the otherwise tense atmosphere.

Sophie’s voice danced through the scene. “Ah, the first meeting. Everyone so full of hope. And so full of lies.”

It looked like Kayla had already latched onto Luke, her laughter ringing out a little too loud as she touched his arm. He leaned in, his hand brushing her back, and Sophie chuckled.

“Kayla, sweetie, you’re making it too easy. He’s already picturing you without that top. But hey, aren’t we all?”

Across the room, Greg stood beside Lila, his arms crossed as he surveyed the group. “A bunch of kids,” he muttered. “This’ll be a circus.”

Lila’s lips twitched into a faint smirk. “Better a circus than a funeral. Oh, wait …”

Meanwhile, Marcie had cornered Ethan, her eyes wide as she clutched his arm. “Do you feel it?” she whispered. “The energy? It’s … electric.”

Ethan blinked, his cheeks flushing red as he stammered, “I—I think I feel something, yeah.”

Sophie laughed. “Marcie, darling, he’s not a crystal. Poor Ethan doesn’t stand a chance.”

The cameras panned around the group, catching the occasional telling expression while microphones picked up every single word. An obvious tension simmered beneath the surface, every glance and touch seemed pregnant with possibility. The game was about to begin.


2.

The room the game makers had decided to call the Conclave Chamber shimmered in candlelight. The round table at its center was set for twelve, the flickering glow casting long shadows over the empty chairs.

The players filed in, glancing at one another with wary curiosity. Marcus, a DJ from London, explained to Maggie, a retired cop, that he was a “natural detective” with a God-given sixth sense for shady behavior. “That’s nice, dear,” Maggie said before walking around the table to take a seat next to the awkward Ethan. Left to himself, Marcus took a seat across the table from Kayla who was adjusting her top for what had to be the fifth time.

Lila’s gaze swept the room, cool and calculated, while Marcie clutched her necklace like a talisman and Greg muttered something under his breath about “showy nonsense.”

Then, Sophie appeared.

She swept into the room with deliberate grace, her crimson gown clung to her. A deep V plunged between her breasts, and a slit in the dress revealed her a length of toned and slender leg with every step she took. She moved like she owned the air around her, and the room fell silent in her wake.

Stopping half a dozen steps away from the table, Sophie let her emerald-green eyes sweep around the table, her lips curling into a slow smile. “Good evening, my darlings,” she said. “Welcome to Inheritance Island. I trust you’ve had time to size one another up?”

A few murmurs rippled through the group. Sophie’s smile deepened.

“Well,” she said, taking a slow step toward the table, “let me make it easier for you. Because not all of you will make it to the end.”

A hush fell over the room, the players shifting uncomfortably in their seats.

“In case you were wondering why you have been called here,” Sophie said. “It’s because you are all distant relations of a reclusive billionaire, Bill Oddie, who died recently. And since he had no immediate or even close family, you twelve, you happy dozen, are all in line to inherit part of his estate.

“Not that whole estate,” she continued. “Most of what he had, he left to his cat. But there was a million left over, found down the back of the sofa, if you like. And that million is yours to divide between you if–as his will specifies–you can spend a week right here on his beloved island, in his boutique hotel, and remain alive. At the end of the week, of course, Tiddles gets the hotel.

“Any questions?”

Everybody looked like they had something to say, but nobody spoke. Not even Marcie or Luke.

“The rules of our little game are very simple,” Sophie continued, her tone sharpening. “One of you—no, two of you—or maybe even three—you will be my murderers. The rest of you? Their prey. Your goal is to survive the week or eliminate the murderers before they eliminate you. Whoever is still standing at the end inherits the million.”

She circled the table slowly, her heels clicking softly against the marble. “Each night, my murderers will choose one of you to … let’s say, disappear. The production team will take care of the rest. In the morning, you’ll find out who’s gone.” She paused, letting her words hang in the air like a storm cloud.

“And each day,” she said, “you’ll have the chance to vote. If you think you’ve figured out who the murderers are, you can execute them, one at a time. But …” Her smile turned razor-sharp. “Choose wisely. The wrong vote could cost you everything.”

She stopped, placing her hands on the back of an empty chair and leaning forward. Her eyes gleamed in the candlelight. “And now, my darlings, we’ll determine who among you will have blood on their hands.”

The players stiffened as Sophie gestured to an assistant, who stepped forward holding a black velvet box. She plucked one of the folded blindfolds from the box, letting it dangle from her fingers like a piece of forbidden lingerie.

“Each of you will wear a blindfold,” she explained. “Once you’re all in darkness, I’ll select the two of you who will play the role of murderers. You’ll feel a tap on your shoulder—just a gentle touch. That will be your signal.”

The room seemed to hold its breath. Sophie smiled wider, amused by their discomfort. “Put them on,” she said.

The players exchanged uncertain glances but obeyed, tying the blindfolds over their eyes one by one. Ethan fumbled with his, and Maggie leaned over to help him, her sizeable breasts brushing his arm as she whispered, “Here, let me.”

