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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



Suburban Mom

She invited a monster into her perfect home. He made a mess of everything. Especially her.

Carol's become a prop in her own glossy Architectural Digest spread.

She has the perfect life: the mansion, the husband, the kids.

The soul-crushing boredom.

And a filthy little secret all of her own.

Whenever her family are away, Carol goes to the apps.

Jed is a mechanic. He's big, he's Black, blue-collar, and he promises to do the job right.

He's the perfect weapon to destroy her perfect world.

Suburban Mom (8,500 words) is the third story in my Filthy Little Secrets series. It's a story of meticulous, self-inflicted destruction. A masterclass in filth play and cuckolding. Expect a brutal interracial encounter, huge messy finishes, total degradation, and a final scene of spousal betrayal so intense it will make you question everything.

Molly Pike

March 2026


Suburban Mom

The sunlight hitting my kitchen island was aggressive. It bounced off the polished Carrara marble and the stainless steel Sub-Zero fridge, creating a glare that felt like an interrogation lamp. I smiled through it, pouring another glass of buttery Chardonnay for heavy-lidded Susan from down the street.

"Carol, seriously," Susan slurred slightly, gesturing with a manicured hand. "How do you do it? The house, the kids, the gala committee. You’re like... superwoman."

"It's just organization," I lied, my voice a practiced, melodic chime. "And a very detailed calendar."

I looked around the room. Six women in designer athleisure wear—Lululemon and Alo Yoga, outfits that cost more than a car lease—sitting on my barstools, pretending to discuss a novel none of us had actually finished. The air smelled of expensive candles and apathy. My life was an Architectural Digest spread, and I was just the curated prop placed in the center to make it look lived-in.

I felt like screaming. A long, continuous shriek that would shatter the crystal wine glasses and crack the pristine plaster of the ceiling. Instead, I offered the artisanal cheeseboard.

"Try the Manchego," I said. "It's divine."

The front door opened, and the energy in the room shifted. David walked in, still in his suit, loosening his tie. He was fifty, handsome in a safe, weatherman sort of way, and smelled of expensive cologne and success.

"Ladies," he greeted them with that charming, dimpled smile that closed deals. He walked over to me, wrapping an arm around my waist and kissing my temple. "And how is my beautiful wife? Holding down the fort as always?"

"Just book club, darling," I said, leaning into him because that was the script.

"She's a saint, David," Susan chirped. "You're a lucky man."

"I know," David said, squeezing my hip gently. "Best thing that ever happened to me. The anchor of this family."

The praise felt like wet cement poured over my feet. Anchor. That was the word. Heavy. Immovable. Dragging me down to the bottom of this perfect, suffocating ocean.

Later that night, the suffocation moved to the bedroom.

We were under the duvet—Egyptian cotton, 800 thread count, white as a cloud. David was on top of me. Missionary. It was always missionary, always on Thursdays. He pumped into me with the slow, considerate rhythm of a man terrified of breaking his own toys, his weight supported on his elbows so he wouldn't crush me.

"Is that good?" he whispered, his breath warm against my ear. "Am I hurting you?"

"No," I whispered back, staring at the crown molding illuminated by the streetlamp outside. "It's perfect."

He kissed me softly, tenderly. There was no hunger there. No hunger anywhere. This was love-making. This was a respectful transaction between two equal partners who cared deeply about each other's emotional well-being. It was the driest, most boring fucking thing on the whole planet.

Between my legs, I was sandpaper. I lay there, feeling the polite friction of his skin against mine, trying to conjure up something, anything, to make my cunt wet. I closed my eyes and imagined a hand locked around my throat. A rough, calloused hand that squeezed until my vision swam. I imagined being flipped over, my face mashed into the expensive mattress, my ass cheeks ripped apart and invaded without a "please" or "thank you."

"Carol?" David paused, his rhythm faltering. "You okay? You’re tense."

"I'm close," I lied, my voice tight. "Don't stop."

I wasn't anywhere near close. I was light years away. I was staring at the ceiling, thinking about our brand-new sofa—the pure white sectional downstairs in the Great Room. We bought it because we hadn’t bought anything new in a while. At least a month. Probably more. It was sterile, spotlessly clean, extravagantly expensive, and entirely unnecessary. I hadn't needed the couch and I couldn't take another ten minutes of his gentle rocking, so I focused and I started to moan. It was a performance I’d perfected over the years. I arched my back, dug my nails into his shoulders—carefully, so I wouldn't leave a mark—and let out a sharp gasp.

"Oh, David. Yes."

He smiled, relieved, and allowed himself to finish. He sped up slightly, grunting polite little noises, before collapsing gently onto his side of the bed. He pulled me into his arms immediately, spooning me.

"I love you so much," he murmured into my hair. "You're amazing."

"Love you too," I said into the darkness.

I lay there for an hour, listening to his steady breathing, my skin crawling. I felt shrink-wrapped. Sanitized. I didn't just need to be fucked; I needed to be wrecked.

The next morning, the house was silent. David had taken the twins to a regional soccer tournament. They wouldn't be back until Sunday evening.

I waited until the Audi pulled out of the driveway before I moved. I didn't even clear the breakfast dishes. I walked straight to the master closet, past the rows of color-coordinated cashmere and silk, to the top shelf.

I pulled down the copy of Eat, Pray, Love.

The hollowed-out center held my lifeline. A cheap, burner smartphone and a stack of cash held together by a rubber band. I sat on the edge of the unmade bed—the scene of last night's mediocrity—and powered the phone on.

My thumb hovered over the screen. My manicure was a soft, pale pink. Ballet Slippers. It looked ridiculous against the cracked screen of the cheap Android. I opened the browser and went to the apps.

I scrolled past the losers looking for "romance" or "discreet fun." I didn't want fun. I wanted damage.

Then I saw him. Jed.

The photo was a headless selfie taken in a dirty bathroom mirror. He was wearing grease-stained grey coveralls, unzipped to the waist to reveal a thick, black, hairy chest and a stomach that was solid muscle and bad diet. His forearms were thick like tree trunks, covered in faded, illegible ink. His hands were massive, the fingernails rimmed with permanent black grime.

