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Ever spotless reputation hides a filthy secret.

Some moms go to yoga. She goes to gangbangs.
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A Filthy Little Secrets Story

Manicured nails. Designer heels. Perfect smiles.

These are the women you envy. Women you trust. The women you marry.

The perfect suburban mother with the spotless kitchen.

The cutthroat CEO who commands the boardroom with a single look.

The sweet and innocent college student leading the prayer group.

And yes, they all look perfect in those family photos, but behind the designer silk blouses and glittering diamond rings, they all have one thing in common. They're starving.

And no, they don’t want love or respect. They want to be broken and used.

There is no Hallmark romance here. No safe words.

Only the thrill of the fall.

Series Themes

	Secret lives of trophy wives
	The taboo needs of too-good-for-you girls
	Exhibitionism and wild free-use
	Hotwife and cuckold dynamics
	Rough trade, rough sex, and big Black cocks
	Humiliation and degradation
	Total submission to the crowd
	The destruction of the "good wife" archetype



Party Favor Mom

By day, she's India, a pillar of society, a well-heeled respectable mom in a Jersey mansion. But tonight, she's Candy, and she's ready to party.

India is bored with her perfect life. So, she packs a bag for a weekend "detox" trip.

But she isn't heading to that exclusive spa in pristine Cape May.

Instead she stops her Range Rover in Atlantic City, where a penthouse suite bachelor party only needs one thing—a girl who "doesn't mind crowds".

India sheds her skin and becomes Candy—a wild, uninhibited party girl ready to explore her darkest desires.

Dressed in a skirt that's barely a suggestion and a bra made of cheap pink lace, she walks into the lion's den with a smile on her face.

India's a trophy wife. She's a loving mother. And tonight, she will be the best damn party favor in all of A.C.

Party Favor Mom (10,000 words) is the second story in the brand-new Filthy Little Secrets series. Witness the double life of a trophy wife and soccer mom who finds her true self down on her hands and knees for total strangers. If you crave intense group encounters and watching a respectable wife and mother embrace her inner slut, this is the party favor you've been waiting for.

Embrace a heroine who loves every filthy second of her fall from grace. Expect total and enthusiastic depravity.

Molly Pike

February 2026


Party Favor Mom

The walk-in closet smelled like cedar and Mark’s money. It was dead silent, the kind of silence you only get in Deal when the neighbors are all buried in their own mansions, hiding from the humidity. I threw a pair of Lululemon leggings into my weekend bag, just for show. They sat right on top, bright and wholesome, screaming wellness retreat.

Underneath them, I shoved the filth.

My fingers brushed the sheer pink lace of the bra I’d bought in a boutique in the Village three weeks ago—the kind of place where the salesgirls chewed gum and sized up your tits without blinking. I packed the matching skirt, the one that was basically a glorified belt with pleats. Just touching the fabric made my breath hitch. I checked the mirror. Blonde waves perfect, face demure, the picture of a Jersey housewife needing a break.

But down below, I was already wet.

I’d spent an hour in the shower scrubbing every inch of me, shaving my pussy until it was smooth, pink, and exposed. I wanted to feel everything tonight. No barriers.

I zipped the bag and headed downstairs. Mark was in the kitchen, staring at his iPad, a half-eaten bagel on the granite island. He didn’t look up. He never looked up.

"Heading out," I said, keys jingling in my hand.

"Hmm?" He tapped the screen. "Right. Cape May, right? With... uh, Jessica?"

"Yeah. Jessica. We’re doing a detox." I walked over and kissed the top of his head. He smelled like expensive coffee and indifference. "Don't wait up on Sunday."

"Have fun, babe. Don't spend too much."

I almost laughed. If he knew what I was going to be doing while he watched golf, he’d have a stroke. Or maybe a hard-on. Who knew anymore? I walked out the front door, the thrill of the lie hitting me like a shot of tequila.

The second I hit the Garden State Parkway, the mask slipped.

I rolled the windows down, letting the hot wind wreck my hair, and cranked the volume on the stereo until the bass rattled the rearview mirror. No more podcasts. Just heavy, slutty beats. I pushed the Rover past eighty, weaving through the weekend traffic. Every mile marker that flashed by was a layer of India peeling away.

My hand drifted down between my legs, rubbing over the denim of my jeans. I was leaking. I could feel the slickness soaking my panties. The vibration of the engine hummed against my clit, and I bit my lip, forcing myself to keep both hands on the wheel.

Not yet. Save it for the paying customers.

I pulled into Atlantic City just as the sun was starting to bleed into the skyline. I didn't go straight to the Borgata. I hit a motel on the outskirts first, a place with flickering neon and stains on the carpet. I booked a room for cash, locked the door, and stripped.

The transformation was religious. The sensible jeans and silk blouse hit the floor. I pulled on the pink bra, my nipples hardening instantly against the scratchy lace. Then the skirt. It sat high on my waist, barely covering the curve of my ass cheeks. I sat at the vanity, applying my makeup thick—heavy eyeliner, glossy lips, enough contour to look good under dim club lights.

I looked at myself. India was gone. This was Candy.

I shrugged on my trenchcoat, grabbed my clutch, checked for condoms and breath mints, and headed out. The Uber dropped me at the Borgata entrance, and I strutted through the lobby, heels clicking like gunfire on the marble. Heads turned. Men with wedding rings lingered a second too long, catching flashes of flesh as my unbuttoned coat flapped. I ignored them all. I was already booked.

Roxy was waiting near the high-limit slots, looking bored. She spotted me and smirked, looking me up and down.

"Nice skirt," she said, her voice like gravel. "You trying to give them a heart attack before the booze does?"

"Who is it tonight?" I asked, cutting to the chase.

"Finance boys. New York. Suite 3400. They've been drinking since noon, so they’re loose with the cash but sloppy with the hands." She handed me a key card. "The Bachelor is a guy named Jason. His Best Man is running the show. Name’s Mike. He specifically asked for someone who doesn't mind getting... crowded."

My pussy gave a violent throb. "Crowded is fine. Crowded just means more fun."

"That's my girl." Roxy winked. "Go get 'em, tiger."

I took the elevator up, watching the numbers climb. 30... 32... 34. My heart was hammering against my ribs, a chaotic rhythm of fear and pure, unadulterated lust. I wasn't just here to dance. I was here to be used. I was here to be a hole for men who thought they were rich, thought they owned the world. The sort of men my husband could buy and sell.

I found the door. I could hear the bass thumping from inside, the shouts of men acting like animals. I slipped off my coat, took a long, deep breath, smoothed down my tiny pink skirt, and knocked.

