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Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of wife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ...

Together, this young couple have turned the holidays into a playground for their fantasies, making each celebration a chance for Hannah to surrender to the thrill of being stripped, shared, and utterly used.

On Halloween, Hannah is the naughty nun on her knees. At Thanksgiving, she’s the one getting stuffed. And come Christmas, she’s the gift everyone gets to unwrap.

With Paul always encouraging Hannah to let loose, this devil-may-care blonde quickly discovers the joy of becoming his slutwife—living to please and be pleased, no matter who’s watching, or joining in.

Perfect for fans of erotic exploration, daring couples, and edge-of-your-seat seduction, these stories are packed with explicit, X-rated scenes, intense emotions, and themes that’ll leave you breathless. Hannah and Paul don’t hold back—and neither should you. The holidays have never been this hot.

Molly Pike

November 2024


Stuffed

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.


1.

I stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the straps of my “pilgrim” costume, which was really just an excuse to wear the tightest corset and shortest skirt I could find. Paul watched from across the room, already in character as the stoic, commanding “elder,” his eyes dark with mischief.

I caught his gaze in the mirror, and something shifted in the air. Paul wasn’t looking at me as his wife. No, tonight I was his Pilgrim Wife—demure, submissive, and at his mercy. He took a step forward, closing the space between us, his fingers trailing along the edge of my corset with a slow, almost possessive touch.

“A good pilgrim wife knows her place, doesn’t she?” he asked.

I smirked, feigning innocence as I looked up at him. “And what if this pilgrim wife needs a little … reminding?”

That was all it took. Paul’s eyes narrowed, and before I knew it, his hands were on my shoulders, pressing me down to my knees. The roughness of the carpet dug into my skin, but I barely noticed, too caught up in the thrill of his touch, the weight of his hand at the back of my head as he looked down at me with that smoldering, commanding gaze.

“Open,” he ordered, and I felt myself submit, my lips parting obediently as his hand guided me toward his cock.

I held his gaze as I parted my lips, that thrill of submission zipping straight through me. His fingers tangled in my hair, guiding my head forward in that deliberate, unhurried way that made it clear who was in charge here. I could already feel the heat radiating off him, the thickness pressing against my lips, insistent and demanding.

“Good wife,” he murmured, his voice like velvet and smoke, sending a ripple of warmth down my spine. I let my tongue slide over the tip, slow and teasing, tasting him. He was already hard, the faint saltiness of his skin grounding me in the moment as I took him deeper, inch by inch, until my mouth was full.

He exhaled a sharp breath, fingers tightening in my hair as I started to move, slow and deliberate. My hands found his thighs, gripping them as I set a rhythm, each glide of my mouth pulling a quiet, guttural sound from his throat. I loved the control I had in that moment, even on my knees, the way I could feel his restraint unraveling with every swirl of my tongue, every hollowed pull of my cheeks as I took him deeper.

I glanced up at him, our eyes meeting, and the look on his face was feral, barely leashed. His lips parted, his breath coming in shallow bursts as I worked him, slowly at first, savoring every inch of him, letting him feel every subtle movement, every press of my tongue. I loved watching him come undone, the way his jaw clenched, the way his fingers tightened in my hair, urging me to go harder, faster, pushing me to take him to the edge.

“Just like that, Hannah,” he groaned. His hand pressed against the back of my head, guiding me, demanding more. I let him, let myself be fully under his control, letting him use my mouth with that steady, relentless pace that left me breathless and aching. The feeling of him, thick and heavy against my tongue, the taste of him filling my senses—it was intoxicating, leaving me dizzy with desire.

I could feel his hips starting to tense, that telltale shift as his breathing grew more ragged, more uneven. He was close, so close, and I pushed myself to take him even deeper, inch by inch, until my nose was buried in his pubic hair, his thick shaft stretching my throat.

I relaxed my throat, letting him hit the back of my mouth, my saliva mixing with his pre-cum, lubricating his every thrust into me, letting him fill my mouth completely, the heat of him building as he edged closer to release. I wanted it—I wanted all of it, wanted to push him over that edge and feel him lose himself.

He began to fuck my mouth with abandon. I gagged slightly, my eyes watering, but I relished the feeling, pushing back against his thrusts, encouraging him to use my mouth as he pleased. I was a good pilgrim bride.