Bio: I don't talk much. I do the job. You host.

This was it. The anti-David.

I typed a message with trembling fingers.

My house. Tomorrow. 2 PM. Back door will be unlocked. Don't knock.

I added my address, hit send, and tossed the phone onto the bed. I walked to the full-length mirror and looked at myself. Carol. The PTA mom. The anchor. I looked at my reflection and smiled.

The flawless porcelain wife was finally ready to shatter.

The silence in the house on Saturday afternoon was different. What should have been the peaceful quiet of an empty nest became a breathless vacuum—the tense, hold-your-breath stillness of a darkened stage waiting for the monster to walk on.

I checked the clock on the microwave. 1:35 PM.

I had spent the morning cleaning like a woman possessed. I scrubbed the hardwood floors until my knees bruised. I polished the Carrara marble until it looked wet. I Windexed the windows until the glass disappeared entirely, my hands reeking of ammonia. I needed the house to be absolutely, surgically sterile so his filth would stain it permanently.

I went upstairs to dress. This was the most important part of my ritual. If I dressed like a slut for him—fishnets, leather, heels—it would just be roleplay. A game. And I didn't want a game. I wanted a car crash in the middle of my beige life.

I pulled on my grey Lululemon leggings, the ones that cost $120 and made my ass look sculpted. Then, the sweater. A Vince cashmere crewneck in a soft, creamy ivory. The kind of sweater you wore to a parent-teacher conference or Sunday brunch at the club. It screamed: Touch me gently. I’m expensive and fragile.

I brushed my hair into its perfect, untouchable bob, applied a light layer of foundation, a touch of blush, and a swipe of nude lip gloss. I looked exactly like the woman David had kissed goodbye this morning. I looked like a target for an incoming bomb.

I walked downstairs, my heart thumping a heavy, frantic beat in my ears. I went to the kitchen island. The white marble was freezing under my palms. I reached into my pocket and pulled out the cash. Ten crisp fifty-dollar bills. Jed’s tip, if he broke me properly. I tucked them into an empty mason jar and I stood there, waiting.

At 1:58 PM, I heard the rumble of a truck engine. A coughing, sputtering growl. It idled in the street for a moment, then died.

I forced myself to stand perfectly still, hands gripping the edge of the island. My knuckles went white, draining the blood from my skin, matching the pristine surface beneath them.

Heavy footsteps crunched on the gravel path around the side of the house. Thud. Thud. Thud. Heavy boots. Careless boots.

The handle of the back door—the one leading to the mudroom I kept impeccably organized—turned with a sharp metallic click. I hadn't locked it. I had left the door unlatched, and my cunt wide open for him.

The door swung inward, and the air pressure in the kitchen changed instantly. A draft of humid afternoon heat swirled in, carrying the harsh scent of exhaust fumes, stale tobacco, and unwashed man.

Jed ducked his head to clear the doorframe. He was a literal wall of a man, clad in grey coveralls stiff with grime. Old oil stains mapped the heavy fabric like dark bruises. He stomped onto the slate floor of the mudroom and stepped up into the kitchen, his steel-toed boots leaving faint, dusty tracks on the pristine wood.

I stopped breathing. He was filthy. He was magnificent.

He stopped ten feet away, his eyes hidden behind scratched safety glasses pushed up onto his forehead. He looked around the kitchen, sneering at the gleaming Sub-Zero fridge, the Wolf range, the bowl of organic lemons. Then his eyes locked onto me. His gaze was a heavy, dragging rake that stripped the cashmere right off my skin.

He took a step toward the island. Toward me. He smelled of metallic grease and dark, pungent sweat—a sharp, feral musk that violently assaulted my lavender-scented reality.

"Right," he grunted. His voice was a low, ugly grind, like gravel in a cement mixer.

He looked at my face, then down at the wide expanse of the kitchen island. He closed the distance between us in two massive strides.

Before I could even flinch, his hand shot out and clamped around the back of my neck. His palm was rough as 80-grit sandpaper, warm and dangerously strong. He spun me around and shoved my head down.

"Down," he ordered.

My chest hit the cold marble with a hard thud. The shock of the freezing stone against my cashmere-covered nipples sent a jolt of wet electricity straight to my clit. He kicked my ankles apart with his heavy boots, forcing my legs wide. I was bent over my own kitchen island, presented like a slab of meat, staring breathlessly at the bowl of lemons.

I heard the heavy brass zip of his coveralls drag downward. The rustle of stiff fabric.

"Nice pants," he muttered, his massive hand landing heavily on my ass cheek. "Expensive."

He grabbed the waistband of my Lululemons with both fists. There was no hesitation. He didn't pull them down. He just ripped.

The sound of the high-end spandex tearing was a violent, shocking screech in the quiet kitchen. He shredded them straight down the back seam, exposing my ass, my pale thighs, and the little white cotton panties I wore underneath. He hooked a thick, grease-stained finger into the side of my panties, snapped the elastic, and yanked them down to my knees.

I was exposed. Defenseless. Bare from the waist down, my cheek pressed flush against the marble, my expensive sweater hiked halfway up my back. The draft from the open back door hit my dripping cunt, and I let out a pathetic whimper.

"Quiet," he growled.

He lined his cock up with my opening and shoved it home.

No spit. No warning. Just brutal, unadulterated force. He was unforgivingly thick, hard as iron, and he drove his way inside me with a single, devastating thrust that felt like it was splitting my pelvis in two. I cried out, a sharp, ragged scream that bounced off the stainless steel appliances. He was too fucking big, stretching my tight, neglected cunt far beyond comfort, forcing me to take every single inch of his massive black meat.

He grabbed my hips, his greasy fingers digging mercilessly into my pale flesh, leaving smudges and marks I knew would blossom into deep bruises. He began to hammer into me right then and there. He drove himself deep into my stinging, burning pussy with a relentless, punishing rhythm that sent a clear, unapologetic message: I own this cunt.

And God help me, he did.