The door swung open almost instantly. A tall guy in a disheveled dress shirt stood there, holding a tumbler of scotch. He looked me over, his eyes widening as they hit my cleavage, then dragging down to my bare legs.

"Holy shit," he breathed. "You must be Candy."

I gave him my best bedroom smile, stepping into the room and letting the noise swallow me whole.

"Did someone order a good time?" I purred.

The room erupted. I was home.

The door clicked shut, sealing me in a bubble of testosterone and expensive scotch. The suite was massive, a sprawling expanse of leather furniture and floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking the neon grid of Atlantic City, but it felt small with ten guys staring at me.

"Gentlemen," I said, dropping my voice an octave. "I heard Jason is dying tonight. Or getting married. Same thing, right?"

A roar of laughter. They loved that shit.

I spotted the groom immediately. Jason was slumped on a sofa, tie loose, face flushed, holding a drink like a lifeline. He looked soft, rich, and barely conscious. Perfect prey.

I didn't wait for an invite. I hit play on my phone, linking to the room’s Bluetooth. The heavy, thumping bass of a trap beat filled the air. I rolled my hips, letting the rhythm snap my spine, and prowled toward them.

The first guy I reached—a heavy-set guy in a vest—reached out. I slapped his hand away playfully, then spun around and backed my ass right into his crotch. He groaned. I ground against him, feeling the hard ridge of his cock through his wool trousers.

"You have to pay to touch," I whispered over my shoulder.

A crisp hundred-dollar bill appeared in front of my face. I snatched it with my teeth, winking, and tucked it into the strap of my bra. The game was on.

For the next twenty minutes, I was a whirlwind of skin and friction. I moved from lap to lap, teasing, dry-humping, letting them smell the expensive perfume and the raw sex radiating off me, but never letting them get a grip. The air grew heavy, thick with lust. The jokes stopped. The breathing got heavier.

Then Mike, the Best Man, cut through the noise. He was soberer than the rest, with eyes like a shark. He caught my wrist as I spun past him. His grip was tight.

"Enough teasing, Candy," he said, his voice low enough that the others couldn't hear. He pulled a thick roll of bills from his pocket—a rubber-banded stack that looked like five grand, easy. "Jason needs a proper send-off. Not a dance. A memory. You understand?"

My stomach dropped, that delicious, sick slide of adrenaline. This was the fork in the road. I could pull away, do a few more twirls, and leave. Or I could take the money and be the slut they all wanted me to be.

I looked at the cash. I looked at Mike’s hungry, arrogant face.

"I understand," I said. "Get him in the chair."

Mike didn't hesitate. He grabbed Jason by the collar. "Get up, buddy. Main event."

They shoved Jason into a high-backed leather armchair positioned right in front of the window. The city lights blazed behind him, a million electric eyes watching. Jason blinked, dazed, a dopey grin spreading across his face as he looked up at me.

"Hi," he slurred.

"Hi, baby."

I stepped between his spread legs. The room went silent. Nine pairs of eyes locked onto me. I could feel their gaze like physical hands on my skin.

I didn't dance this time. I climbed.

I put one knee on the cushion beside his thigh, then the other, straddling him. The pink pleated skirt rode up instantly, bunching at my waist. I wasn't wearing panties anymore.

Jason’s eyes bugged out. He was staring straight at my shaved, glistening pussy, hovering inches from his face.

"Jesus Christ," someone whispered.

I grabbed Jason’s hands and placed them on my hips. "Don't just look," I said.

He fumbled with my waist, his thumbs digging into my flesh. I leaned back, arching my spine, offering my tits to the room while I ground my wet slit against Jason’s belt buckle. The friction sent a bolt of lightning straight to my brain.

"Mike," I gasped, looking at the Best Man. "Help him out."

Mike stepped forward, grinning. He reached down and unzipped Jason’s fly, yanking the boxers down. Jason’s cock sprang free—thick, red, and surprisingly hard given the booze.

I didn't hesitate. I didn't tease. I reached down, wrapped my fingers around his dick, and guided the head to my cunt.

"Happy wedding day," I whispered in his ear, and then I sank down.

It was a tight, wet slide. He filled me up completely, stretching me out in a way that made my toes curl. A collective groan went through the room as they watched me take him whole. I threw my head back, letting out a sharp cry that wasn't acting. I was so fucking wet, so ready for this.

I began to bounce.

The wet slapping sound of skin on skin echoed in the quiet suite. Smack. Smack. Smack. I rode him hard, hands braced on his shoulders, driving my hips down with punishing force. Jason groaned, his hips bucking instinctively to meet me.

"Look at that," Mike said, his voice thick. "Look at her take it."

I looked at the audience. They were standing in a semi-circle, mesmerizingly erect, hands in their pants, eyes glazed. I was putting on a show, reducing myself to a piece of fuck-meat for their entertainment, and I loved it.

"Is that all you got?" I taunted Jason, grinding in a circle on his cock. "Come on, college boy. Fuck me properly."

That woke him up. He grabbed my ass cheeks, fingers digging into the soft flesh, and started thrusting upward, hard. I met him slam for slam. My tits bounced in the pink lace bra, sweat slicking my skin.

I leaned forward, bracing my hands on the arms of the chair, presenting my ass to the room while I rode the groom.

He was wide awake now, the haze of all the alcohol burning off under the friction of my pussy gripping his cock. His eyes were locked on my tits, bouncing in that thin pink lace, and his mouth hung open like a fish.

I bore down, putting my weight into my heels on the chair cushion. I stopped the frantic bouncing and started grinding—slow, deep, deliberate circles. I felt the head of his cock rubbing against the deepest walls of me, hitting spots that Mark hadn’t touched in years. It was a thick, bruising fullness that made my vision blur.

"Does that feel good, Jason?" I hissed, leaning down so my lips brushed his ear. "Does it feel good to be inside some Jersey slut your friends have bought for you?"

He groaned, a low, animal sound vibrating through his chest and into mine. "Fuck... yes. You're so tight."

"I'm soaking wet for you," I whispered. "I'm ruining this skirt for you."

I sped up again. Slap. Slap. Slap. My ass cheeks smacked against his thighs with every descent. The sound was obscene, echoing off the glass window behind us. I looked at the guys standing around. They were mesmerized. One of them was stroking himself through his pants, eyes glazed.

That was the trigger. Being watched. Being the center of a circle of lust. It sent a surge of power straight to my clit. I wasn't India, the rich man’s trophy wife. I was a soaking wet hole being used for its intended purpose.

I grabbed Jason’s shoulders, my nails digging into his shirt. I started piston-pumping my hips, slamming down on him with reckless abandon.

"Come on," I gritted out. "Don't you dare hold back. Give me everything."