"Hannah, oh fuck," Paul groaned, his voice cracking as his hips jerked violently, his control finally shattering like fragile glass. His cock pulsed in my mouth, the first wave of cum hitting my tongue like a hot, sticky tidal wave. I swallowed, my throat constricting around his shaft as I savored every drop, letting him dump all his cum into me.

And Jesus Fuck, he had a lot to dump—a never-ending deluge of pilgrim cum. I gagged, my mouth overflowing with the sticky, salty liquid, but I refused to let go. I was determined to take every drop, to milk his balls dry.

Paul's hand tightened in my hair, holding me in place as he rode out the waves of his release. My pussy clenched with each swallow, my own juices flowing as I imagined the sight of his thick, white fluid filling me. His body shuddered and convulsed, his breathing ragged and labored, but I just kept sucking, my mouth a vacuum of pleasure, drawing out every drop.

I felt his cock throbbing in my mouth, the veins bulging like thick, blue ropes as he pumped cum into me. It was like he was trying to fill me to the brim, to drown me with his seed, and I was more than happy to take it all. Or try to, at least.

Cum spilled from the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin, coating my lips. He held me there, his hand tight in my hair, his body shuddering as he rode out the waves of his orgasm. His cock pulsed in my mouth, each spurt of cum lessening in intensity, but still more than I could handle. I choked slightly, tears streaming down my face, but I didn't pull away. I wanted it all.

When he finally let go, I pulled back, gasping for breath. Cum dripped from my mouth, a messy trail down my chin and onto my chest. I wiped at it with the back of my hand, licking my lips to catch the last drops. He looked down at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction and something more—a promise of what was to come.

"You're a filthy mess, Hannah," he said. "And I fucking love it."

I smirked up at him, my body already aching for more. "Something tells me this is gonna be one hell of a party."


2.

The excitement from our little scene at home still buzzed between us as we started the drive, the party was only twenty-five miles away but that felt like a whole other world. Snow had blanketed everything, and the roads were slick with ice, the trees heavy with the weight of fresh powder. I leaned back in my seat, grinning, still a little breathless, my skin tingling from where his hands had roamed.

“You know everyone’s gonna stare at you in that outfit,” he said, giving me that playful, possessive look that I loved. His hand slipped over my thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles just above the hem of my short skirt. The whole thing was barely covering anything, and that was exactly the point.

“Is that so?” I replied, letting my legs part just enough to tease him, knowing he could see I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I loved pushing his buttons, loved how a single look from me could make him crazy. “Think I might be the main attraction?”

“Oh, you’ll be the only attraction,” he muttered, his hand slipping higher, the rough pad of his thumb grazing my inner thigh, setting my skin on fire. His fingers dipped between my legs, pressing against me, just enough to make me gasp.

I couldn’t help myself. My fingers slid down to join Paul’s, and I started touching myself.

“You’re gonna get us in trouble,” he warned. I just smiled, a wicked little smile, knowing exactly what I was doing.

I started slow, my fingers circling my clit with a light, teasing touch. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure coursing through me, and I let out a soft moan, my head falling back against the seat. I could see him struggling to keep his eyes on the road, his jaw tight, his focus divided. But I knew I had his attention, knew that he was watching me from the corner of his eye, stealing glances whenever he could.

I dipped a finger inside myself. I was so wet, so ready, and I knew it was driving him crazy. I added another finger, pumping them in and out, my thumb finding my clit and rubbing tight circles. My breath came in short gasps, each one punctuated by a moan that filled the car.

"Hannah," he growled. "You're gonna make me crash the fucking car."

I just smiled, my eyes meeting his in a challenge. His hand on my thigh gripped tighter, his fingers digging into my flesh. I could see the battle raging within him, the need to watch me, to touch me, warring with the need to keep us safe. I reveled in it, in the power I held over him, in the knowledge that I could bring him to his knees with just a touch, a look, a moan.

I increased the pace, my fingers working furiously, my body tensing as I chased my release. I was close, so close, and I knew he could see it, could see the flush on my cheeks, the way my body arched, the way my breath hitched.

"Fuck, Hannah," he groaned. "Christ, you're killing me."

I came with a cry, my body convulsing, my pussy clenching around my fingers. Waves of pleasure washed over me, leaving me breathless and shaking. I rode out the orgasm, my eyes locked on his, a silent dare, a silent promise.

As I slowly withdrew my fingers, glistening with my release, I brought them to my lips, sucking them clean, one by one. His eyes followed the movement, dark with desire, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

And that was when he lost control of the fucking car.