When the last blindfold was secured, the room fell into darkness. The only sound was the faint rustle of fabric and the soft click of Sophie’s heels as she began to circle the table.

“Breathe, darlings,” she cooed. “This is the calm before the storm.”

She went around the table once without touching anyone.

Her steps slowed as she approached Isla, who sat perfectly still, her lips curved into a faint smirk. Sophie leaned down, close enough that her breath tickled Isla’s ear, and placed the lightest touch on her shoulder. Isla’s smirk deepened, though her expression remained unreadable.

As Sophie walked away, Isla, still blindfolded, reached out unerringly with her right hand and squeezed the shoulder of the man sitting next to her, Philip, the Estate Agent from Cardiff.

“Naughty, naughty, Isla,” Sophie said, in voiceover. “Don’t worry, viewers, we’ll let Welsh Phil know he’s not a murderer. Eventually. But for now, we can watch him pretending he’s not.”

Next, Sophie stopped behind Eve, whose hands were folded neatly in her lap. Eve’s chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, her sweet, innocent face giving nothing away. Sophie tapped her shoulder, lingering for a heartbeat longer, and then straightened.

“Oh, Isla,” Sophie purred, audible only to the audience now. “You’re already planning your first move, aren’t you? And Eve … let’s see if your sweetness is real, or just an act. My money’s on the latter.”

When Sophie reached the end of her circuit, she stepped back into the center of the room. “You may remove your blindfolds,” she said.

The players tugged at their blindfolds, blinking as the candlelight came back into focus. Around the table, their faces revealed a mix of confusion, wariness, and suppressed excitement. Isla and Eve both had lethal poker faces, so the cameras focused on Phil the Estate Agent as he did the worst job ever of feigning innocence.

On the voiceover, Sophie gave Isla her due. “I’m not sure,” she said, “but that might have been an act of genius. Look, at least three of the heirs are raising their eyebrows at Phil.”

Back in the Conclave Chamber, Sophie’s smile was dazzling as she clapped her hands together. “And with that, my darlings, the game begins. Feel free to explore the hotel, make friends—or enemies—and prepare for the night ahead, when one of you will die.”

She turned on her heel, the slit in her dress reveal a flash of thigh, and strode toward the exit. At the doorway, she paused, glancing back over her shoulder with a wicked smirk.

“Try not to disappoint me,” she said, as she disappeared into the shadows.

The players sat in stunned silence, and then the room exploded into noise.


3.

The group spilled out of the ballroom, the tension from Sophie’s dramatic introduction clinging to their shoulders like a fog. No one was making accusations, but everyone was looking at everybody else, especially Phil the Estate Agent. Suspicion hung heavy in the air.

The heavy double doors opened into a gleaming corridor, where black-and-gold geometric patterns stretched across the walls, interrupted only by gilded sconces throwing off warm pools of light.

Sophie’s voice slipped in above the picture, smooth and teasing. “Ah, the wanderers. Such brave little lambs. Don’t worry, my darlings—I’ll make sure you don’t miss a thing.”

The players moved in clumps, some sticking close to familiar faces while others drifted off to explore on their own. The camera followed as they entered the Lounge first—a grand room with tufted leather armchairs, a roaring fireplace, and an art deco bar stocked with crystal decanters of whiskey and gin, and bottles of everything.

Sophie chuckled softly. “The Lounge. A place for secrets whispered over scotch. And, perhaps, betrayals scrawled on cocktail napkins.”

Next came the Dining Room, where a long mahogany table stretched nearly the length of the room, flanked by high-backed chairs. Candleholders lined the center, their wicks already lit, casting flickering light onto the polished surface.

“The Dining Room,” Sophie said, her tone light but laced with mischief. “Where alliances will form over dinner… and dissolve just as quickly over dessert.”

The camera lingered briefly on a sideboard, where a silver candlestick glinted ominously. Sophie hummed. “Ah, the tools of the trade. So elegant. So deadly.”

As the group continued, Sophie narrated each room with her signature blend of intrigue and suggestion:

The Kitchen, gleaming and sterile, its countertops lined with sharp knives that caught the light.

The Ballroom, empty now but still echoing faintly with imagined music. “A stage for lies dressed up as truths,” Sophie mused.

The Conservatory, its glass walls streaked with rain as plants thrived in the filtered light. “Beautiful … but suffocating.”

The Billiard Room, where an ivory cue ball sat on the edge of the green felt, waiting.

The Library, its walls lined with leather-bound books and secrets waiting to be revealed.

The Study, smaller and darker, where shadows pooled in every corner.

And scattered throughout? The potential weapons: a rope curled innocently on a shelf, a gleaming dagger displayed in a case, and even a revolver mounted above the mantel in the Study.

“Weapons in plain sight, Sophie said, “just waiting to be picked up. Isn’t it thrilling? Who will strike first, I wonder?”

Slowly, the players began to settle into the space, their personalities starting to clash and spark like flint and steel.