His hips started to buck uncontrollably. His hands clamped onto my waist, bruisingly hard, trying to drive me down faster. His head fell back, teeth bared.

"I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."

"Do it!" I screamed at him. "Fucking fill me up! Fill my filthy pussy with your cum! Fucking give it to me."

They love it when you talk dirty to them. I clamped down on his shaft—they love that as well—squeezing him like a vice while I kept bouncing. That pushed him over the edge.

With a strangled shout, Jason stiffened, his entire body going rigid beneath me. I felt the first jet deep inside—hot, thick, and powerful. It was a physical shock, a warm flood invading me.

Pulse.

Pulse.

Pulse.

I kept grinding through it, milking him, terrified of missing a single drop. I threw my head back, moaning for my audience as I felt their groom painting my insides.

"That's it," I panted, riding out his aftershocks. "Empty your balls, you lucky fuck."

He slumped back into the leather, chest heaving, totally spent. I sat there for a moment, letting the feeling settle—the sensation of being stuffed full, the heavy, dripping reality of another man’s load pooling inside me.

I looked up at Mike and the others. My mascara was probably smeared, my chest was heaving, and I had a relentless, throbbing ache between my legs that was nowhere near satisfied.

I smiled, a wicked, predatory thing.

"Okay," I said, the word dripping with satisfaction. "Now, come on, who's next?"

I lifted my hips slowly, savoring the wet, sloppy sound of Jason’s softening cock sliding out of me. It was a messy exit. Gravity took over instantly—I felt the warm trickle of his load escaping, sliding down my inner thighs, mapping a hot, sticky path toward my knees.

I didn't try to catch it. I let it run. That was my badge of honor. I wore it proudly.

I barely had two feet on the carpet before Mike’s hand was in my hair. He wasn't gentle. He yanked my head back, forcing me to look up at him. His eyes were dark, dilated, totally devoid of the polite veneer he’d walked in with. "You're a hungry little slut, aren't you?"

"Starving," I answered, breathless.

He spun me around and shoved me toward the massive sectional sofa. "Face down. Ass up. I don't want to see your face, I just want to see that hole."

I scrambled onto the leather cushions, my knees sinking in. I arched my back until my spine cracked, sticking my ass high in the air. The skirt was ruched up around my waist, useless and decorative. I heard the distinct ziiip of a zipper behind me, then another one in front of me.

"Hey, Candy," a voice said from above.

I looked up. It was the guy in the vest—Steve? Scott? Who gave a fuck? He was standing right there, his cock already out, bobbing in front of my face. It was thick, uncut, and twitching.

"Mouth open," Mike commanded from behind. "You don't get a break."

This was it. The sandwich. The spit-roast. The ultimate degradation. And the usual.

I opened wide, sticking my tongue out, and the guy in front didn't hesitate. He stepped forward and shoved his cock past my lips, gagging me instantly. I wrapped my lips around him, sucking hard, the taste of salt and pre-cum hitting my tongue.

At the exact same moment, Mike grabbed my hips. He didn't bother with foreplay. He lined himself up with my slick, cum-filled pussy and thrust home.

Mike was bigger than Jason.

I tried to scream, but my mouth was full of dick, so it came out as a muffled, desperate whine against the other guy’s pubic hair. Mike drove deep, his hips slapping against my ass cheeks with a violence that shook my entire body. He was using Jason’s load as lube, churning it up, adding his own friction to the mix.

Thrust. Gag. Slap. Suck.

The rhythm was chaotic. The guy in my mouth was fucking my face, forcing me to bob my head, while Mike was hammering me from behind, treating me like a piece of gym equipment.

"Look at this slut," Mike shouted to the room, his breath hot on my neck. "Look how she takes it! Bitch is built for this!"

I felt a hand land on my ass—a third guy, just watching, reaching out to squeeze my flesh while I was being railed. Then a smack. Crack! Someone slapped my ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

The pain sparked that electric wire in my brain. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, swirling my tongue, trying to make the guy in front come while I clamped down on Mike in the back.

My mind started to fracture. I wasn't Mrs. Mark from Deal anymore. I wasn't the trophy who attended charity galas and ate only organic vegan produce. I was meat. A public utility. The sheer number of eyes on me, the smell of musk and sex, the feeling of being completely overpowered—it was better than any drug.

"Switch!" someone yelled.

The guy in my mouth pulled out with a wet pop. Before I could catch my breath, another guy—younger, maybe the intern—stepped in. He was eager, shoving a hard, skinny cock into my mouth before I could even drag down a breath.

Behind me, Mike pulled out. I felt the loss of fullness for a split second before someone else took his place. No names. Just weight. Just pressure. Just another hard cock sliding into the wet mess the first two had left behind.

"Harder!" I tried to say, the word garbled around the intruder in my mouth.

They obliged. The guy behind grabbed my hair, using it like a bridle, pulling my head back so deep my throat opened up, taking the front guy to the hilt. I was drowning in them. I was being obliterated.

And God help me, I was getting close to coming for them. The friction of the rotation, the relentless stretching, the absolute lack of control—it was winding me up tight, a silent scream building somewhere in my chest that had nowhere to go.

The guy behind me—I think it was the heavy-set one again, but honestly, I couldn't tell by the feel, only by the sheer weight pressing down on my lower back—was relentless. He was battering ramming me. Every thrust bottomed out, his pubic bone crashing against my ass cheeks with a dull, wet thud that rattled my teeth.

I was floating in a haze of pure sensation. My knees were burning against the cushions, skin close to raw, but the pain was distant, just another flavor of the pleasure. The kid in my mouth—the intern—had found his rhythm. He held my head steady with both hands, thumb and forefinger digging into my cheeks, forcing my jaw wider than I thought possible. He was pumping into my face, sliding over my tongue, hitting the back of my throat until my eyes watered.

My tears began to flow, hot and salty, mingling with the sweat on my face. I closed my eyes, and for a split second, a flash of my real life intruded. I saw my pristine white kitchen island. I saw the calendar on the fridge: Dentist, 2 PM. Charity Gala, Friday night.

The contrast shattered me.

Here I was, the respectable Mrs. Mark, getting spit-roasted by strangers in a casino hotel room, my mouth full of cock, my pussy overflowing with other men’s cum, being passed around like a cheap joint.

"Look at this slut," Mike’s voice cut through the fog. He was standing somewhere to the side. "She's leaking everywhere. She loves being a fucking toilet for us."

Yes. The thought screamed through my brain. Yes, I do.

"Make her cum, Kevin," someone shouted. "Break this little cunt."

The guy behind me—Kevin, apparently—shifted his grip. He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh so hard I knew there would be bruises tomorrow black as ink. He changed the angle, driving upward, grinding his hardness against the sensitive, swollen bundle of nerves deep inside my cunt.