My view was a blur of white marble and yellow lemons. Every brutal thrust drove my chest harder into the stone. The stiff, oily fabric of his coveralls scoured the backs of my bare thighs, scratching the skin raw. The harsh reek of him—stale sweat, motor oil, and aggressive male musk—drowned out the citrus and lavender.

"You like that, don't you?" he panted, his hot breath wet against my ear. "Taking it right here in your fancy kitchen. Like a dirty white whore."

Whore. The word shattered me. It was the hammer that broke the last porcelain piece of Carol the PTA Mom. My hips snapped backward to meet him, pure animal instinct taking over. I ground my ass against his thick black cock, desperate for the sting, desperate to be stretched wider by him.

"Yes," I sobbed into the marble. "Yes, please."

He groaned and doubled his pace. He was a jackhammer now, fucking me blindly, determined to empty his heavy balls. He didn't care if he broke me. The friction was a dry, stinging fire lighting up my nerve endings. I was being split open, conquered, and defiled in the heart of my home.

The pressure coiled tight in my belly, a suffocating knot of shame and raw lust. The image of his shit-kicking boots scuffing my floor, his grease-blackened hands bruising my hips, his massive cock relentlessly pounding my "good wife" pussy—it pushed me over the edge.

"I'm gonna breed you, whore," he warned, his grip biting into my hip bones until I thought they'd snap.

A violent, shuddering climax ripped upward from my toes. My vision whited out. I screamed, a raw, ugly wail that I couldn't choke back. My cunt clamped down hard on his thick shaft, spasming, completely out of control. I sobbed into the cold marble, drooling, completely losing my mind as the orgasm tore my carefully curated life to shreds.

He slammed into me one last, devastating time, burying his cock to the absolute hilt. I felt his thick thighs tense, and then the pulsing began.

Hot. Thick. Heavy.

Pumping so fucking deep inside my cunt.

I felt every heavy spurt as he emptied himself into me. He groaned through gritted teeth, shooting his thick cum deep into the hollow, pristine emptiness of my life.

He held me pinned against the marble, letting me twitch helplessly as the last drops of his filth flooded my aching cunt. I lay limp, breathless, tears streaming down my face, a puddle of drool on the expensive counter. I was utterly wrecked. Beautifully, perfectly dirty.

I was still shaking, draped over the island like a discarded rag, when a sharp, stinging slap radiated across my right ass cheek.

Smack.

The sharp crack made me gasp, my eyes flying open. Jed pulled out of me with a heavy, wet squelch that made my toes curl. Instantly, I felt a thick trickle of his cum start to slide down my inner thigh, hot and sticky.

"Up," he grunted.

I pushed myself up unsteadily, my legs trembling so violently I had to grip the counter to stand. I turned to face him. He hadn't even zipped up. His cock—softening but still incredibly thick and heavy, glistening with a slick mixture of my pussy juice and his own semen—hung out of his boxers. He looked at me with a cold, proprietary assessment.

"Not done with you," he said, wiping a dirty hand across his mouth. "Not with an ass like that."

He turned and started walking out of the kitchen. "Living room."

I followed him. I had no choice. I was tethered to him now, pulled along by the invisible leash of my own degradation. I walked behind him, my ruined, shredded leggings flapping around my knees, my bare feet padding softly on the hardwood. With every step, I felt the heavy, wet slop of his cum shifting between my thighs. I paused for a second to peel the ruined leggings and my torn panties off, leaving them in a pathetic heap on the floor.

He walked straight into the Great Room. The afternoon sun was streaming in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air. He stopped in front of the pure white sectional. The new family pride and joy. The couch we didn’t need. The couch that cost more than his entire truck.

He sat down right in the middle of it.

He sprawled out, leaning back into the plush white cushions and spreading his legs wide, resting his heavy, shit-kicking boots aggressively on my expensive wool rug. His coveralls were dark and grimy against the pristine snow-white fabric. He looked like a toxic stain spreading in real-time.

He looked at me, standing there naked from the waist down, shivering in my cashmere sweater. He tapped his thigh with a grease-stained hand.

"Well?" he growled. "Come here."

I walked over to him, my breath shallow.

"Kneel," he ordered, pointing to the space between his spread legs.

I sank to my knees on the rug. The wool was soft against my bare shins. I was eye-level with his crotch now. The pungent smell of sex—my wetness, his raw musk, the sharp tang of his semen—was overwhelming.

"Get me hard," he said simply. "Use your mouth. Don't stop until I'm ready to use you again."

He sat back, folding his massive arms across his chest, watching me. He looked like a ruthless king on a throne of stolen luxury.

I looked at his cock. It was semi-soft, thick and dark, coated in a sticky glaze of my own ravaged pussy juices and the leftover evidence of his orgasm. It was filthy. It was obscene.

I leaned forward. I hesitated for a split second, the ghost of Carol the manic germaphobe whispering in my ear. Then I shoved her down into the dirt. I opened my mouth and took his thick black meat in.

It tasted of heavy salt, bitter musk, and the slick sweetness of my own cunt. I swirled my tongue around the wide head, acting as his human towel, meticulously cleaning him off, swallowing down the evidence of what he'd just done to me. I heard him let out a low, satisfied grunt above me.

"Yeah," he murmured, his heavy hand coming down to rest on the back of my head, thick, greasy fingers tangling in my perfect blonde bob. "That's it. Clean me up, you rich white bitch."

I began to suck, finding a wet, sloppy rhythm. I felt him growing hard in my mouth, expanding and stiffening against my tongue like a pipe. I moaned around his thick girth, feeling a strange, sick surge of pride. I was making this happen. I was getting his massive black cock hard, preparing the very weapon that was going to ruin me all over again. I bobbed my head, using my hand to stroke the thick base, my eyes squeezed shut as I lost myself in the filthy, mechanical work.

It was absurd, perverse, but undeniable: I treated his cock with the exact same meticulous attention to detail I gave my floral centerpieces or my dinner parties. I wasn't just sucking; I was servicing. I used my tongue to trace the wide ridge of his head, flattening it out to swirl around the sensitive frenulum. I tightened my cheeks, creating a deep vacuum seal that I knew, from years of dutiful practice, drove men completely crazy.