The tires hit a patch of ice, and suddenly we were skidding, spinning as the world outside blurred into streaks of white and gray. My stomach lurched, the sound of screeching rubber filling my ears as the car swerved off the road, the brakes screeching against the slick pavement. Time seemed to slow, each second stretching as we veered off into a snowbank with a bone-jarring thud.

The impact slammed me forward, the seatbelt cutting into my chest as I gasped, feeling the breath knocked out of me. For a moment, there was nothing but silence, the world outside eerily still, the soft patter of snow falling around us like nothing had happened.

“Paul?” I managed, my voice a hoarse whisper, panic clawing its way up my throat. I turned to him, heart hammering as I saw the pain etched across his face, his legs twisted at an odd angle.

“I … I think they’re broken,” he croaked, every word a struggle. He was pale, his breathing shallow, and a shiver of fear ran through me as I reached for him, fingers trembling. I tried my phone, but there was no signal, just an empty screen mocking me with its uselessness.

The cold was seeping in, the car already feeling like a freezer as snow drifted up around the tires. We were alone, stranded in the middle of nowhere, with no way to call for help. I felt the panic rising, pressing down on my chest like a weight, my mind racing as I tried to figure out what to do.

And then, out of the swirling white, a figure appeared.

He moved slowly, deliberate, his form silhouetted against the snow, the lines of his face rugged, worn by years and weather. He didn’t look surprised to see us, didn’t react to the sight of our ridiculous costumes. He just looked at us with a steady, assessing gaze, as if he’d seen it all before. For a moment, I just stared, half in disbelief, half in relief, not quite sure if he was real.

“Looks like you two need a hand,” he said. His voice was low and gravelly. Each word cut through the cold like a lifeline.


3.

The snow swirled around us as the man worked, his hands rough but sure as he eased Paul out of the car, careful despite the weight of him. I helped as best as I could, my fingers numb from the cold, every breath coming out in short puffs. The old man didn’t say much, just a few grunts and the occasional instruction, as though he’d done this a thousand times before.

It was a struggle to drag Paul across the snow to the cabin, but the man barely seemed fazed, his shoulders strong and solid under the weight. He had that wiry, ageless strength, the kind that came from years of hard work and living close to the land. Once we got inside, the warmth hit me like a wave. The cabin was sparse—just the essentials, really—but it was cozy, the fire crackling in the wood stove filling the room with a steady, comforting heat.

Without a word, he laid Paul out on the small bed against the wall, his movements efficient and practiced. The man brought out an old first aid kit, his hands moving with a steady, unhurried confidence as he inspected Paul’s legs. I watched, torn between worry for my husband and fascination with our rescuer. His hands were rough, calloused from years of work, each motion deliberate, with no wasted effort. He wrapped Paul’s legs with what he had, creating splints with whatever wood scraps were lying around, his face unreadable, barely glancing at me or Paul’s pilgrim costume.

I felt a little ridiculous in my own outfit, this skimpy parody of colonial modesty, my short skirt and lace-up bodice seeming almost obscene in the quiet dignity of the cabin. I hugged myself, trying to shake off the chill—and maybe a little of my unease. There was something about the man’s silence that made the space feel heavier, the warmth of the fire battling with an odd tension that I couldn’t quite place.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice barely audible above the crackle of the fire. He didn’t respond, just gave a nod, his gaze flicking over me briefly before he went back to his task. I caught a glimpse of his face in the firelight—deep-set eyes, a hard, lined mouth, the hint of silver in his hair, like winter streaking through a dark forest. There was an undeniable strength to him, a solidity I couldn’t ignore. It commanded attention, and I felt my heart pick up, that same thrill of unease twisting inside me.

Once Paul was settled, groggy but as comfortable as he could be with those hastily-splinted legs, he caught my hand, pulling me close. His voice was low, just for me, his words catching me off guard.

“You should thank him,” he murmured, eyes flicking toward the old man who was tending to the fire now, seemingly oblivious to us. There was a strange glint in Paul’s eyes, something dark and daring that sent a shiver down my spine.

“Paul, what …?” I whispered back, understanding him at once but barely able to believe what he was suggesting. He just tightened his grip. “He saved us, Hannah. And … we can’t leave, not until the storm lets up, not until I get real help.” His gaze was intense, burning, a mix of pain and that possessive gleam I’d seen so many times before. “So, show him, Hannah. Show him how grateful we are.”