"You like that, slut?" he grunted.

I tried to moan, but the intern slammed his hips forward, stifling the sound into a wet gurgle. I was trapped. Pinned.

The pressure began to build in my belly—a tight, coiling spring. It felt violent. It was a desperate need to release the tension of being stretched so wide. My pussy clamped down on Kevin’s cock, milking him, trying to drag the orgasm out of the friction.

I felt a hand—a third hand—reach between my legs from behind. It wasn't Kevin’s. Someone else was crouching there, watching the show. Rough fingers found my clit, slick with the mess of Jason’s and Mike’s fluids.

That was the spark.

The finger started rubbing, fast and hard, no mercy. It was too much. The cock in my pussy, the cock in my throat, the fingers on my clit. My brain short-circuited.

My body went rigid. I tried to pull away, overwhelmed, but the intern held my head firm, fucking my throat harder, and Kevin slammed into me with renewed fury.

"Take it!" the intern hissed and my vision went white. My insides spasmed, convulsing around Kevin’s meat with crushing force. I screamed around the cock in my mouth and throat. My thighs shook uncontrollably, muscles fluttering like dying butterflies.

I was flying apart. I was barely human anymore. I was only nerves and fluids and heat.

I felt Kevin stiffen behind me, his rhythm faltering as my spasms triggered him. He groaned and buried himself to the hilt. I felt the pulse—hot, thick jets of sperm shooting deep inside me, mixing with what was already there, flooding my battered womb.

At the same time, the intern gasped. He pulled out of my throat at the last second.

"Open your eyes!" he commanded.

I forced my heavy lids open just as he erupted. Ropes of white, hot cum lashed across my face—hitting my cheek, my nose, sealing one eye shut. I stuck my tongue out instinctively, catching what I could, tasting the bleach-and-salt tang of him.

And then I collapsed.

My arms gave out, and my face hit the leather cushion. I lay there, gasping for air, drool and cum dripping from my chin, while Kevin slowly pulled out of me. The loss of him left me feeling gaping, open, and incredibly empty despite being so full.

"Jesus," someone whispered in the silence. "That was..."

I lay there for a moment, listening to the heavy breathing of the men around me, feeling the sticky warmth drying on my skin and the slow leak between my legs. I felt absolutely disgusting.

It was perfect.

A rough, scratchy hotel towel hit me square in the face.

"Clean up, Candy," Mike’s voice cut through the ringing in my ears. "You look like a glazed donut."

I peeled the towel off my face, wiping the intern’s cooling spunk from my eyelid. My mascara was definitely ruined, smeared into raccoon circles, and my lipstick was long gone, replaced by the redness of beard burn. I dragged the towel over my tongue, spitting out the taste of bleach, but didn't get a chance to catch my breath.

Hands grabbed my shoulders and hips. Strong hands. No asking.

"Flip her," Mike ordered. "I want to see her face when the rest of the boys take a turn."

They manhandled me, rolling me over on the sweat-slicked leather like a piece of luggage. I landed on my back, legs falling open instinctively. The pink pleated skirt was just a cumrag around my waist, useless and stained. I looked down at myself through half-lidded eyes. My thighs were trembling, shiny with sweat and stray drops of semen. But the real show was between my legs.

I was gaping. I could feel the cold air of the hotel suite hitting my exposed, swollen flesh. The combined loads of Jason and Kevin were oozing out of me, a thick, white slurry pooling on the dark leather cushion beneath my ass. It was a sloppy, beautiful disaster.

"Jesus," one of the guys muttered, staring at the overflow. "She's leaking everywhere."

"Not full enough," Mike barked, acting like the ringmaster of this circus. "Get in there, Dave. Don't let it go to waste."

Dave—a guy with a loosening tie and a frat-boy haircut—didn't need telling twice. He stepped between my spread ankles. He didn't bother to lift my legs; he just knelt on the floor, lining himself up with the carnage.

"You ready for another one, sweetheart?" he grinned, grabbing his cock.

"Give it to me," I breathed, staring up at the chandelier. "Make it fucking hurt."

He pushed inside. It was effortless. I was so slick, so stretched out, that he slid in with a wet sound that made my toes curl. He bottomed out instantly, his pubic bone hitting my clit. It felt different this time—smoother, messier. My cunt was lubricated by the other men's cum.

Dave started to pump, fast and shallow at first, then driving deep. Every thrust acted like a plunger, churning up the fluids inside me, forcing bubbles of white froth to ooze out around his shaft.

The squishing sounds were disgusting. It sounded like someone stirring mayonnaise between my legs. And God, I loved it. I lay there, arms thrown back, letting him use me.

"Next!" Mike shouted, checking his watch like he was timing laps.

Dave grunted, gave me three hard, final shoves that rattled my teeth, and pulled out without coming. He was just keeping the seat warm.

Before I could even think about closing my legs, another guy took his place. This one grabbed my ankles and threw them over his shoulders, folding me in half. The change in angle exposed everything. I was looking right down the barrel of my own abuse. I watched him enter me, his cock disappearing into the white-frothed lips of my pussy.

He pounded me for a minute, rough and impersonal, treating me like a stress ball. Then he swapped out.

It became a blur. A carousel of cocks. Faces I wouldn't remember ten minutes from now were hovering over me, grunting, sweating, taking what they wanted from me. I stopped trying to respond to them individually. I just lay there, head lolling on the cushion, mouth slightly open, eyes rolling back.

I felt used, abused, and incredibly, blissfully empty of all responsibility. The only thing that mattered was the rhythm they were banging out on me.

In. Out. Next.
In. Out. Next.

I lost count. Was it the sixth guy? The seventh? My pussy was numb, swollen, a hot tunnel of friction. My inner thighs were painted white, sticky with drying fluids. I was a mess of epic proportions, a Jersey housewife turned into a bachelor party cum-dumpster.

Finally, the line thinned out. Mike stepped back into view, looking down at me with a satisfied smirk. The cushion around my hips was soaked.

"Alright," Mike said, clapping his hands. "I think she's sufficiently broken in. Who wants to finish the job?"

A tall, quiet guy in the back—the one who had been watching from the corner the whole time—stepped forward. He was huge. And judging by the tent in his trousers, he had been saving up for a week.

"Me," he said, unbuckling his belt. "I'm going to ruin her."

He moved with a scary kind of patience. He didn't rush. He stripped off his shirt, revealing a wall of muscle, then unbuttoned his pants. When he finally pulled it out, the room went quiet.

It was thick. Veiny. The head looked like a plum.

"Holy shit," someone whispered.