I took him deeper, relaxing my throat to swallow more of his daunting length, suppressing my gag reflex with sheer, desperate willpower. I swirled, I sucked, I hummed a low vibration against his heavy shaft. My hand worked the base, my manicured fingers digging into the heavy, hairy sac beneath, massaging, stimulating. I wanted him rock hard. I wanted him throbbing. I wanted this massive, filthy man to look down at this pristine suburban housewife and think, Damn, this rich white bitch can take a cock.

His meat grew, twitching and pulsing, thick veins standing out like iron cords against the dark skin. His breathing grew heavier, the heavy, grease-stained hand on my head tightening its grip, brutally guiding my rhythm. I sped up for him, swirling my tongue faster, listening to the wet, sloppy, obscene sounds of my mouth working him echo in the quiet living room. It was the soundtrack of my new, secret life.

Finally, he gave a sharp intake of breath and yanked my head back by the hair, forcing me to disengage with a loud, wet slurp.

"Enough," he rasped.

He looked down at himself. He was fully, furiously erect, glistening with my saliva and spit, standing at attention like a steel rod. He looked satisfied.

"Good girl," he muttered. He said it exactly like he was praising a dog. A bitch.

He shifted, leaning forward to grab me by the upper arms. He hauled me up from the floor effortlessly and shoved me backward onto the couch.

"Lie down," he commanded. "On your back."

I scrambled backward onto the white cushions and lay flat, looking up at the vaulted ceiling, my heart pounding a frantic, terrifying drum solo against my ribs.

He stood over me, looking massive and threatening against the backdrop of my tasteful living room art.

"Spread 'em," he ordered. "Wide."

I hesitated for a single heartbeat, then obeyed. I bent my knees and let my legs fall wide open, exposing absolutely everything. My cunt was swollen, raw red, and gaping open from his first brutal assault. Thick white cream—his own cum—leaked sluggishly from my hole, dripping down to pool and soak directly into the pristine white fabric beneath me. I was already making a mess. Already staining my perfect life.

He stared down at me. At the sloppy mess he'd made. At the open, desperate invitation of my body. A slow, cruel smile spread across his rough face.

"Now," he said, stepping between my spread thighs. "Let's fill that pussy again."

He didn't care that I was already tender and aching. He just positioned the massive, blunt head of his cock right at my entrance and pushed.

I gasped, my hands gripping the white cushions, knuckles going pale. It burned. It felt like I was being stretched completely out of shape, my raw flesh protesting his size.

"Still tight," he grunted, a dark flicker of sadistic pleasure in his eyes. “Let’s see if we can fix that.” He saw me wince as he pushed a fraction deeper. He fucking liked that.

He shoved harder, forcing his way past the last of my resistance. I bit my lip hard to keep from crying out, but a pathetic whimper escaped anyway. He paused for a second, letting me adjust to the brutal stretching, letting the agonizing fullness of his girth register. Then he sank the rest of the way in, bottoming out so deep inside me I felt him in my throat.

The stretch was agony. I felt like he was rearranging my insides.

He began a slow, deliberate grind. He pulled almost all the way out, until just the thick head remained between my swollen lips, then slowly, agonizingly, pushed all the way back in. It was pure torture. It was exquisite. Every single inch of movement sent a flare of raw friction through my exposed nerves. He was savoring it. He was taking his sweet time, making sure I felt every millimeter of his massive cock sliding through my wet, ruined cunt.

"Yeah, that’s it, rich bitch," he said, looking down at the place where our bodies were joined. "Take every fucking inch."

I wanted to. I wanted him buried impossibly deeper. I needed to feel him everywhere. Instinct took over again. I reached down and grabbed the backs of my own thighs, pulling my legs up. I hooked my bare ankles over his broad shoulders, opening my pussy up completely, tilting my hips upward to give him a straight, unobstructed shot down into my cunt.

That angle changed everything. He slid in easier now, sinking deeper than before. I was splayed wide open on my ten-thousand-dollar white altar like a willing human sacrifice.

"That's it," he growled, his heavy hands coming down to rest on my chest, pinning me flat into the cushions. "You want it all, don't you?"

He leaned forward, his massive weight pressing me deep into the expensive foam, and the slow grind began to pick up speed. He was churning inside me, a relentless, heavy rhythm that felt like it would go on forever. And god help me, I prayed it would.

The words swirled in my head. Whore. Slut. Trash. A toxic, intoxicating mantra keeping time with his brutal thrusts.

Why? I asked myself.

Why did this brutal pounding feel so much more real than all the gentle kisses and whispered "I love you"s? Maybe because perfection is utterly exhausting. Maybe because being Carol—the woman who never had a hair out of place, who color-coded her calendar, who smiled when she wanted to scream—was a full-time job that was crushing my fucking soul.

Here, trapped under his sweating, filthy body, I didn't have to be anything. I didn't have to be good. I didn't have to be smart. I didn't even have to be human. I was just a cunt. A warm, wet, desperately willing hole for him to dump his lust and his thick, filthy load.

The agonizing burn of him stretching me, the raw friction tearing at my cunt, the suffocating weight of his massive black body crushing the air out of my lungs—it was all undeniably real. It obliterated the sterile numbness that usually paralyzed my days.

He was staring down at me, his rough face a mask of sweaty concentration, his dark eyes locked on mine. He wasn't seeing me, Carol the person. He wasn't seeing a mother or a wife. He was seeing some stupid, desperate slut. Some rich, nameless hole. And the freedom in that total anonymity was staggering.

"You like this, don't you?" he rasped, reading the glassy, wrecked look in my eyes. He slammed his thick cock into me, hard enough to knock the breath from my throat. "You like being used like this. Like a cheap little whore."

"Yes," I breathed. "Please. Use me. Hurt me."

I squeezed my eyes shut, hot tears leaking out to mix with the sweat at my temples. I pictured myself from above: pale legs spread wide in the air, ankles hooked over a mechanic's broad shoulders, lying completely exposed on a couch that cost ten thousand dollars, getting plowed like a twenty-dollar hooker in a dirty alleyway. The sheer, utter filth of what he was doing to me, set against the immaculate backdrop of my perfect life, acted like gasoline on an open flame.