I felt the heat flood my cheeks—embarrassment and something else, something more twisted, more tempting. I wanted to balk, wanted to tell him he was crazy. But the way he looked at me, the way his hand lingered on mine, urging me …


4.

I couldn’t quite wrap my head around what Paul was asking of me. My eyes darted between him, propped up against the rough wood of the headboard, and the old man, who was watching us with an expression I couldn’t read. His face was like carved stone, the lines deep and shadowed in the firelight, giving away nothing as he sat across the room, hands resting on his knees.

"Go on," Paul murmured, his voice a mixture of reassurance and something darker, something I’d only seen in him once or twice before. It was that commanding tone, that edge that said he wouldn’t take no for an answer. His hand squeezed mine, firm and insistent. “Thank him the way he deserves, Hannah. I … want to watch.”

I swallowed hard, feeling my pulse race as his words sank in. My husband’s gaze was fixed on me, unblinking, almost hungry, and it made my stomach twist in a way that was equal parts apprehension and heat. The idea was scandalous, forbidden, completely out of line with everything I thought I’d do. But the spark in his eyes, the thrill in his voice—it was like he was urging me down this path, daring me to cross a line I’d never considered before.

I glanced at the old man, feeling his calm, penetrating gaze on me. There was no judgment there, no hint of discomfort. He just looked at me, waiting, patient, as though he had all the time in the world. His silence somehow made the whole thing feel even more dangerous, like he was letting me decide but knew exactly how this would play out.

I felt my breath catch as I took a step forward, my knees weak, my skin tingling. It was as if each inch of space I crossed ramped up the tension. My heart hammered against my ribs, my throat dry as I hesitated in front of him, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from his body, the scent of smoke and something earthy clinging to him. I could feel Paul’s gaze boring into me from the bed.

The old man’s eyes flicked down, a slow, deliberate scan that made me feel naked and young, vulnerable but also exhilarated. He didn’t speak, didn’t move, just watched, waiting for me to make the next move. It was as though he could see right through me, past my nervousness, right to the part of me that was curious, that was responding to this strange, forbidden situation with a thrill I couldn’t deny.

“Go on, Hannah,” Paul said. “You know you want this.”

I closed my eyes for a moment, swallowing down the last of my hesitation, letting the warmth of the fire and the intensity of their combined gazes wash over me. This was insane, and yet, the thrill of it, the way Paul was watching me with that intense, almost possessive hunger, was enough to push me forward. I could feel the blush rising in my cheeks, the way my hands trembled as I sank to my knees.


5.

The rough wood floor bit into my knees as I settled down in front of him, my breath catching as I looked up, feeling Paul’s gaze burning into me from across the room. My hands were shaking as I reached out, fingers grazing the waistband of the old man’s worn jeans, feeling the rough fabric beneath my touch, the warmth radiating through it. He watched me with that steady, unreadable expression as I unfastened his jeans, his silence somehow a command in itself, urging me on without a single word. I tugged his zipper down.

My heart was hammering so loud I was sure both men could hear it. I slipped my fingers under the waistband, pulling his jeans and underwear down slowly, almost reverently, until I revealed him. Even soft, his cock hung heavy, thick and dark against his skin, an undeniable monster that made my cheeks flush. It was so much bigger than I expected—God, bigger than anything I’d ever seen in real life, the kind of size that would make any woman pause. And he was still soft.

I glanced up, catching Paul’s eye, and the look he gave me—hungry, unflinching—ignited something deep within me.

I took a deep breath, my hands trembling as I reached out to touch the old man's cock. It was warm and surprisingly soft, the skin velvety beneath my fingertips. I wrapped my hand around him, my fingers far short of meeting, a jolt of excitement and fear shooting through me at the size of him. I stroked him gently, my touch exploratory, feeling the weight of him in my hand.

He was silent above me, his eyes watching my every move, his expression giving nothing away. But I could feel the tension in his body, the coiled anticipation as he waited to see what I would do next. I glanced over at Paul before I leaned in.

My breath caught in my throat as I took in the old man's scent, a mix of soap and something darker, more primal. I pressed a soft kiss to the tip of his cock, my lips lingering, tasting the slight saltiness of his skin. I heard his sharp intake of breath, felt the slight jerk of his cock in my hand, and it sent a rush of power through me.

I opened my mouth, taking him in, inch by slow inch. He was so big that I had to stretch my jaw wide, had to concentrate on relaxing my throat to take him deeper. I could feel the strain in my jaw, the burn in my lungs as I held my breath, but I pushed on, determined to take as much of him as I could.