In the Lounge, Kayla had again gravitated toward Luke, leaning just a little too close as she laughed at something he said. Her strawberry blonde curls bounced as she tossed her head back, her fingers lightly brushing his arm.

Sophie was amused. “Oh, Kayla. You’re practically drooling. Careful, please, darling.”

Meanwhile, in the Conservatory, Greg was glaring at Ethan, who had just knocked over a pot of ferns while backing away from Marcie’s enthusiastic discussion about “energetic portals.”

“Nice one, kid,” Greg muttered, rolling his eyes. “You want to trip over anything else today?”

Ethan flushed bright red, fumbling for an apology. But before he could stammer it out, Lila stepped in, her voice cool and sharp as a blade. “Cut him some slack, Greg,” she said, arching a brow. “Not everyone was born with a stick up their ass.”

Sophie chuckled. “Lila, my little defender of the meek. Greg won’t like that—good.”

The view shifted to the Lounge, where Isla perched on the edge of a plush armchair, laughing just a little too loudly at somebody’s jokes. She looked loose and relaxed, her top dipping low as she bent forward to point something out.

Sophie hummed softly. “Oh, Isla. Laugh all you like, darling, and by all means, flash that luscious flesh. But some say that the harder you try to become invisible, the more clearly you are seen.”

The camera shifted across the room to Eve, standing by the fireplace, nodding politely as Marcie babbled about “the residual energies” of the island while Marcus seemed more interested in Eve herself. Eve’s fingers toyed nervously with the hem of her blouse as she did best to smile at something Marcie said.

“And then there’s Eve,” Sophie purred. “So sweet. So demure. But I wonder … how long can a wolf pretend to be a sheep? Neither of you murderers knows who your partner is yet, but there you are, hiding in plain sight, playing the innocent while all the time, you’re circling and looking for easy prey. Let’s hope all that blood doesn’t stick to you.”

Later, the camera followed Marcus as he wandered away from the group. He paused in a dimly lit hallway, his brow furrowed as he scanned the space. The walls were lined with black-and-gold wallpaper, broken only by the occasional sconce. At the end of the hall stood an old-fashioned phone booth, its glossy red surface gleaming under the faint light.

Marcus hesitated, then stepped inside. A card was pinned to the inside wall, just above the rotary dial. Written in looping script were the words: Curious? Dial 1929.

He glanced around, then picked up the receiver and turned the numbers one by one. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, with a faint click and a soft hiss, the back of the booth slid open to reveal a narrow staircase descending into darkness.

Marcus stepped back, mumbling to himself, “This cannot be real.”

But curiosity won out. He ducked through the opening, the soft creak of the stairs echoing in the silence. At the bottom, the space opened into a hidden bar that looked like something out of a 1920s gangster movie. Velvet booths lined the walls, low lamps cast a seductive glow, and a polished wooden bar gleamed with rows of vintage liquor bottles.

Marcus grinned, rubbing his hands together. “Oh, hell yeah.” He grabbed a bottle of bourbon and poured himself a generous glass, settling into one of the booths with a satisfied sigh.

Sophie’s voice was low and amused. “And so, the first secret is uncovered. Curiosity rewarded. Or is it? I suppose we’ll find out soon enough.”

At one point, explorers Kayla and Luke found themselves alone in the tiny elevator as the doors slid shut, the soft hum of machinery the only sound. Kayla leaned back against the mirrored wall, her arms crossed under her chest, pushing up her already-impressive cleavage.

Luke’s eyes flicked down for half a second, his grin widening as he stepped closer, one hand braced against the wall beside her. “You’re not nervous, are you?” he asked.

Kayla’s lips curved into a playful smile. “Why? Should I be?”

Before she could say more, Luke’s free hand slid down, his fingers curling lightly over the curve of her hip and then moving to her ass. Kayla gasped, her body leaning into his touch as his lips hovered just a fraction away from hers.

Sophie broke in, dry as champagne. “Hidden cameras, darlings. They’re everywhere. But please, by all means, continue, Luke. You’re not exactly subtle but I don’t think Kayla cares.”

The elevator jolted slightly as it came to a stop, and the doors slid open revealing the rooftop terrace. Kayla quickly stepped away, adjusting her top as a faint blush spread across her cheeks. Luke followed her out, his hand brushing her ass as his grin deepened.

Sophie sighed theatrically. “Young love—or lust—isn’t it charming? Just be careful, my dears. The higher you climb, the harder you’ll fall.”

As the clocks moved steadily towards midnight, the players gradually regrouped in the Lounge, their conversations buzzing with hints of excitement, nerves, and budding alliances. The camera lingered on Isla as she sipped a glass of champagne, her expression calm and unreadable, and then on Eve, who sat quietly by the fire, her gaze flickering toward the others as if searching for something.

Sophie’s voice softened, her tone laced with anticipation. “And so, the pieces begin to move. Secrets uncovered, desires awakened … and soon, a life cut short. But that’s for later, darlings. The night is still young.”

The clock struck midnight, the screen faded to black, and the sound of the waves crashing against the cliffs echoed faintly in the darkness.