The heat began to coil tight in my belly again, sharp and so fucking hot. It was a jagged, desperate need. A need to be violently broken open and remade.

I lifted my hips to meet his thrusts, matching his brutal rhythm, chasing the shame. I wanted him to hurt me. I wanted his heavy bruises. I wanted him to leave tell-tale marks on my flesh that no amount of expensive concealer could ever hide. I wanted to look in the mirror tomorrow morning and see a ruined slut staring back at me.

"Harder," I begged him, my voice cracking. "Come on, give me more."

He grinned, a flash of white teeth in the afternoon sun, and happily complied. He abandoned the slow, cruel grind and began to jackhammer into me with punishing, relentless force. He shook the couch, he shook my bones, he shook my entire world. And I was right there with him, falling blindly into the beautiful, filthy dark.

He pulled back almost until he slipped out, and then slammed forward, burying his thick shaft to the absolute hilt with a force that jarred my teeth. My head bounced against the cushion.

Smack. Slap. Smack.

The sound of his heavy hips colliding with my bare, pale ass was loud, wet, and relentlessly rhythmic. The pristine white couch groaned under the assault, the expensive wooden frame creaking in terrifying protest as he drove my spine deep into the upholstery.

I was a ragdoll. I couldn't think; I could only feel. I was being hammered, pulverized, obliterated. Every violent thrust was a shockwave that rattled up my spine. The friction was a forest fire in my cunt. I wasn't Carol anymore. I wasn't a mother. I wasn't a wife. I was just white meat.

"Take it, slut!" he grunted, dark sweat dripping off his nose directly onto my pale chest. "Take every fucking inch!"

I wrapped my legs tighter around him, my bare heels digging hard into his back through the stiff coveralls, pulling him deeper, anchoring his heavy body to mine. I was sobbing now, incoherent noises of animal want and sharp pain bubbling up from my throat. The room was blurring, the tasteful beige walls dissolving into a tunnel of vision that focused only on him—on the sweat-stained grey of his collar, on his dark skin, on the unapologetic violence of his cock.

The pressure in my belly was a tightening knot, a scream waiting to be ripped out of me. I was so close. I was right on the edge of the precipice, looking down into the abyss.

He felt it. He felt my ruined pussy clamping down on his thick meat, stuttering with the onset of my climax. He gritted his teeth, his face contorting in a mask of heavy exertion. He needed leverage. He needed to break me in half.

He pulled his massive right hand off my shoulder and slammed it down hard onto the white cushion right next to my head to brace himself.

My eyes flew open.

Inches from my face, I saw it. A perfect, five-fingered stamp of black grease, thick motor oil, and mechanical filth, stamped starkly into the snowy white, high-end fabric of my new sofa.

It was shocking. It was ugly. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. The permanent destruction of the perfection that was strangling me. That black, greasy mark on the white purity was the visual representation of everything I was feeling inside—the corruption, the stain, the glorious, filthy secret of what I really was.

The sight of it broke my mind.

I screamed, my back arching violently off the cushions, my vision whiting out completely. I convulsed around his thick cock, my body seizing in violent, shuddering contractions. I was shattered. I was ruined. And I was completely fucking free.

Feeling my cunt explode around him, Jed pounded into me three, four more times—punishing, deep, frantic, gut-punching thrusts—and then froze, burying his face in the crook of my neck as he emptied his heavy balls into me.

Hot. Thick. Endless.

He pumped a massive second load of his filthy cum deep into me, the thick heat of it flooding my already saturated cunt, overflowing and spilling out of me.

We stayed exactly like that for a long time, the only sound in the room the harsh, ragged rasp of our breathing and the settling of the abused couch springs. I lay there, helplessly pinned under his crushing weight, staring sideways at the stark black handprint, letting the absolute bliss of my own degradation wash over me.

The silence that followed was heavy, filled with dancing dust motes and the lingering, sharp copper scent of raw sex.

Jed stayed on top of me for another minute, his massive weight pressing the air from my lungs, his sweat cooling on my skin. He was so heavy, smelling of intense labor and release. I lay there, trapped and spent, staring blankly at the grease stain next to my face. It was already starting to set into the delicate fabric. A permanent, dirty shadow.

Finally, he groaned a low, dirty sound and pushed himself up. He pulled his thick, softening cock out of me with a wet, hollow sucking sound that made my insides clench. I felt the immediate, warm seep of his fluids escaping my gaping hole, a thick puddle of his cum and my juices pooling on the pristine cushion beneath my bare ass.

He levered himself up onto his feet and stood looking down at me, at his heavy cock, at the thick, dripping mess between my legs. Then, his dark eyes moved to my face, and he smiled.

Before I could process what was happening, he grabbed a fistful of my carefully styled blonde bob and yanked my head towards him, using my expensively coiffured hair like a cheap cum-rag, stroking his softening length through the strands, deliberately wiping my wetness and his leaking semen all over the side of my head. The thick fluids matted the blonde hair instantly, plastering it to my sweat-drenched cheek.

I lay there, completely frozen, letting him defile me. I didn't even blink.

"Good little cum-rag," he said.

He moved his heavy, grease-stained hand to my face. His big black thumb, still tasting of thick motor oil and my own wrecked cunt, pressed roughly against my bottom lip, prying my mouth open. I parted my lips automatically, the obedient whore he'd turned me into.

He leaned over my face, the harsh smell of his sweat and stale tobacco suffocating me, and hawked a thick wad of spit directly into my open mouth.

"Swallow it," he ordered, his thumb pressing down on my tongue.

I gagged for a fraction of a second, the hot, salty shock of his saliva mixing with the metallic taste of his dirty thumb. But then I looked up into his cold, dominating eyes, and I swallowed. I audibly gulped it down, taking the very last piece of his disrespect deep into my throat.