I pulled back, my lips tight around his shaft, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock. I could taste him now, the slight bitterness, the musky taste of his skin. I looked up at him, my eyes watering slightly, and saw the first crack in his stoic facade. His jaw was tight, his hands clenched into fists.

I smiled around his cock, a small, triumphant smile, and redoubled my efforts. I took him deeper, my hand working the base of his shaft, my mouth and tongue working in tandem to bring him to life. I could feel him growing harder, his cock swelling in my mouth, a living thing that pulsed with his heartbeat.

I glanced over at Paul, his eyes locked on me. The sight of him, so turned on, so desperate, sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I could feel my pussy throbbing, my clit aching for touch, for release. But I didn't stop, didn't falter for a moment. I was on a mission to bring this old man to life, to make him hard, to make him want me.

I could feel his hips moving now, subtle thrusts that matched the rhythm of my mouth. His breath was coming faster. I could taste more of him now, his pre-cum leaking steadily, a promise of what was to come.

I pulled back, my hand still working his shaft, my breath coming in gasps. I looked up at him again, my eyes locking onto his, a silent question, a silent plea. He held my gaze for a moment, his expression unreadable, and then, finally, he nodded. A small, subtle nod, but it was all the permission I needed.


6.

I couldn’t stop my hands from trembling as I reached up to unlace my corset. The air in the cabin was warm, filled with the heat of the fire and the two men watching me. I could feel their gazes burning into me, one expectant and encouraging, the other silent and unreadable.

Finally, the last tie came undone, and I let the corset fall open, my breasts spilling free. The cool air raised goosebumps across my skin. I saw Paul’s eyes darken, his lips parted, chest rising and falling with barely contained excitement. He wanted this—no, he needed to see this—and I was past the point of no return.

Turning around, I gripped the edge of the bed, my knuckles white as I bent forward, offering myself, feeling the rough wool of the bedspread beneath my fingertips. I was eye to eye with my husband now, feeling that powerful unspoken connection as he nodded to me, giving his permission, his dark eyes filled with nothing but hunger and need.

A heavy hand landed on my hip, firm and unyielding, and I shivered under the old man’s touch. His fingers dug into my skin. They had been roughened from years of hard work, a contrast to the softness of my own flesh. He didn’t rush, didn’t pounce like I might have expected. Instead, he took his time, letting his hands trace the curve of my waist, my hips, down the backs of my thighs, as if memorizing every inch of me.

I gasped, biting down on my lip as his big brown cock nudged against me.

“Don’t look at him,” Paul said. “Keep your eyes on me, Hannah. Don’t look away.”

My gaze locked with his, and I felt our connection tighten, binding us in a way that made every touch, every breath, electric. Paul’s expression was intense, almost reverent, as he examined my face, watching for the changes he knew would surely come.

The old man inched his way inside me, and my whole body tensed. A gasp caught in my throat. He was ... impossibly thick, stretching me wide open, forcing me further than I’d ever been before. My fingers gripped the bed frame until my knuckles went white. It was like nothing I’d ever felt—hard, unyielding, and deliberate, forcing me to adjust around him, to take him every inch of him in, even as my body strained to handle his size.

I bit down on my lip, fighting against the urge to squirm or pull away, feeling that delicious, throbbing ache as he pushed deeper, his cock filling me so completely it was almost too much to bear. My nerves were lit up like a live wire, every inch he took leaving me gasping, raw and exposed, like he was reaching places no one ever had before. I could feel the drag of his cock against every part of me, scraping that line between pleasure and pain in the most thrilling way.

My chest rose and fell in shallow, desperate breaths as he kept forcing his monster dick into me, slow and unhurried, like he was savoring every second, every reaction that spilled out of me, every twitch, every shudder that wracked through my body as I struggled to take him fully. His hands were like iron grips on my hips, keeping me in place, his silent control as powerful as his size—letting me know I was his to use, to fill, to stretch however he wanted.

As he finally sank in to the hilt, my head dropped forward, and I couldn’t stop the low moan that spilled out of me, raw and unfiltered. He was so deep, so hard, so fucking big that I could feel the pressure blooming deep inside me, spreading outward in waves that left me trembling, barely able to breathe. My husband’s voice, soft and coaxing, drifted over me from the side, urging me on, telling me to take it, to let myself be stuffed.