4.

The hotel was draped in silence, save for the faint crash of waves against the cliffs outside. The hallways, once bustling with whispered conversations and furtive glances, now lay dark and still as if the building itself were holding its breath. Behind locked doors, the players rested—or at least tried to. But in two rooms, hidden secrets were stirring.

Sophie’s voice floated in, soft and conspiratorial. “And now, my darlings, the real game begins. While our faithful sheep sleep soundly—well, most of them—our two wolves are about to meet for the first time. Shall we watch?”

The camera lingered on Isla’s room first. A vision of art deco luxury, it boasted a king-sized bed draped in satin sheets, a vanity with a gilded mirror, and a faintly ominous painting of a stormy sea above the headboard. Isla moved to stand before the mirror, her green eyes sharp as she assessed herself. She adjusted the strap of her black satin nightgown, its neckline plunging low enough to show off the swell of her breasts. A delicate gold chain gleamed at her collarbone, catching the dim light. Her long, dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and she took a moment to run her fingers through it, as if preparing for a battle where beauty was her weapon. Beauty or sex.

With a practiced calm, she opened her wardrobe. The secret panel gave way with a soft click, revealing the narrow, dimly lit passageway. Isla smirked, stepping inside barefoot, the hem of her gown brushing against the cold stone floor. “Narnia, here I come.”

“Isla,” Sophie purred. “So composed. So ready to take charge. You could lead an army in that nightgown, darling.”

In another room, Eve hesitated at the edge of her bed. She wore a soft, pale blue slip that clung modestly to her curves, her auburn hair braided over one shoulder. Her fingers fidgeted with the hem of her slip, tugging it down as if to cover more skin. The secret passageway behind her bookshelf yawned open, and her wide brown eyes flicked toward it, her breath shallow.

“Sweet Eve,” Sophie mused. “Like a lamb being led to slaughter. But perhaps you’ll surprise us yet.”

The two secret passageways met up at the top of a hidden spiral staircase. Below, the Study waited for them, steeped in shadow and secrecy. The leather-bound books that lined the shelves seemed to watch as Isla emerged first. She paused, her lips curving into a faint smile as she recognized the room and took in the highlights—the decanter of whiskey, the flickering desk lamp, the rich mahogany of the desk itself. She settled into an armchair, one leg crossing elegantly over the other. She traced a finger along the armrest, her green eyes glinting with amusement.

“Well,” she murmured to herself. “No Turkish delight, but this should be fun.”

The hidden door opened again, and Eve stepped inside. She froze the moment she saw Isla, her hand flying to her mouth.

“You?” she whispered.

Isla tilted her head, her smile widening. “Me,” she said simply.

Eve hovered by the door, clutching the frame as though ready to bolt. Isla’s gaze swept over her, taking in the timid posture, the flushed cheeks, the way Eve’s slip clung to her frame like a second skin.

“You’re the other one?” Eve asked, trembling.

Isla gestured to the chair across from her. “Obviously. Come on, sweetheart. Sit down. We’ve got work to do.”

Eve hesitated, her bare feet shuffling against the rug. She looked like she wanted to disappear into the wallpaper, but eventually, she crossed the room and lowered herself into the chair.

Sophie cut in, dry and delighted. “Ah, the contrast. Isla, so poised, so dangerous. And Eve—poor, nervous Eve. Still clutching her innocence like a shield. How long will that last, I wonder? Is it even real?”

Isla reached for the black box on the desk, flipping it open to reveal a small notebook and pen. Picking them up, she leaned forward, her green eyes locked on Eve. “We need a list,” she said.

“A list of what?”

“Options,” Isla replied, her tone patient but firm. “We’ve got twelve people in this game, and not all of them are worth keeping around past today. So, we need to start thinking strategically.” She slid the notebook across the desk. “Write down a name. Someone we can afford to lose.”

Eve swallowed, her hands trembling as she took the pen. She hesitated, glancing up at Isla as if seeking approval.

“Just pick someone,” Isla said, her tone sharp but not unkind.

Eve blinked, her lips parting as if to argue, but she said nothing. Instead, she picked up the pen and scribbled down the first name that came to mind, in shaky handwriting: Greg.

Isla arched a brow, a smirk tugging at her lips. “Grumpy old Greg? Good choice. He’s not exactly winning any popularity contests.”

Eve’s cheeks flushed. “He’s … loud. And mean.”

“True,” Isla said, leaning forward. “But we’ll need more than one option.”

Eve nodded, and suggest another name: “What about Marcie?”

“The psychic?” Isla said. “I thought she might be fun to keep around. But yeah, she talks too much, doesn’t she?” She scratched the line of her jaw. “But if we keep her, it should be easy to turn people against her.”

The notebook passed back and forth between them, Isla’s handwriting elegant and firm, Eve’s small and uncertain.

When they’d finished, Isla capped the pen and leaned back in her chair. The camera lingered on the list of three names, though the last entry was left deliberately obscured.