He grinned, a flash of white teeth, and finally pulled his thumb out of my mouth. He stood up, zipping his stiff coveralls with careless, brutal efficiency. He didn't offer a hand. He didn't look at my face again. He just looked at the devastating mess on the couch—the massive wet spot, the crumpled throw pillows, the stark black handprint. He wiped his mouth with the back of his dirty hand.

"Your white ass was worth every penny of my gas money," he said.

He turned and walked away. No goodbye. No backward glance. I didn’t even have a chance to give him his tip. I heard the heavy thud of his boots on the hardwood in the hall, the sharp opening of the front door, the click of the latch. Then, the sputtering rumble of his truck starting up and fading into the distance.

I was alone.

I was completely, utterly fucked.

I lay there for a long time, the silence of the large house rushing back in to fill the void. It was charged now. It vibrated with what I had just done.

I slowly sat up, my entire body aching. My pale thighs were sticky and smeared, my ass was sore, and my mouth tasted of oil, stale tobacco, and his thick spit. I looked down at myself. The blonde hair on the side of my head was stiff and matted with his semen. My expensive cashmere sweater was twisted, stretched, and stained. My ruined leggings lay in a pathetic heap on the floor. I was a total wreck.

I looked at the couch.

It was a crime scene. A beautiful, devastating disaster zone. The massive wet patch where I had lain. The dark scuff marks from his heavy work boots. And that handprint. That glorious, damning black handprint.

Then, the grandfather clock chimed in the hallway.

4:00 PM.

The deep sound acted like a bucket of ice water. The hazy, dark fog of endorphins evaporated instantly, replaced by a cold, sharp spike of adrenaline.

David. The twins. They would be home by six. Maybe earlier if they made good time on the interstate.

Two hours.

Probably less.

Panic, hot and frantic, flooded my chest. I had a ticking bomb in my living room. The evidence was everywhere. Fuck, the smell alone—heavy motor oil, sharp sweat, and raw sex—was thick enough for David to choke on.

I scrambled off the couch, my legs wobbling violently. I grabbed the torn Lululemons and balled them up. I stripped off the shredded panties and the stretched cashmere. I stood completely naked in the middle of my ten-thousand-dollar living room, shivering, clutching the bundle of ruined clothes to my chest.

I had to move. I had to erase the whore I had just been. I had to become Carol again.

I ran to the kitchen, grabbing a black trash bag from under the sink. I shoved the clothes inside, tying it tight. I'd bury it at the bottom of the outside bin, deep under the bags of yard waste.

Then, the shower. I turned it on as hot as my skin could stand. I stepped in, scrubbing my body raw with a loofah, desperately trying to wash away the heavy scent of mechanic and stale smoke. I brushed my teeth until my gums bled, gagging as I scrubbed his vile spit off my tongue. I dumped handfuls of expensive shampoo into my hair, working the suds violently to dissolve the dried, sticky mat of his cum in my blonde bob. I watched the water swirl pink down the drain—carrying away the blood from my stretched, torn cunt—mixed with the milky white traces of Jed. But I could still feel him. The deep, heavy ache in my hips, the sloshing fullness in my belly—he was still right there inside me.

I stepped out, dried off, and dressed in fresh armor: clean designer jeans, a crisp silk blouse, fresh white cotton panties. I put on deodorant, my signature Jo Malone perfume, expensive hand lotion. I looked in the mirror. Perfect Carol.

Then, the living room. The real challenge.

I opened all the floor-to-ceiling windows to let the afternoon breeze carry out the heavy musk. I sprayed expensive fabric freshener on the wool rug. I fluffed the crumpled pillows.

I stood in front of the couch, gripping a bottle of high-end upholstery cleaner and a white rag. I sprayed the handprint. I scrubbed. I sprayed again. I scrubbed until my shoulder burned and my manicured nails ached.

The black grease lifted slightly, fading into a murky, undeniable grey smudge. But it wouldn't disappear. It was stubborn. It was a ghost.

I checked my Apple Watch. 5:15 PM.

I heard the distinct, smooth hum of the Audi turning into the gravel driveway.

Panic seized my throat like a vice. David was early. Of course he was early. He was horribly, perfectly efficient.

I looked at the cushion. The grey smudge was faint, but undeniably visible against the snow-white fabric. If he sat there, he’d see it. He’d ask.

I froze. Think, Carol. Think.

I grabbed the thick edge of the custom cushion. I yanked it up, wrestling the heavy foam out of the frame. I flipped it over entirely. It was a tight, awkward fit, but the underside was pristine, spotless white.

I shoved it violently back into place, smoothing the fabric down, just as the front door handle turned.

"Hello?" David’s voice called out, cheerful and unsuspecting. "We're home! We made great time!"

"In here!" I called back, my voice trembling slightly.

David walked into the living room, looking fresh and handsome in his pressed polo shirt and chinos. The twins ran past him, dropping their soccer bags and heading straight for the kitchen.

He stopped in the middle of the room, sniffing the air. He frowned slightly.

"Smells... industrial in here," he said. "Like a mechanic shop. Did we have a repair guy over?"

My heart stopped beating. I forced a bright, easy, practiced smile onto my face.

"Oh, that," I said, waving a hand dismissively. "An Amazon delivery truck was idling in the driveway for like ten minutes while the driver looked for a package in the back. The exhaust fumes came right in the window. Can you believe it?"

David chuckled, shaking his head. "Unbelievable. Well, at least it's airing out."

He walked over to me, kissed my cheek politely, and then—my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs—he sat down.

Right on the couch. Right on the flipped cushion.

He leaned back, sighing contentedly, sinking his weight into the deep foam. He was sitting directly on top of the grease stain. His perfectly groomed head was resting mere inches from where a filthy stranger's hand had braced while he brutally fucked his wife.

"God, it's good to be home," David said, patting the cushion next to him. "Everything looks perfect, honey."

"Yes," I whispered, staring down at him sitting directly on my secret. "Perfect."

A thrill, dark, electric, and unbelievably wet, shot straight down to my groin. He had no idea. He was sitting right on the evidence of my total corruption, and he was smiling at me. The filthy secret hummed beneath him, alive and waiting.