And God, I was fucking stuffed. I could feel every thick, throbbing inch of him pulsing inside me, a steady, demanding presence that stretched me open in a way that left me feeling utterly possessed, utterly his. And I couldn’t look away from Paul, couldn’t hide the pain and the joy in my face, the tears in my eyes. I couldn’t hide the way my body responded to the old man’s cock, the way I clung desperately to the bed frame, thighs trembling as I struggled to hold myself together under the onslaught of his sheer fucking size.

He eased away, almost out, and then drove home again. It sent a shockwave through me and my whole body jolted forward, slamming against the bed frame. His grip was unyielding, his hands digging into my hips, and I could feel the roughness of his palms, grounding me, keeping me right where he wanted me, unable to move. And then he started to move, to fuck me properly, with long, steady thrusts that filled me to the brink each time, pulling back just enough to make me crave that previous moment when he’d slam back into me, hitting every tender spot, driving the breath out of me.

My tits swayed and swung, heavy and sensitive. With every impact, they bounced, a raw, sensual rhythm that only added to the pulse of heat building low in my belly. I could feel my nipples, tight and aching, brushing against the rough fabric of the bedspread each time he drove me forward, a friction that sent little sparks of sensation rushing up and down my spine.

His cock was relentless, stretching me, filling me until I could feel nothing else, each thrust pulling a soft, needy sound from my lips that I couldn’t hold back. I glanced sideways at Paul, his eyes fixed on me, watching every movement. His spoke to me, low and encouraging, telling me to take it all, to feel every inch, and his words only made me sink deeper into the all-consuming pleasure, losing myself in the way this man was ruining me.

And holy fuck, he was taking his time, each powerful stroke dragging against every nerve, leaving me quivering, struggling to hold myself up. I felt raw and open, every inch of my body responding to him, my skin tingling, my thighs trembling under the force of his rhythm. His cock was thick and unyielding, stretching me in a way that bordered on too much, but I could feel how my body craved it, how my pussy clenched around him with each thrust, feeling him deeper than I’d ever thought possible.

My tits bounced with every pounding stroke of his huge cock, the weight of them shifting in time with his powerful thrusts. His hands dug into my hips even harder, guiding me back to meet each punishing thrust. I felt my body melting under his touch, the pleasure building until it was an ache, a need that throbbed through every part of me.

And then his hand slipped around, rough fingers finding my breast, squeezing, his thumb brushing over my nipple, hard and sensitive from the cold and the friction. The shock of his touch shot through me, making my whole body tighten around him, a gasp spilling from my lips as he pulled me even closer, his cock going deeper, harder, owning every fucking inch of me. He took me apart.


7.

I could barely hold myself up, my arms trembling as I braced against the bed, each thrust from him slow and unrelenting, dragging me closer to the jagged edge. I was barely hanging on. His hands gripped my hips, rough and unyielding, his calloused fingers digging into my skin, anchoring me as he took me at his own punishing pace. Every nerve in my body was lit up, every sensation amplified, from the scrape of the bed frame under my hands to the heat radiating from him, sinking into me, melting every last bit of resistance.

With each thrust, my body surrendered a little more, my muscles going taut and shivering under the unrelenting pace he set. Every inch of him stretched me open, thick and impossibly hard, filling me in ways that felt almost punishing, each stroke dragging against the tender places inside me that made my vision blur. I was so full, so fucking stuffed. The sensations were utterly overwhelming, but the pain only made me crave it more, made me push back against every thrust, feeling my pussy tighten around him, wanting him deeper, harder, without any restraint.

My breaths turned shallow and desperate, each one catching in my throat, and I felt the flush spreading across my skin, heating me from the inside out. My breasts bounced wildly with every powerful thrust, the weight of them shifting with the rhythm he set, my nipples sensitive and aching, grazing the coarse bedspread in a way that sent prickles of sensation straight down to where he was buried inside me. I couldn’t hold back the sounds pouring from my lips—low, breathy moans that only seemed to spur him on, driving him to thrust harder, deeper, like he wanted to own every inch of me.

He gripped my hips even tighter, pulling me back to meet him, forcing me to take every thick, unrelenting inch of him, and I could feel myself surrendering completely.