“We’ll decide soon,” Isla said, cool and commanding. “And I’ll make the final call this time, if you want me to, but you’ll need to pull your weight in future, sweetheart. This isn’t a game for the shy.”

Eve nodded, though her wide eyes betrayed her nerves.

A soft knock broke the silence. Both women froze, their eyes darting to the door.

“It’s me,” came Sophie’s unmistakable cut-glass English accent, smooth and unhurried.

Isla’s lips curled into a knowing smile as she rose to unlock the door. Sophie swept inside, her silk robe gliding behind her like a shadow. She took in the room with a glance, her green eyes sharp and amused as they flitted between Isla and Eve.

“Well,” she said, her tone light but laced with intrigue. “Have you made your decision?”

Isla gestured to the notebook, but Sophie raised a hand, stopping her.

“No,” she said, her smile widening. “Tell me. For the cameras. People like to hear it.”

The camera cut away before the names could be spoken, leaving Sophie’s soft laughter hanging in the air as the scene faded to black.


5.

Sophie’s room was once again bathed in a warm, golden light. She sat in her armchair, legs crossed, her silk robe slipping higher up her thigh as she swirled a fresh glass of wine. A wicked smile played across her lips as she leaned into the camera, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper.

“Well, my darlings, tonight has been full of surprises. Murderers plotting in the shadows, alliances beginning to form, and secrets creeping out into the light. And prepare yourselves for a bit of a shock and make sure those precious little children of yours are all in bed, because Isla and Eve weren’t the only heirs out and about tonight.”

She tilted her head, her golden-blonde hair cascading over one shoulder. “Let me show you something special,” she said, her tone dripping with delight. “It turns out that psychic Marcie isn’t just communing with the spirits tonight. No, no. She’s sharing a … different sort of connection.”

The screen cut to black for a moment before fading back into a different room.

Marcie’s room was awash in soft pink light, the floral wallpaper and delicate lace curtains giving it a sweet, innocent air. But the scene playing out was anything but.

Marcie stood in front of the full-length mirror, her cheeks flushed as she adjusted the pleated skirt of her schoolgirl outfit. The white button-up shirt strained against the swell of her breasts, the top two buttons left undone to reveal a hint of the lacy pink bra beneath. Her long blonde hair was tied into two neat pigtails, and knee-high white socks completed the look.

Behind her, Tom sat on the edge of the bed, his elbows resting on his knees as he watched her with a mix of amusement and hunger. He was still dressed as if fresh from the classroom—a crisp dress shirt rolled to the elbows, a navy tie slightly loosened at the collar, and dark slacks that clung to his broad thighs.

Sophie’s voiceover slipped in like a cat stretching in sunlight. “So here we have Geography Teacher Tom and Psychic Marcie. A husband and wife. Forty-one and thirty-two. Here to compete as a team, in secret … and, apparently, to feed each other’s kinks. Naughty, naughty, Tom.”

Marcie turned toward Tom, biting her lip as she smoothed her skirt nervously. “Is this too much?” she asked him softly.

Tom leaned back slightly, his eyes dark and intent. “No, it’s perfect,” he said, his tone firm. He patted his lap, a faint smirk curling at the corner of his mouth. “Get your ass over here.”

Marcie hesitated for just a moment before stepping toward him, her bare feet silent on the plush carpet. She stood between his knees, her hands clasped nervously in front of her. Tom reached out, his large hands sliding up the backs of her thighs, lifting the hem of her skirt just enough to reveal the matching lace panties beneath.

“I hear you’ve been a very naughty girl,” he said.

Sophie chuckled softly, as if she were scandalized. “Oh, Marcie. I guess the spirits didn’t warn you about my hidden cameras, did they, you bad girl? And you, Tom, a teacher, really? I’m not sure this can be healthy for you.”

Tom reached for the paddle on the bed beside him, its polished wood gleaming faintly in the light. He held it up, letting Marcie see it before patting his thigh again. “Turn around,” he said.

Marcie obeyed, spinning slowly and bending slightly, her hands bracing against the edge of the bed. Tom’s hand smoothed over her backside first, caressing her through the soft fabric of her panties.

“Do you think anyone suspects us?” she asked breathlessly, glancing back over her shoulder.

“Not a chance,” Tom replied, his smirk widening as he brought the paddle down with a sharp crack. Marcie gasped, her body jolting slightly before she let out a soft, shuddering moan.

Sophie’s voice was laced with arousal now, a purr rolling under her words. “And there it is. The quiet ones are always the most fun. I wonder if they think this will help them stay unnoticed. Or if it’s just a little bonus … for them.” She grinned into the camera. “And for all of us.”

Tom brought the paddle down again, harder this time, leaving a faint red mark against Marcie’s pale skin. She whimpered, her body trembling as she buried her face in her arms. The sharp sting of the paddle sent a rush of heat through her, a mixture of pain and pleasure pooling low in her belly. Tom let the paddle linger against her reddened skin for a moment, then slid it away, his fingers tracing the faint outline of the marks he’d left behind.