I swallowed hard, a fresh wave of adrenaline cutting through my exhaustion. My pussy was battered, swollen, and slippery with the mixed DNA of half a dozen men, but seeing that monster made my hips twitch. The challenge of it. The sheer, biological impossibility of it.

He stepped between my legs, looming over me like a skyscraper. He didn't say a word. He just grabbed my knees and pushed them wide, wider than they had been all night, until I felt the tendons in my groin pop.

"You're going to take all of this," he stated flatly. It wasn't a question.

"Try me," I rasped, my voice wrecked.

He lined up. The head of his cock pressed against my entrance, stretching the abused, white-slicked lips. It was too big. It felt like he was trying to shove a fist inside me.

He pushed.

I gasped, my back arching off the leather. It was a burning, tearing stretch. He slid in an inch. Then two. He paused, letting me adjust, letting my walls weep more fluid to accommodate him.

"Relax," he growled.

Then he drove it home.

He sank all the way to the balls in one smooth, devastating thrust. I screamed. Not a sexy scream. The sound of a woman being impaled. He filled me so completely that I felt it in my stomach, behind my navel. It was suffocatingly full.

"Fuck," I choked out. "You're... huge."

He didn't respond. He just went to work.

His rhythm was slow, punishingly deep. He pulled almost all the way out, leaving me empty and aching for a split second, before ramming back in with the force of a pile driver.

Every impact sent a shockwave through my skeleton. I could hear the wet, sucking sounds of the other men’s cum being churned and displaced by his size. It was squelching, bubbling out around his base with every stroke, coating his balls, dripping onto the floor. I was overflowing.

"Look at that fucking mess," Mike jeered from the sidelines.

The big man grabbed my wrists, pinning them to the leather above my head. He leaned down, his face inches from mine, sweat dripping from his nose onto my cheek.

"You're nothing but a cumbucket, aren't you?" he said, his voice dark and threatening. "Just a place to dump our trash."

"Yes," I sobbed, tears leaking from my eyes again. The degradation was absolute. I lived for this shit.

His control snapped. The slow piston-fucking turned into a frantic, jackhammer assault. He pounded me, his hips blurring, his balls slapping against my bruised ass with a machine-gun rhythm.

His boast had been the truth. He was destroying me. My head banged against the cushion with every thrust. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. All I could feel was the massive wedge of meat tearing me apart from the inside.

"I'm gonna fill your slutty whore cunt," he spat, his face contorted. "I'm gonna make you piss blood for a week."

He gave one final, spine-shattering shove and held it there, burying himself as deep as humanly possible. His body went rigid, shaking violently.

He came like a fire hose.

Wave after wave of hot, thick fluid pumped into me, on top of everything else. It felt like he was pissing cum deep inside me. It went on and on, an endless torrent of filth, stretching my out my cunt until I thought I would burst.

He groaned, a long, dying sound, and collapsed on top of me, crushing the air from my lungs.

We lay there for a minute, him twitching inside me, me gasping for air like a fish on a dock. The silence in the room was heavy, thick with the smell of sex and sweat.

Finally, he pushed himself up. He looked down at the connection point. As he pulled out, it was like uncorking a bottle.

Gush.

A river of white, mixed with my own juices, poured out of me. It cascaded down my thighs, pooled on the leather, dripped onto the carpet. It was an obscene amount of fluid. I was marinating in it.

I lay there, legs splayed, totally wrecked, watching the steam rise off my own body.

"Well," Mike said, tossing a wad of cash onto my stomach. It stuck to the sweat. "I think the lady earned her keep."

**

The cash peeled off my stomach like a wet band-aid as Mike hauled me up by the arm. Gravity was cruel. As soon as I was vertical, the cocktail of fluids inside me made a break for it, rushing down my inner thighs in a warm, sticky tide. I almost slipped in my own mess.

"Careful," Mike sneered, steadying me with a grip that left bruises. "Don't wipe out yet, little whore. We're not done with you."

He signaled to the guy in the vest—the one who’d started the spit-roast earlier. "Grab her other arm. Let's get her to the master bath."

They frog-marched me through the suite, past the passed-out bodies and the scattered beer bottles. I was naked, shivering, and dripping, my feet leaving wet footprints on the plush carpet. We entered the master bathroom—a palace of marble and glass with a shower big enough for a football team.

Mike shoved me toward the glass enclosure. "Get in there, Candy. Clean yourself up."

I stumbled inside, my knees wobbling. I fumbled with the chrome handle, twisting it until steam started to rise. The water hit me like a slap. I gasped as the scalding spray hit my raw skin—my nipples were tender, my ass was stinging from the spanking, and my pussy... God, my pussy felt like it had been turned inside out.

I grabbed a bar of soap and started to scrub. I watched the water swirling around the drain turn milky white. I had to reach down, fingers shaking, and actively scoop the cum out of me. It was humiliating work, digging the evidence of their bachelor party out of my own body while they watched through the glass.

That’s when I noticed. They weren't leaving.

Mike was stripping off his pants. The vest guy was already naked, leaning against the sink, semi-hard and watching me wash.

A cold chill went through me despite the steam. They didn't want me clean so I could go home to Mark. They wanted me clean so they could start over again.

I looked at Mike as he opened the glass door, steam billowing out around him. His cock was rock hard, bobbing in the humid air.

"You didn't think you were getting off that easy, did you, Candy?" he murmured, stepping into the spray with me. "We just wanted to rinse the other guys off you. Now..."

He grabbed my hair, pulling my face up to the water.

"...Now it’s just us."

The shower became a steam room of echoes and wet flesh. Mike didn't waste time. He shoved me down to my knees on the slippery tiles. The water hammered against my back, washing away the last of the sweat, but I was about to get dirty all over again.

"Open up," Mike commanded.

I did. I took him in, the water sluicing down his chest and onto my face. He tasted clean—soap and skin—a stark contrast to the musk of the living room. But the aggression was the same. He fucked my face with a slow, deliberate rhythm, holding the back of my head to keep me steady under the spray.

"Switch," Vest Guy grunted.

Mike pulled out with a wet pop. "All yours."

I turned my head, water streaming into my eyes, and took Vest Guy. He was rougher, snapping his hips forward, gagging me deep. I worked him, swirling my tongue, my hands splayed on the wet floor for balance. The steam was making me lightheaded, or maybe it was just the lack of oxygen.

They cycled like that for ten minutes—one mouth, two cocks, endless hot water. My jaw ached. My throat was raw. Every time I thought they were getting close to the edge, they pulled back. They were edging me, and themselves.

"That's enough," Mike finally said, shutting off the water. The sudden silence was deafening, broken only by our heavy breathing and the dripping drain. "Let's move."

I reached for a towel, but Mike slapped my hand away.

"No drying. I like you wet."