The way the old man fucked me was raw and filthy in a way I’d never experienced before. Every nerve exploded with pleasure. My pussy was soaking wet, leaking down my thighs, the slick wet heat of aching cunt making it easier for him to drive deep, deeper, deepest of all. His monster cock was so fucking big, he couldn’t miss that spot inside me that made me gasp every time he hit it, my whole body shuddering in response. And still, he didn’t let up, driving into me with a control that only heightened the intensity, making me feel like I was completely at his mercy.

A brutal pressure was building low in my belly, winding tighter with every savage thrust. My fingers clawed at the bed frame, desperate for something to ground me as I felt myself slipping, my whole body caught in that haze of raw, aching need. My cunt tightened around him, my muscles clenching as he kept driving deeper, my body betraying me, giving in to the relentless pleasure, my moans turning into desperate gasps. His cock was thick and hard, filling me with a brutal intensity that I felt everywhere, every thrust a reminder that I was his to use, to fill, to stuff, to push to the very edge itself.

I looked at Paul. His eyes were locked onto mine, a dark hunger flickering there that sent another jolt of heat through me, making every thrust feel even harder, even deeper. He watched every move, every bounce and sway, his gaze shamelessly drinking in the way my body shuddered and trembled under the old man’s grip. And God, he looked pleased—like seeing me like this, so close to being utterly wrecked, was everything he’d ever wanted from me.

"Look at you," he murmured, his voice thick with lust. "You really were made to be fucked like this.” The words hit me with a fresh wave of arousal, and I moaned, barely able to hold his gaze as the old man’s cock stretched me, filling me up to the brink, leaving me quivering and breathless, barely able to catch my breath between each relentless thrust.

“You love it, don’t you?” Paul said. “Letting him use you like this, stretching out your tight little cunt while I watch you.”

I couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped, my back arching under that hot, unforgiving gaze. “Yes… yes, I do,” I gasped, each word slipping out like a confession, raw and breathless. “I fucking love you watching me.”

“That’s right, you do” he growled, voice almost a snarl. “You’re my dirty little slut, aren’t you? You’d let anyone fuck you if it’d make me hard, wouldn’t you? Let him stuff you with that baseball bat of a cock, stretch your greedy cunt, fuck your pussy until you can’t think straight …”

Again, his words sent a fresh wave of heat pulsing through me, and I couldn’t stop the way my body clenched, clinging to the thick cock—the baseball bat—inside me, desperate and needy, my breath coming out in shallow, gasping pants. “Oh God, yes … I’d do anything for you,” I whispered, barely able to speak through the shudders, feeling myself come undone under both their hands, both their eyes.

“Then show me, you slut. I want to see you lose control. I want to see you come.”

He wanted to watch me unravel, wanted to see every filthy second of it. The thought tipped me right to the edge, every thrust hitting deeper, rougher, making me whimper and gasp, my fingers gripping the bed frame as I struggled to hold on, feeling myself slipping, feeling my body give in. “Paul, I … I’m so close… he’s—oh, God, he’s so fucking big, I can’t…”

“Take it,” he ordered. “Take every fucking inch like the filthy little slut you are, until you can’t take anymore. And don’t you dare look away from me while you come.”

I moaned, my voice a raw, desperate cry, my gaze locking onto Paul’s as my whole body clenched around the old man’s cock, the pleasure ripping through me, leaving me shaking, gasping, each pulse and shudder a release that left me completely laid bare under his stare. And as I fell apart, my husband just kept watching, eyes dark and full of hunger, urging me on, urging me to keep going, to keep coming for him.

“Look at you,” Paul said, his voice sharp with lust. “Look at that greedy cunt of yours just swallowing that cock whole. You’re putting on a show, baby. I should have recorded this.”

I moaned, the dirty words spilling out of him hitting me like a shock to the system, every part of me throbbing as the old man’s thrusts turned merciless, his cock thick and unyielding inside me, driving me from one orgasm to the next. I could feel myself melting around him, giving in to the brutal pleasure, the filthy thrill of being used like this right in front of my husband.

“Tell him what a good girl you are,” Paul demanded, his eyes locked on me as his voice went darker, dirtier. “Tell him how much you need it.”

I looked back at the old man, breathless, my cheeks burning as I felt the words tumble out. “I need it … need you to ruin me,” I panted, letting myself sink into every sordid inch, feeling his cock pulse inside me. “Don’t stop … don’t stop until I’m completely wrecked.”

Paul chuckled, low and mean. “Oh, he’s gonna leave you wrecked, baby. Look at you, already so cock-drunk you can barely speak.”