“Look at you,” he said. “You’re already soaked, aren’t you?”

Marcie’s breath hitched, her fingers clutching at the edge of the bed. She turned her head slightly, just enough for him to see the blush creeping down her neck. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, trembling with need.

Tom smirked, his hand sliding down to hook his fingers under the waistband of her panties. He tugged them down slowly, savoring the way her body shivered under his touch.

“The beatings will improve,” he said, “until morale improves. Or till my naughty girl comes.”

He brought the paddle down again, this time striking the bare curve of her ass. Marcie cried out, her hips jerking forward before pressing back into him, desperate for more. Her moans grew louder with each strike, the sound muffled only slightly by her arm as she bit down to stifle herself.

Sophie cut in again, soft and teasing. “Oh, Marcie. You can try to be quiet, but we hear everything. Isn’t she lovely, though? Writhing for him like that. Makes you wonder who’s really in charge here.”

Tom paused again, dragging the edge of the paddle over her burning skin. “You’ve always loved this, haven’t you?” he said. “Always been such a little slut.”

“Yes, sir,” Marcie said.

“I think that might be helpful, you know, in the game.”

Marcie turned her head slightly, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted as she tried to catch her breath. “What do you mean?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

Tom leaned closer. “I mean you could really work to earn our places here. You do want us to win, don’t you? To stay in the game?”

Marcie nodded quickly, her blonde pigtails bouncing as she braced herself for another strike.

“Then maybe you’ll need to start … persuading the others,” Tom continued. “You know, using that body of yours, that pretty mouth. Men are weak, Marcie. You know that.”

Marcie let out a soft gasp, her nails digging into the sheets beneath her. “Tom,” she breathed, half-shocked, half-aroused.

Tom grinned, the paddle coming down again with a sharp crack. Marcie moaned, her body jolting as her hips pushed back instinctively. “I’m serious,” he said, the amusement in his voice clear. “You’re a good girl, Marcie, but good girls don’t win games like this. One million pounds, Marcie, if we’re the last two left. Just think about that, sweetheart, and do what I tell you to do.”

Sophie sounded slightly breathless, her usual cold detachment cracking a little. “Goodness. Well, I wasn’t expecting that. Is our psychic about to become the island’s temptress? They’re full of surprises, aren’t they?”

The camera lingered on her silhouette for a brief moment, her lips parted slightly as she swirled her wine. When she spoke again, there was a subtle shift in her tone—softer, almost impressed. “Tom’s a man who knows how to push buttons. And Marcie? Well, it seems she doesn’t mind being pushed.”

Tom leaned down again, his lips brushing against the back of Marcie’s neck. “Come on, Marcie, it’s time. You need to let go for me.” His fingers trailed between her thighs, finding her slick and trembling. “Come on, sweetheart. You’ve earned it.”

The next strike was perfectly timed, the sting of the paddle sending her over the edge. Marcie gasped, her body arching as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her cries filled the room, unrestrained now, and Tom’s hand stayed steady against her, coaxing her through the shudders that wracked her body.

Sophie’s voice dropped to a murmur, laced with mockery and a hint of heat. “And there it is. The good little psychic, coming hard for her husband. And to think they’ve been pretending they don’t even know each other.”

Marcie collapsed onto the bed, her breath coming in shallow gasps as her body relaxed against the sheets.

Tom set the paddle aside, his hands warm and commanding as they slid up Marcie’s thighs. “You needed that, didn’t you? And now here you are, dripping all over my lap.”

Marcie whimpered, her body arching as he slipped his fingers between her thighs, teasing her pussy with feather-light strokes. “Tom, please,” she begged, trembling with need.

“Not yet,” he said firmly, withdrawing his hand. He guided her to turn around and sink to her knees before him, her lips brushing against the top of his thighs as she looked up at him, wide-eyed and eager.

“Show me how much you want to win,” he said, his hand tangling in her hair as he leaned back against the headboard.

Marcie didn’t hesitate. Her hands moved to his belt, unbuckling it with trembling fingers before pulling his slacks and boxers down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, and Marcie let out a soft moan as her hand wrapped around him. She stroked him slowly, her thumb circling the tip, smearing the bead of precum that had already gathered there.

She looked up at him with half-lidded eyes, then pressed her lips to the base of his shaft, kissing her way upward with slow, deliberate intent. Her tongue traced a wet, teasing path, circling the head before taking him into her mouth.

Tom groaned, his hand tightening in her hair as she began to move. “That’s it,” he said, his voice strained with pleasure. “Just like that, sweetheart. Take your time. Make it good.”

Marcie’s lips tightened around him, moving slowly down his length with an almost reverent focus. Her tongue pressed flat against the underside of his cock, dragging along the vein that pulsed with his every heartbeat. She drew back just as slowly, her tongue swirling over the tip before sinking down again, deeper this time.

Tom groaned, his head falling back against the headboard, one hand tangling in her pigtails as he guided her rhythm. “Fuck, Marcie,” he breathed, his hips shifting forward ever so slightly. “You’re perfect like this.”