He grabbed me under the arms, and Vest Guy grabbed my legs. I was hoisted into the air, a naked, dripping trophy. They carried me out of the bathroom, water trailing off my skin, back into the master bedroom.

They didn't set me down gently. They swung me once, twice, and launched me.

I hit the mattress hard. The bed was massive, covered in high-thread-count white linens that cost more than my first car. I landed on my back, bouncing, limbs sprawling. The wetness from my body instantly turned the expensive sheets translucent.

I looked up. Mike and Vest Guy were standing at the foot of the bed, toweling off their dicks, eyes locked on me. They looked like predators contemplating a meal they’d already tasted but were still hungry for.

"Get those legs up," Mike ordered, tossing his towel to the floor. "And keep them wide. We're going to see how much more you can take."

I grabbed my ankles and pulled my knees to my chest, exposing everything. I was clean, pink, and gaping open for them.

"Come and get it," I challenged, my voice a wreck.

Mike crawled up the bed, his knees sinking into the mattress, hovering over me like a storm cloud. He didn't rush. He positioned himself between my spread thighs, the head of his cock brushing against my slick, sensitive entrance.

"You like this, don't you?" he whispered, his eyes searching mine. "You like being the center of attention."

"I love it," I breathed. And God help me, I did. That was why I was there. I needed more than my tech-bro husband could ever give me.

Mike pushed inside.

It was different than the living room. The living room was a spectacle; this was intimate warfare. He filled me slowly, letting my body adjust to the invasion all over again. I gasped, arching my back, feeling the familiar stretch, the fullness that erased everything else in the world.

When he was deep, he stopped. He leaned down, bracing his weight on his elbows, framing my face.

Then he kissed me.

It wasn't a rough, degrading kiss. It was deep, wet, and surprisingly passionate. His tongue swept into my mouth, tasting of the scotch he’d been drinking earlier. I didn't pull away. I opened to him, wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him down harder. I met his tongue with mine, fighting for dominance, moaning into his mouth as our hips began to move.

I locked my legs around his waist, ankles crossed tight. I wasn't just a hole anymore. I was an active participant.

We found a rhythm instantly. I lifted my hips to meet his thrusts, grinding against him, matching his power. Our wet bodies collided, skin sticking and sliding. The friction was incredible—clean, hot, and intense.

"Yeah, that's it," he groaned against my lips. “You’re such a filthy slut.”

I clamped down. My inner muscles rippled around his shaft, milking him with every stroke. I dug my nails into his back, raking down his spine. I could feel the tension coiling in my belly again, faster this time. The intimacy of the kiss, the eye contact, the sheer weight of him on top of me—it was everything.

"Holy fuck," I gasped, breaking the kiss to throw my head back into the pillows. "Jesus Christ, I'm close."

He buried his face in my neck, biting down lightly. "Come on, you fucking whore, come on my big cock."

He hammered into me, hitting that sweet spot deep inside, over and over.

I screamed, my legs tightening around him like a vice, my body convulsing in waves of pure, white-hot pleasure. I felt my walls spasming, gripping him, trying to drain him dry.

Mike grunted, riding out my climax, but he didn't finish. He pulled out abruptly, leaving me gasping and twitching on the wet sheets.

"Switch," he panted.

Before I could even catch my breath, the weight shifted. Mike rolled off, and Vest Guy—silent, eager—slid into his place.

He didn't wait. I was still throbbing, my pussy clamping on empty air, when he drove into me.

The sensation of a fresh, hard cock entering me while I was mid-orgasm was blinding. It prolonged the peak, dragging the climax out into a long, agonizingly good stutter. I cried out, grabbing the sheets, as Vest Guy picked up exactly where Mike left off, pounding into my helpless over-sensitized flesh.

Mike had been intense, almost romantic in a twisted way, but this guy... Vest Guy, he was a different animal entirely. He had a mean streak. And my body responded to his cruelty instantly.

His hands were large and rough, squeezing my breasts hard enough to bruise. He kneaded them like dough, twisting my nipples until a sharp cry of pain-pleasure tore from my throat.

"So soft," he grunted, staring down at my chest as he hammered into me. "Fake or real?"

"Real," I gasped, my hips bucking to meet his brutal rhythm.

"Nice," he sneered. Then he slapped my left tit. Hard.

The sting was immediate, radiating across my chest, but it sent a jolt of electricity straight to my clit. I moaned, loud and shameless. He grinned, seeing the reaction, and did it again. Smack. My skin flushed pink, matching the ruined lace bra I’d worn hours ago.

He fucked me with a punishing cadence, his hips slamming into me. He wanted to leave a mark. He wanted to own me, damage me. He pinned my wrists above my head with one hand, using the other to continue his assault on my breasts, pinching, pulling, slapping.

I was unraveling. The pain was focusing me, narrowing my world down to the sting on my chest and the battering ram between my legs. I was sobbing from the sheer sensory overload.

"Please," I begged, thrashing beneath him. "Please, harder. Hurt me."

"You like that, bitch?" He drove deep, hitting my cervix.

"Yes! Fuck!"

My next orgasm hit me like a whip crack—sharp, violent, and fast. I screamed, my back arching off the mattress, my nipples throbbing in time with my clit, my body shaking so hard the headboard rattled against the wall.

He growled, feeling my pussy tighten, but he didn't finish either. He pulled out, leaving me gasping, my chest heaving and red with handprints.

"Not yet," he said, breathless.

He rolled onto his back, dragging me with him. "Get on top. Do some work."

I scrambled up, hair wild, sweat dripping from my nose. I straddled his hips. His cock was standing straight up, shiny with my fluids, angry and red.

"Ride it," Mike commanded from the side of the bed, watching like a director. "All the way down."

I positioned myself over Vest Guy. I grabbed his cock, the heat of it searing my palm, and guided the tip between my pussy lips and sank down.

Gravity helped, but the sheer size of him made it a challenge. I swallowed him inch by inch, stretching wider, feeling him fill every nook and cranny. When my ass finally hit his pelvis, I paused, feeling full to bursting.

Then I started to move.

I ground my hips, rolling, bouncing. I leaned back, putting my hands on his knees, offering my abused, reddened tits to the room. Vest Guy reached up immediately, grabbing them again, thumbs pressing into the bruises he’d just made.

The bed dipped behind me. I didn't need to look to know it was Mike. "Lean forward," he said.

I obeyed instantly. I hinged at the hips, keeping Vest Guy buried deep inside my pussy while I braced my hands on his chest. My ass stuck out, presented like a buffet offering to the man behind me.

I heard the snap-hiss of a bottle cap, then the cold squirt of lube hitting my asshole. It sent a shiver down my spine.