The evening was a blur of high-end domestic theater. I reheated a casserole. I listened to the twins recount every goal and missed pass of the tournament with feigned, wide-eyed enthusiasm. I asked David about the interstate traffic. I was present, I was smiling, I was "Mom."

But beneath the surface, I was vibrating. Every time I looked at David sitting on that couch, watching ESPN, my stomach flipped with a delicious, nauseating vertigo. He was resting his hand on the exact spot where Jed's dirty, shit-kicking boot had been only hours before.

I was pouring organic milk for my children while my swollen cunt still throbbed with the phantom sensation of a stranger's massive black cock. I was discussing the elementary school fundraiser while a slow, heavy leak of Jed's cum seeped out of me, soaking into the crotch of my clean white panties. I pictured the black handprint hidden just inches from my husband's khaki-clad ass, and it took everything in my power not to laugh out loud.

Finally, the bedtime ritual. Teeth brushed, stories read, lights out. The house quieted down, settling into its peaceful, nightly rhythm.

David was still on the couch, scrolling idly through his phone.

"Exhausted," he murmured without looking up. "Think I'm going to turn in early."

I stood in the doorway of the living room, watching him. The itch was back. Not the itch for degradation—that had been scratched raw. This was different. I needed to seal the crack. I needed to forcefully bridge the gap between the dirty little whore and the perfect wife.

"David," I said. My voice sounded entirely different. Lower. Huskier.

He looked up, surprised by the tone. "Yeah, hon?"

I didn't smile. I walked over to him. "Don't go upstairs yet," I said.

I reached out and plucked his phone from his hand, placing it face-down on the coffee table. Then I took his hands and pulled him to his feet.

"What's going on?" he asked, a confused, tired smile playing on his lips. "Carol?"

I didn't answer. I just pushed him backward.

But not just anywhere. I guided him. I nudged him perfectly into position until the backs of his knees hit the foam and he dropped down, dead center on the middle cushion. The flipped cushion.

"Carol?" he said again, his voice dropping an octave as he realized this wasn't about talking.

I stepped directly between his spread knees. I didn't hesitate. I unbuttoned my silk blouse, letting it drop to the rug, then shucked my designer jeans and my clean white panties down my legs, kicking them aside. I stood naked in front of him.

David's eyes widened. This was completely off-script. We had sex in the bed. With the lights off. On Thursdays.

"Wow," he breathed, staring at my breasts. "You look..."

I straddled his lap before he could finish the sentence. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him. But I didn't kiss him like Carol. I kissed him hard. I bit his lower lip, drawing a copper tang of blood. I thrust my tongue deep into his mouth, tasting him, demanding him.

He made a surprised noise in his throat, his hands coming up to grip my bare waist instinctively.

I pulled back, breathless. "Don't talk," I whispered against his mouth. "Just fuck me."

His eyes went dark. I couldn’t remember the last time he'd heard me say that word. Not like that, anyway.

I reached down between our bodies, unzipped his khakis, and pulled his cock free. He was hard—surprised, but ready. I lifted my hips and sank down onto him slowly, taking him all the way in.

He felt entirely different from Jed. Smaller. Smoother. Polite. He slid into me effortlessly, finding absolutely zero resistance in my violently stretched cunt, but his length filled me just enough to spark the raw nerves Jed had left exposed.

I began to move.

I ground my hips down, riding him with a fierce, possessive rhythm. I closed my eyes.

In the dark behind my eyelids, the room shifted. The scent of lavender and David's expensive cologne evaporated. I smelled heavy grease. I smelled dark sweat. I smelled Jed.

I wasn't riding my husband anymore. I was back in the blinding heat of the afternoon, pinned to this exact cushion, my bare legs hooked in the air, getting brutally plowed by a filthy stranger with a massive black cock.

I ground down harder onto David, visualizing exactly what was directly beneath his ass. Just three or four inches of dense foam separated my husband from the stain. From the filth. From the dirty truth about what his wife really was.

He was sitting just above Jed's filth, and he was fucking me, and he had absolutely no idea.

The thought was a pure, electric shock to my system. It was the ultimate betrayal and the ultimate turn-on. I was making him an active, sweating participant in his own cuckolding. I was using his body as a human dildo to relive the memory of another man.

"Carol," David gasped, his hands gripping my hips tighter. "God, you're... you're so wet."

"Yes," I hissed, leaning forward to bite his neck. "Yes."

He thought my dripping cunt was for him. He thought he’d done this.

I picked up the pace, slamming my wet ass against his lap. I was getting close again. The hot friction, the sick taboo, the sheer, breathtaking audacity of what I was doing was pushing me over the edge.

"Harder," I whispered in his ear, deliberately echoing the exact words I'd screamed at Jed hours ago. "Fuck me harder, David."

He responded, driven by some primal instinct I didn't know he possessed, bucking his hips upward to meet my frantic thrusts. He gripped my waist, his fingers digging into my flesh, as if he was conquering me himself. But he was only fueling the fire another man had started.

I squeezed my eyes shut, and the darkness behind my lids turned blood-red. I wasn't in my tasteful living room anymore. I was suspended in a filthy void where the only thing that existed was the raw friction of his cock and the dark secret beneath us.

I pictured the grease stain. I pictured it glowing like radioactive waste through the inches of cushion, radiating directly up into David’s ass. He was sitting in it. He was wallowing in the absolute filth I had brought into our perfect home. Every time he thrust up into me, he was driving the ghost of Jed’s big dirty cock deeper into my aching cunt.

The heavy shame of the afternoon collided violently with the sin of the evening.

The climax started low in my belly, a heavy, dark pressure that felt like it was tearing me in half. I threw my head back, my mouth opening in a silent, ugly scream as the orgasm hit. It was a violent, full-body seizure, a rapid-fire contraction of every muscle fiber I had. My ruined pussy clamped down viciously on David’s cock, wringing him out, demanding every single drop he had.

"Oh god," I sobbed, the sound raw and desperate. "Yes. Yes."