She hummed in response, the vibrations traveling through him and making his thighs tense beneath her hands. Her fingers gripped his hips for balance, and she let her eyes flick up to meet his. The look he gave her—hungry, possessive, utterly undone—sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her.

Her pace quickened, her lips sliding effortlessly over his shaft as her tongue teased every inch of him. She pulled back to the tip, sucking gently, her cheeks hollowing before she plunged down again, this time taking him almost to the back of her throat.

“Goddamn,” Tom hissed. His free hand gripped the sheets beside him, his knuckles whitening as he fought to stay in control.

Marcie moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock and pulling another low growl from his chest. She shifted slightly, tilting her head to take him even deeper. Her throat tightened around him, and the wet, obscene sounds filled the room, making his grip on her hair tighten reflexively.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” Tom muttered, rasping with need. “You know exactly what you’re doing, don’t you? My good little girl.”

Sophie’s voice cut in, breathy with arousal. “Oh, Marcie. Look at you. So eager, so focused. It’s almost… inspiring. And Tom? He’s losing himself completely. Delicious. I wonder how they’ll feel if one of them’s murdered tonight.”

Marcie slowed her pace, teasing him now, her tongue flicking over the sensitive ridge just beneath the tip. She pulled back, letting her lips pop off with a soft, wet sound before licking a slow stripe from base to tip, her eyes never leaving his.

Tom cursed under his breath, his jaw tightening as he fought the urge to push her back down. “Don’t tease me,” he growled, his hand tugging her hair just hard enough to make her gasp. “You want me to come, don’t you?”

“Oh, yes, sir,” she whispered. “More than anything.”

“Then get back to work,” he commanded, his grip firm but guiding as he pushed her gently back down.

Marcie obeyed, her lips parting to take him deep once more. She adjusted her angle, relaxing her throat as she took him fully, her nose brushing against the dark hair at his base. Tom groaned, the sound deep and guttural, his hips jerking involuntarily as he felt her swallow around him.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hand fisting her hair as his thighs tensed beneath her. “That’s it. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Marcie bobbed her head, her movements fluid and relentless as she built him higher and higher. Her nails dug into his thighs, her moans vibrating against him as her lips slid up and down, faster now, wetter, her spit slicking his length as she worked him mercilessly.

Tom’s breathing grew ragged, his chest heaving as his control unraveled. His hips began to thrust shallowly, matching her pace, his cock twitching in her mouth as he neared the edge.

“Marcie,” he groaned, rough and desperate. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

She didn’t let up, her hands gripping his hips as she took him as deep as she could, her throat tightening around him. Tom’s whole body tensed, his head falling back against the headboard as a strangled moan tore from his lips.

He came hard, his cock pulsing as he spilled into her mouth, hot and thick. Marcie swallowed quickly, her throat working as she took everything he gave her, her tongue swirling over him as if to coax every last drop.

Tom’s chest heaved, his body trembling as aftershocks rippled through him. He looked down at her, his hand still tangled in her hair, and let out a soft, shaky laugh. “You’re … fucking amazing,” he said.

Marcie pulled back slowly, her lips shiny and swollen as she smiled up at him. She licked her lips, catching what she’d missed, before resting her cheek against his thigh, her breath warm against his skin.

The screen cut back to Sophie, who sat in her armchair with a look that was equal parts impressed and aroused. She let out a soft laugh, tilting her wineglass toward the camera.

“Well,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I have to say, I’m impressed. Marcie’s enthusiasm is … commendable. And Tom? Well, I can’t say I blame him for enjoying the ride.”

Her green eyes gleamed as she leaned forward slightly, her robe slipping open just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her cleavage. “It seems our psychic and her husband have far more to offer this game than we thought. Secrets, strategy, and … skills.”

She swirled her wine, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Let’s see how long they can keep this little arrangement under wraps. Something tells me the others won’t take kindly to finding out.”

She raised her glass in a mock toast. “Sweet dreams, my darlings. Tomorrow, the carnage games begin.”

The screen faded to black, the sound of waves crashing against the cliffs lingering as the credits rolled.


Epilogue

The hotel was silent, wrapped in darkness, but Sophie was wide awake.

She lay sprawled across her massive bed, the silk sheets tangled around her legs, her emerald nightgown slipping from her shoulders, leaving her bare beneath the warm glow of her bedside lamp.

Something had woken her—an itch, a pulse of restless energy between her thighs that refused to settle.

And she knew exactly what she needed to scratch it.

“Marcie and Tom,” Sophie murmured, a lazy smirk tugging at her lips. “Nowhere near as boring as you’re pretending to be.”

She turned her head to the tablet on her nightstand, biting her lip as temptation tugged at her. “Oh, why not?” she murmured, reaching for it. “I’ve already seen everything … might as well enjoy it properly.”

Her fingers skimmed the screen, scrolling until she found it—Marcie & Tom—Raw Footage.

One tap, and the screen flared to life, bathing Sophie’s body in the soft, pink glow of Marcie’s bedroom.