"Relax," Mike murmured, his finger circling my rim, slick and teasing. "I’m going to open you up."

"Do it," I panted, grinding down on Vest Guy to keep the pleasure spikes hitting my brain. "Take it. It’s yours."

Mike’s finger pushed inside. Then two. He stretched me, working the lube in deep, preparing the way. It felt invasive and perfect. My ass was tight, virgin territory compared to my pussy tonight, and the sensation of being invaded there while being stuffed full in front was maddening.

"You're tight," Mike groaned. "But you're going to take me."

He removed his fingers. I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my sphincter. It was wide. Demanding.

"Push back," he commanded.

I took a deep breath, gritted my teeth, and pushed my ass backward onto him.

The first inch was a burning ring of fire. I whined, my fingers digging into Vest Guy’s pecs, my nails leaving crescents in his skin. Vest Guy reached up and grabbed my hair, pulling my head back so I was staring at the ceiling, throat exposed.

"Take him," Vest Guy hissed. "Take both of us."

Mike shoved.

I howled, a muffled sound as Vest Guy’s hand covered my mouth. My body felt like it was splitting in two. The fullness was unimaginable. Mike drove deeper, fighting the resistance of my tight muscle, until he was hilt-deep.

I was skewered. Impaled. Tag teamed.

My pussy was full. My ass was full. There was no space left inside me for anything but cock. The pressure against the thin wall separating them was intense—I could feel them rubbing against each other inside me.

"Oh my God," I choked out as Vest Guy removed his hand. "I'm so fucking full."

"Start moving," Mike growled in my ear, grabbing my hips to anchor me.

It was awkward at first, a clumsy dance of friction and stretch. I bobbed up and down, taking Vest Guy’s thrusts in my front while sliding along Mike’s shaft in the back. But then we found the rhythm.

They started working in tandem. Vest Guy bucked his hips up while Mike slammed forward. I was the wishbone being pulled apart. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure blurring into a single, white-hot beam of light. Every thrust hit my G-spot from the front and stimulated me from behind.

I was drooling. My eyes rolled back in my head. I was nothing but meat, cunt and ass, a double-penetrated toy for two strangers in a hotel room.

"Look at her," Mike panted, slapping my ass where his balls were slapping against it. "Look at this greedy slut taking two cocks at once."

"Please," I moaned, lost in the haze. "Don't stop. Never stop."

I could feel the pressure building again. The double stimulation was too much. I was going to break. I was going to shatter right here on this bed, filled to the brim, sandwiched between two men who didn't give a damn about my name, only about how tight I could grip them.

The pressure was building, a physical wall of sensation, but my mind suddenly snapped away from the hotel room. It drifted, floating over the Garden State Parkway, back to Deal.

I saw Mark, probably asleep in our king-sized bed, wearing his breathable cotton pajamas, dreaming of interest rates.

I saw the kids’ playroom, silent and tidy, filled with toys I’d carefully selected to be educational and safe.

I saw the neighbors—Linda next door with her judgmental eyes who thought my skirt length at the block party was "a bit much," and the women at the tennis club who sipped Pinot Grigio and complained about their sex lives being "too routine."

If they could see me now.

If they could see Mrs. Mark, the woman who brought gluten-free brownies to the bake sale, currently impaled on two massive cocks, her ass stretched to the breaking point, drool leaking from her mouth, tits bruised and bouncing.

They would vomit. They would scream. They would call the police, or a priest, or an exorcist.

The thought made me laugh—a wet, breathless, hysterical sound that bubbled up from my chest.

I didn't give a single shit.

In fact, the idea of their horror made my pussy clamp down harder on Vest Guy’s shaft. It made my asshole ripple around Mike.

This was the truth. This was the real me. The carpools, the dinner parties, the polite smiles at the country club—that was the big lie. That was the costume I put on to survive the world. This? This wet, degraded slut with two big cocks in her? This was India.

"Harder," I hissed, the word tearing out of my throat. "Fuck the wife out of me. Fucking break me, please."

I ground down on Vest Guy, seeking the deepest part of the thrust, while pushing back against Mike with everything I had. I wanted to erase the country club, the galas, the designer frocks. I wanted to be obliterated by them.

“Jesus Christ, " Mike grunted, slapping my ass again. "You're such a fucking slut and you belong to us. Say it, you dirty cunt.”

"I belong here," I sobbed, tears streaming down my face again, mixing with the sweat. "I belong to you."

Vest Guy twisted my nipple and laughed. “You’re worthless, aren’t you? A fucking worthless cunt.”

"Yes," I screamed. "Yes!"

It was the most honest thing I had ever said, and that simple confession shattered whatever barrier was left in my brain. Admitting it—that I was just a slut, that I lived for this degradation—unlocked something primal.

My body went into overdrive.

I bounced on Vest Guy’s cock with a frantic, desperate energy, my thighs burning, my core locking tight. Behind me, Mike matched my desperation. He abandoned all finesse, hammering into my ass with brutal, piston-like strokes that shook my entire frame.

Thud-smack. Thud-smack.

The friction was a forest fire. I could feel the heat radiating from my crotch, a burning, stinging, overwhelming pleasure that eclipsed everything. The wall between my pussy and my ass felt like it was paper-thin, vibrating with the dual assault.

"I'm gonna cum!" Vest Guy roared beneath me, his hands bruising my hips as he thrust upward.

"Me too," Mike groaned, his voice ragged. "Take it, Candy. Take every fucking drop."

I shrieked wordlessly, throwing my head back, my mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. Destroy me!

The orgasm hit me like a grand piano dropped from a skyscraper. It started deep in my belly, a convulsing spasm that snatched the breath from my lungs. My entire body seized. My pussy clamped down on Vest Guy like a bear trap, rippling and squeezing. My asshole contracted violently around Mike, milking him.

I shook. I literally vibrated on the bed, eyes rolling back so far I saw stars. It was cataclysmic. It was a white-out. I felt like I was dissolving into the fluids and the sweat and the musk.

That grip pushed them both over the edge.

Vest Guy erupted first. I felt his cock throb, swelling inside me, and then the hot, high-pressure jets of his load hitting deep inside my cunt. It felt scalding hot.

Pulse. Pulse. Pulse.

A split second later, Mike detonated in my ass.

It was a different sensation—heavier, deeper. I felt him flood my rectum, a thick, warm inundation that made me feel impossibly full. I was being filled in both hole, simultaneously, pumped full of cum by two men who were using me as their personal dumping ground.

"Oh god... oh god..." I gibbered, drooling, my body twitching with every pulse of sperm they shot inside me.

The feeling of double-insemination was transcendent. I was drowning in it. I was heavy with it. I could feel their fluids swirling inside me, claiming me, making me theirs. For the next fifteen minutes, at least.