The old man gave a grunt of approval, his grip tightening as he drove into me, my body buckling, straining to take everything he had. I could feel myself unraveling, raw and shameless, my moans turning into desperate cries that filled the cabin, echoing off the walls.

“Beg him to come inside you,” Paul told me. “Beg him to leave you dripping with his cum.”

“Yes … God, yes,” I whimpered, feeling myself breaking, losing every ounce of control as they both closed in on me, each word from Paul dragging me deeper, each thrust from the old man pushing me closer to that blinding edge again. “I … I want it … want him to fill me up … fill me with his cum …”

Paul’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “That’s my girl—let him have it, let him use you like the slut you are.”

And with that, I shattered again, my orgasm ripping right through me in a raw, brutal wave, my body clenching and convulsing around him, my mind blank, every part of me lost to the filthy, intense pleasure that they’d both dragged me into, leaving me breathless, wrecked, and utterly used.

When I came back to myself, the rhythm had shifted. His thrusts felt heavier, deeper, like he was driving straight through me. I felt the raw stretch of him, filling me, and then his grip on my hips tightened, rough fingers digging into my skin as he began to move with a single-minded purpose. His cock was iron-hard, relentless, taking every inch of me with an intensity that left me breathless. I held onto the bed frame, feeling it shake beneath us, helplessly pinned as he pushed me to the brink.

I could feel myself clenching around him, my body completely taken over by the way he stretched and filled me. Every stroke left me gasping, pushing my limits as his cock dragged along every nerve, every sensitive spot inside me. My legs were trembling, my hips arching back without thought, driven purely by that raw, primal need to feel him even deeper. Each thrust felt brutal and endless, leaving me so thoroughly filled that I could feel nothing else, every nerve sparking with the sharp, dizzying thrill of it.

He leaned down, his chest pressed to my back, his gruff breath hot against my ear. “Your husband’s right,” he said, his voice rough and heavy with satisfaction as he felt me clench around his monster cock. “You were made for this.”

I whimpered, unable to respond, too overwhelmed by the sheer, relentless sensation. But I didn’t have to answer; my body betrayed me, arching back into him, every pulse and squeeze of me showing him exactly how much I wanted it. He chuckled low, a rough, satisfied sound, like he knew he’d broken me down to the rawest, dirtiest need, like he’d pulled me into a place I couldn’t come back from.

Paul’s voice cut through the haze, his tone low, coaxing, almost reverent. “That’s it, Hannah. Take it all, every inch of him.”

With his voice in my ear, urging me on, I felt myself teetering on the edge again, my body trembling as the old man’s hips drove forward, pushing even deeper. The world narrowed to the relentless heat of him, the thick, overwhelming stretch, the way he filled every last inch of me without mercy. His breath grew ragged, his grip tightening until it was almost painful, and I felt him begin to pulse, each jolt sending a wave of heat that echoed through me.

And then, suddenly, he was coming, filling me with a ferocity that made me cry out, every hot pulse so intense that I could feel it flood into me, raw and hot. The sheer force of it sent me over the edge, and I shattered again, feeling myself clench and squeeze around him, pulling every last drop from him as I lost myself to that overwhelming climax. My own body pulsed around him, every wave making me feel more stretched, more filled, more stuffed, like he’d left his mark on me so completely there’d be no mistaking it.

Paul’s voice was a low murmur of satisfaction, coaxing me through each tremor, his hands gentle on my face as he held me, made me look him in the eye. “Take every drop now, Hannah. Yeah, that’s right. You’re perfect like this … such a perfect slut. A ruined fucking whore.”

And Paul was right, I was. A ruined fucking whore.


Epilogue

The old man’s hand came down hard on my ass, a solid slap that jolted through me, and then I felt him pull out, leaving me suddenly empty, my body throbbing with the memory of him. I was left catching my breath, still bent over, every inch of me aching in ways I’d feel long after tonight. I glanced over my shoulder, feeling the rush of heat as his satisfied gaze swept over me, appraising.

“You’ve got a good one here,” he said to Paul, his voice thick with approval.

Paul’s eyes burned with pride. He didn’t say anything, just gave a slow, appreciative nod.

The old man’s eyes glittered, a hint of something darker flickering there. “I’m going to call my sons.”


Molly Pike

Molly Pike is paying her way through college by writing down her fantasies and sharing them with you. She might not have tried everything she writes about (yet), but she'll try anything once. Twice, probably.

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


molly on the web



More 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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