She adjusted the tablet, propping it against her bent knees. Her nightgown slid higher, baring more of her thighs. A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips.

On the screen, Marcie stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the pleats of her too-short schoolgirl skirt. The fabric barely skimmed the curve of her ass, the innocent plaid clashing deliciously with the black lace panties barely visible beneath.

Sophie exhaled slowly, her nails grazing the soft skin of her inner thigh.

“Nice ass, Marcie,” she murmured, eyes dark with appreciation. Her fingers drifted higher, teasing the heat between her legs. “Bet Tom the Teacher loved picking that outfit for you.”

Marcie turned slightly, giving Sophie a teasing flash of bare skin as she smoothed her skirt down over her hips.

Sophie pressed her palm lightly against her clit.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she whispered, rubbing slow, lazy circles. “You know exactly what you’re doing, don’t you?”

Then Tom appeared—seated on the edge of the bed, a paddle resting casually against his thigh.

Sophie’s breath caught in her throat.

“There he is. Big, bad Tom. Bet you’re dying to bend her over, aren’t you?” she said, her fingers brushing lightly over the soft folds of her pussy.

On the screen, Tom’s deep voice cut through the quiet. “Come here.”

Marcie hesitated for half a second before stepping toward him, bare feet sinking into the plush carpet.

Sophie’s fingers dipped lower.

“Go on, sweetheart,” she whispered, her voice thick with heat. “You know you want it.”

Tom didn’t waste time. He took Marcie’s wrist and pulled her across his lap, flipping up her skirt to expose the lace-covered curve of her ass.

Sophie moaned softly, spreading her legs wider, her fingers sliding through her own wetness.

Then came the first sharp crack of the paddle.

Marcie gasped, her body jerking.

Sophie inhaled sharply, her fingers pressing down hard on her clit.

“Ohhh, fuck,” she breathed, rolling her hips into her own touch.

Another strike.

Marcie whimpered, arching her back.

Another.

She moaned, the sound breathy and needy, her thighs squeezing together.

Sophie’s body shuddered.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her fingers moving faster. “Take it. Let him give you what you need.”

Marcie’s moans turned higher, sweeter, more desperate. Her hips rocked over Tom’s lap, rubbing herself against his thigh like a needy little slut.

Sophie groaned, slipping a finger inside herself.

“You love this, don’t you?” she whispered, her breath catching. “Bent over like you were made for it. I hope nobody gets rid of you too soon.”

On the screen, Tom’s hand smoothed over the pink flush blooming on Marcie’s ass, fingers dipping between her legs, feeling how fucking soaked she was.

Sophie nearly whined, her own fingers pressing deeper.

“God, I bet you’re dripping down his leg right now.”

Her free hand moved to her breast, squeezing hard as her nails scraped against her sensitive skin. Her head fell back against the headboard, her breaths coming faster as she sank deeper into the scene.

And then, the scene shifted—Marcie on her knees, her hands braced on Tom’s thighs, lips wrapping around his cock with desperate eagerness.

Sophie whimpered.

Her free hand lifted to her mouth, pressing two fingers past her lips, sucking them slowly before dragging them back down her body.

“This girl really knows how to suck cock,” she muttered, breathless.

On the screen, Tom groaned, his head tipping back, his hand tangling roughly in Marcie’s hair, guiding her movements.

Sophie arched off the bed, her fingers moving faster, matching Marcie’s pace.

“Take it deeper,” she gasped, her voice breaking into a needy whimper. “That’s it. Good girl. Fucking Choke on it.”

The sound on the screen turned filthy—wet, obscene, Tom’s groans turning into deep, breathy curses as he thrust into Marcie’s mouth.

Sophie’s hips rolled, her body aching, her orgasm coiling so tight she could barely breathe.

“Ohhh, fuck, I’m gonna—”

Tom’s groans turned into a growl, his grip tightening. “Fuck—take it—take every fucking drop—”

He came hard, his body shuddering as he spilled deep into Marcie’s throat.

And Sophie fucking broke.

Her back arched violently off the bed, her thighs clamping around her hand as her climax ripped through her, shockwaves of pleasure leaving her trembling, breathless, wrecked.

Her moan was sharp, raw, utterly unrestrained, her body shaking as her fingers kept moving, pushing herself past the limit, overstimulating, dragging it out.

She sobbed through it, her legs quivering, her skin damp with sweat.

Her free hand clawed at the sheets, her nails digging in as aftershocks wrecked her all over again.

Sophie collapsed against the mattress, completely spent, her body still twitching from the force of it.

Her breath was shaky, her pulse hammering in her ears.

The footage ended.

The screen went black.

But Sophie wasn’t done.

She reached for the remote.

She went back to the moment Marcie opened her mouth.

Back to when she fucking choked on it.

Sophie bit her lip, fingers already drifting lower again.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she whispered, sliding her hand between her thighs.

The screen flickered.

Marcie moaned.

And Sophie went for round two.
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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 another man’s 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.


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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