My vision blurred, white spots dancing in the dark. I felt my insides spasm violently, hot, sharp shocks of pure pleasure ripping through me, fueled entirely by the lie my pussy was telling. I was getting off on the deceit. On the fact that my husband thought this was all his doing.

I ground down hard on him, my hips stuttering uncontrollably, riding out the violent aftershocks. I felt superior. Untouchable. So fucking powerful. I was a goddess of filth. I dragged every drop of pleasure from his trusting body to feed my own insatiable sickness.

He followed me seconds later. He groaned my name loudly, his body shaking as he poured his hot semen into my already saturated cunt, spurt after spurt, mixing his polite load with the mechanic's filthy leftovers.

I collapsed forward onto his chest, my skin slick with sweat, my heart hammering a frantic, erratic rhythm against his collarbone. My breath came in ragged gasps, scorching his neck. I felt completely wrecked. Hollowed out and filled up all at once.

We stayed like that for a long time, tangled together on our despoiled white couch, in the deafening silence of our perfect house.

"Carol," he whispered finally, a hand coming up to gently stroke my matted blonde hair. "That was... incredible. I've never..."

I lifted my head from his chest. I looked at him. His face was flushed, his eyes full of pure adoration and wonder. He looked at me like I was a saint. Like I was his perfect princess.

I smiled down at him. The cold, bright smile of a slut who had gotten away with it.

"I know," I said softly, kissing his nose.

I stood up unsteadily, smoothing my hair back into place, and stepped carelessly over my discarded clothes.

"I'm starving," I said, my voice returning to its practiced, melodic chime. "Why don’t we order Thai?”

I walked toward the kitchen, leaving him dazed, happy, and utterly oblivious on the couch, sitting right on top of my filthy little secret.
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First Time Blacked—Waitress

Three big Black men walk into Lucy's diner in the middle of the night—a father and his sons.

When they leave, she knows she'll never be the same again.

Sign up for my newsletter, The Mollyverse, and get your free copy of Waitress as a welcome gift.

You'll receive free stories, exclusive deals, and special offers, and be the first to know about my new releases. And of course, you can unsubscribe at any time.

An 18,000-word First Time Blacked novella, Waitress will never be published anywhere else. It will remain exclusive to subscribed members of The Mollyverse.
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Introducing Celebrity Skin

Fame has a price. And girls like Emily pay it on their knees. With no guarantees. It's always been that way.

New series Celebrity Skin is a raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star, this series is a soul-crushing journey through the darkest corners of the entertainment industry.

Available Now—Part One—Beautiful Garbage

Emily came to Hollywood with stars in her eyes. The first lesson she learned was the cost of ambition.

A Brief Excerpt

The motel is a two-story dive that looks like it hasn’t been painted since the eighties. The neon sign flickers, buzzing like an angry hornet. I pay the driver—too much—and drag my bag to the front desk. The clerk is a heavy guy with skin like pizza dough and eyes that drop immediately to my chest.

"Forty a night," he grunts. "Six days’ll get your seven if you pay cash upfront. No refunds."

"I'll take the week." It hurts to hand over the money. It leaves me with almost nothing. But I need a base. I need a door that locks.

Room 104. Ground floor. Of course.

I unlock the door and the smell hits me—stale cigarettes, mildew, and bleach that tries and fails to cover up the scent of sex. The carpet is sticky. I won’t think about that. The bedspread is a floral nightmare that looks stiff with fluids I don't want to identify.

I drop my bag, peel off my hoodie, and sit on the edge of the mattress. It groans under me. I catch my reflection in the mirror opposite the bed. I look wrecked. Mascara smudged, blonde hair frizzed out, face pale except for the freckles dusting my nose. My tits look defiant in my little tank top, my nipples still standing at attention.

I need a shower. I need to scrub the bus off me.

But before I can stand, a sound comes through the wall behind the headboard. It’s thin drywall, basically paper.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck! Right there!"

A woman’s voice. Loud. Unashamed. Followed by the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin. It’s ugly and raw.

My breath hitches. I freeze. I should be disgusted. I am disgusted. This is a whorehouse. I’m living in a whorehouse. But the sound—the sheer animal intensity of it—hooks into something deep in my belly. My pussy gives a little involuntary clench, leaking a drop of moisture into my panties.

I squeeze my legs together, terrified of my reaction.

"Harder!" the woman screams next door.

I squeeze my eyes shut. Welcome to Hollywood, Em. You made it. Now all you need to do is survive.



Discover Celebrity Skin at Amazon


Coming Soon in Filthy Little Secrets

Subway Girl

A good girl dresses like a little slut and rides the rush hour trains.

Coming Soon in Other Series

First Time Blacked—Full Court Press

He was her son's best friend. His college ball teammate. A 6'7" powerhouse, black as the ace of spade.

She was 41. A dutiful mother and wife. Living the perfect life.

That was about to change.

Other New Series Coming in 2026

Around the World in 80 Lays

A hotwife slut travelogue. The further erotic adventures of Sarah and Greg. Sarah travels the world in search of brand new thrills.

Celebrity Skin

A hot young blonde's struggle to succeed in Hollywood.

Backdoor Confessions

Many woman carry a secret in their walk. A memory of the night the rules changed for them. The night their "no" turned into them taking it in the ass.

To be notified when my next books drop, follow me on Amazon at https://amazon.com/author/mollypike
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Molly Pike

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

Series

Celebrity Skin

A raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star in Hollywood.

Discover Celebrity Skin at Amazon

Filthy Little Secrets

They don’t want love or respect. They want to be broken and used.

Discover Filthy Little Secrets at Amazon

First Time Blacked

They’re wives. Teachers. Mothers. They’re good girls. White women who’ve lived their whole lives playing by the rules. But when that first big black cock enters the picture, everything falls apart. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

The Fertility Games

It starts with a single, stolen bottle of pills. A good deed of misguided kindness. It ends with a breeding program for the ageing elite.

Discover The Fertility Games at Amazon

Becoming a Slut

An explicit, multi-part descent into submission, sexual rebirth, and husband-led humiliation. Each volume turns up the heat as Sarah sheds her shame and transforms into the fucktoy she was always meant to be.

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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