They kept thrusting through their orgasms, grinding out the last drops, wringing themselves dry. I took everything, every single drop, sobbing with the sheer, overwhelming intensity of being absolutely filled.

Finally, they collapsed. Vest Guy groaned and fell back onto the pillows. Mike slumped forward, resting on my back, his heavy breathing blowing hot air onto my skin.

We stayed like that for a long time—a tangle of limbs and fluids. I was sandwiched between them, stuffed full, leaking, trembling, and utterly, perfectly ruined.


Epilogue

The ride back to the motel was a blur of neon lights and illicit thrills. I sat in the back of a Toyota Camry, wrapped in my trench coat. Underneath the cheap heavy fabric, I was stark naked.

Every bump in the road was a reminder. My nipples, raw and sensitive from Vest Guy’s rough hands, brushed against the silk lining. My ass, stretched and tender from Mike, throbbed against the car seat. And between my legs, I was a fucking swamp. I sat gingerly, hoping to God I wasn't leaking through the coat onto the upholstery, but the risk just made my heart beat faster.

The driver, a guy named Ahmed, asked if I had a good night.

"Lucrative," I said, staring out the window at the Atlantic City skyline. "Very lucrative."

I got to my room—Room 112, with the flickering light outside—and double-locked the door. I didn't turn on the main light, just the bedside lamp. It cast a yellow, sickly glow over the cheap floral bedspread.

I shrugged off the coat and let it drop to the floor.

I stood there for a second, looking at myself in the scarred dresser mirror. I was a wreck. Hair matted, makeup smeared, red handprints fading on my breasts and ass, dried cum flaking on my thighs, fresh cum oozing down my shins. I looked like a crime scene.

I loved it.

I grabbed the wad of cash from the coat pockets and dumped it onto the bed. It was a messy pile of hundreds and fifties, smelling like stale smoke and men’s cologne.

I sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, and started to count.

One thousand... for the dance.

Two thousand... for the show.

Three thousand... for the spit-roast.

Four thousand... five...

By the time I finished, the pile totaled nearly twelve grand. Twelve thousand dollars for being a hole. Twelve thousand dollars for letting the bachelor party use every bit of me—my mouth, my tits, my pussy, and my ass—until I couldn't think straight.

I ran my hands over the bills, the texture rough against my skin. Then, my hand drifted lower.

I shouldn't have been horny. I should have been comatose. But the sight of the money, the smell of the sex still clinging to me, the throbbing ache in my battered holes—it triggered something. I wasn't done.

I lay back on the bed, pushing the cash aside, and slid my hand between my legs.

It was slippery. I didn't need spit. I was still coated in the Closer’s load, mixed with Mike’s and Vest Guy’s. My fingers slid right in.

I hissed at the sting. My pussy was swollen, the lips puffy and tender. But when I found my clit, it was electric. I started to rub, slow and circling, using the pain as fuel.

I closed my eyes and replayed the tape. The slap of skin. The gagging. The feeling of being double-penetrated. The look on Mark’s face if he ever found out.

"Slut," I whispered to the empty room. "You rich, dirty slut."

I fingered myself aggressively, slapping my palm against my wetness, chasing the high one last time. It didn't take long. My body was on a hair-trigger. I arched my back, toes curling into the cheap comforter, and came with a silent, shuddering intensity that left me gasping.

I lay there for a minute, hand still between my legs, surrounded by scattered money.

Then, finally, I wiped my hand on the bedspread, pulled the covers up over my naked, sticky body, and fell into a deep sleep.

**

The morning sun hitting the motel curtains was an assault. I woke up stiff, every muscle in my body complaining. My inner thighs felt like I’d run a marathon, and my ass... well, let’s just say sitting down in the Range Rover was going to be a delicate operation.

I took a long shower, scrubbing until my skin was pink, washing away the last traces of the Bachelor, the Best Man, and the Closer. I put on my "Sunday drive" outfit—oversized sunglasses, yoga pants, and a loose cashmere sweater that hid the bruises on my arms and chest.

I packed the cash into two plain brown envelopes I kept in the glove box.

The drive north was quiet. No slutty bass music this time. Just NPR and the hum of the tires.

I made my first stop in a rundown neighborhood just outside Atlantic City. The homeless shelter was a grey, depressing building with a line out the door. I pulled up to the curb, rolled down the window, and flagged down a volunteer. I handed him the first envelope—six grand, easy.

"For the kitchen," I said behind my dark glasses. Before he could ask for a name or offer a receipt, I drove off.

The second stop was a women's refuge a few towns over. This one was trickier. I walked into the lobby, the smell of bleach and despair hitting me. I dropped the second envelope—another six thousand dollars—into the donation slot near the front desk.

I walked out feeling just a little lighter.

I pulled into the driveway in Deal just after noon. The sprinklers were hissing over the emerald-green lawn. The house looked like a fortress of normalcy.

I killed the engine and took a deep breath. Showtime.

I opened the front door and was immediately ambushed.

"Mommy!"

My six-year-old, Leo, slammed into my legs. The impact sent a jolt of pain through my bruised hips, but I didn't flinch. I smiled, swooping him up—ignoring the scream of protest from my lower back—and kissed his cheek.

"Hi, baby! I missed you!"

"Did you have a good detox?" Mark asked, walking into the foyer with a newspaper in hand. He looked relaxed, happy. He actually put the paper down and gave me a peck on the lips.

"It was intense," I said, leaning into him, smelling his clean, boring cologne. "Lots of... stretching. Very physical. But I feel brand new."

"You look great," he said, eyeing my flushed skin. " glowing, actually."

"Must be the sea air," I lied smoothly.

I set Leo down and watched him run back to his cartoons. I stood there in my beautiful foyer, surrounded by my beautiful family, my body secretly wrecked, my pussy swollen and sore, my mind replaying the feeling of being tag-teamed by strangers.

I smiled at my husband. I was the perfect wife. And the perfect slut. And I couldn't wait to do it all again.
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Discover Becoming a Slut at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

A filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted.

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. The first lesson they learn is to surrender everything.

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, these women are never afraid to go all in, because every success comes with a gasp-inducing commission and sometimes, the only way to the top is on your knees.

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

Welcome aboard the superyacht Cyrene, where the champagne flows, the tips are fat, and every free-use stewardess understands the rules—serve without limits, submit without question, and surrender completely.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

Welcome to Great Nihongo Necroplex—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of hotwife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ... Slutwife adventures for the holidays

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

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.

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes are free to explore their deepest, most forbidden taboos.

What happens in the Village has always stayed in the Village. That’s about to change ...

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

She was America’s sweetheart. Now, she’s nothing at all.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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