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Inheritance Island

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

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

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

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

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

Molly Pike

February 2025


Episode Six

Two Women. One Game. Zero Mercy.

One woman thought she had a plan. Another thought she had control.

Neither of them saw the knife coming.

And when the deed is done and the game is won, the victors celebrate by turning the tables on Sophie, Queen of Voyeurs. First, they seduce her. Then they wreck and ruin her. And they film it all.

What a finale!


1.

The morning light spilled into the breakfast room, gilding the long table with a deceptive warmth. The air was still, heavy with the kind of quiet that didn’t feel empty, but vacant.

Isla was first to arrive. She moved with slow, deliberate grace, her winter-white blazer dress crisp and precise, structured to perfection. Every button in place, every seam clean. She sat at the long table, alone, and crossed her legs. Poured coffee. Waited.

The door opened.

Eve.

Isla’s partner in crime. Her fellow murderer. She hesitated in the doorway, her posture stiff, her hands gripping the tie of her hoodie—one of the branded black ones the show provided, though hers looked smaller on her, sleeves yanked over her wrists. Like she wanted to disappear inside it.

Her gaze flicked to Isla. She swallowed and took a seat. Didn’t ask. Didn’t say anything.

The door opened again.

Marcie came in quietly, fluidly, but her eyes were already scanning the room. Counting. Registering. She wore a sleeveless black jumpsuit—fitted, utilitarian, no wasted softness anywhere.

She slid into a chair, smoothed a napkin over her lap, and finally broke the silence.
"Greg or Lila, then. Who do we think?"

No one answered.

A pause. Then—

The door opened one more time and Lila strolled in with a little bounce, all pink lace and sickly-sweet ruffles, a babydoll dress that barely covered the tops of her thighs. White knee socks, glossy red lips, hair up in perfect high pigtails, like she was playing some overgrown little-girl fantasy.

She stopped just past the threshold, scanned the room—slowly, taking her time—then smirked.

"Ah. Greg is dead. Of course."

She didn’t sound surprised. If anything, she sounded pleased.

She took her seat, her long nails clicking against the porcelain as she reached for her coffee. No reaction from Isla. No reaction from Marcie.

But Eve?

Eve flinched.

And then Sophie appeared.

Her image flickered onto the grand screen, reclining lazily in her plush, oversized chair. Tousled hair. Robe barely clinging to her shoulders. "Well, darlings …" she purred, stretching like a cat. "I’m sure you’ve worked it out. Poor old Greg is gone. Our last man standing—snuffed out in the night. And yet…" Her emerald eyes gleamed as she scanned the table. "I see no tears. No outrage."

She let the silence stretch. Then her gaze landed on Lila.

"In fact, Lila—you look rather amused."

Lila lifted her coffee, blew softly, took a slow, indulgent sip. Shrugged.

"Poor Daddy," she murmured. "Guess I’m an orphan now."

Eve choked. Marcie’s jaw tightened. Isla smiled.

Sophie sighed dramatically.

"Well, darlings, I do hope you’re awake—because today, you won’t just be surviving." She tilted her head, watching their reactions with clear delight. "You’ll be searching."

She let that settle, then dropped her bombshell. "Bill Oddie’s fortune didn’t just disappear, my loves. It’s waiting. And so is victory." A slow, deliberate pause. Then, silkily—"Meet me in the ballroom at noon."

The screen flickered to black.


2.

The ballroom was a vision of excess—gold chandeliers, walls of mirrors, flickering candlelight that turned the polished floor into a lake of molten gold. But the only thing that mattered was Sophie.

She stood at the center of it all like a queen, draped in crimson satin, wine glass dangling lazily from one hand. She took her time, swirling the deep red liquid before bringing it to her lips.

"Well, my darlings," she said, "congratulations, you’ve made it this far. The end is night. But tell me …" she tipped her head, eyes gleaming like a cat watching trapped mice, "have you figured out what game you’re really playing yet?"

Silence.

A knowing smile curled Sophie’s lips.

"No?" she sighed dramatically. "Pity. Because I would hope, by now, you should have some ideas … like, how many of you have crept through these halls in the dark? And who among you has blood on their hands?"

She let that sit, let it sink its teeth in.

Then, she moved.

Her heels clicked, slow and deliberate, as she made her way toward Marcie. A single, idle finger trailed along the bare skin of Marcie’s shoulder. A brush of contact, a lingering touch.

Marcie shivered.

"But what is a mystery," Sophie asked, "without an investigation? And what great detective doesn’t need a sidekick?”

She stepped in front of Lila. “Lila, my dear. You lost your Daddy last night. I think that earns you the right to pick your new partner today.”

Lila grinned and turned to Isla. “Because we rhyme.”

Isla laughed and Sophie said, “How lovely. Which leaves you, Marcie, and you, Eve. I think these new pairings should make today … interesting.”

She gestured around them. "Think of this as a game of Clue. A house full of rooms. Secret passageways. Deadly weapons. Murderers hiding in plain sight." Her gaze flicked across them, predatory and amused. "And I do wonder—how many of you have been slipping through those passageways yourselves in the dead of night?" She shrugged. “Well, whatever. As somebody once said, the truth is out there. All you have to do is follow the clues and find it for yourselves. Whoever does, will surely find Bill Oddie’s treasure.”

The air thickened.

“Oh, and one more thing … whoever finds what’s missing first? Might just get an advantage. And whoever lags behind? Well … let’s just say the Island doesn’t favor the weak.”

Eve’s breath caught. Marcie’s fingers twitched. Then, in a snap of instinct—they bolted.

Marcie’s heels clacked wildly as she lunged for the nearest doorway, Eve right behind her, their bodies already angling toward different directions, different theories, different desperate conclusions.

Isla didn’t move. She sat there, thinking. Her fingers drummed softly against her thigh. "Think," she told herself. She and Eve had been using the passageways to reach the Study.

And in Clue? The Study was connected to the Kitchen.

Her gaze snapped to Lila. "Come with me."

Lila—still adjusting the strap of her sugar-pink dress, all babydoll lace and perversion—arched a brow. Then grinned. "Oh, babe. I thought you’d never ask."

She stretched, languid, letting the tiny dress ride up higher, before sauntering after Isla, heels clicking, hips swaying, eyes burning with something dangerous.

**

The air in the kitchen was too still. The silence felt staged. Everything gleamed. Too clean. Too untouched. As if the staff had wiped away more than just the mess.

Lila’s nose scrunched. "Creepy."

And then, a crackling hum cut through the quiet.

The TV screen flickered on, as if triggered remotely.

Static first. A burst of black and white noise, and then a movie shot in color. An apartment building. A window. The curtains almost closed. An unconvincing scream. And then they were inside, and two men were murdering a third, strangling him with a length of rope before hiding his body in a chest.

Isla froze.

Lila stiffened beside her. "What the fuck?"

“Oh, I recognize this,” Isla said. “It’s Alfred Hitchcock. The movie is called Rope.”

The screen buzzed, dimming, cutting to black. Isla’s eyes flicked to the stack of cookbooks beneath the screen. Nestled between them—leaning just so, as if placed there intentionally—was a DVD boxset. A TV show. The Missing.

Lila exhaled through her teeth, tapping her bottom lip with one manicured nail.

"Rope. The Missing." She cocked her head, lips pursed. "What the hell does that mean?"

Isla didn’t answer. Not yet. Instead, she moved.

Her mind was whirring, her eyes sharp and unforgiving, scanning every counter, every surface, every detail that didn’t fit.

Nothing.

Nothing except the wrongness of this room. The unnaturally untouched feeling of it.

She exhaled slowly, pulse steadying, the puzzle rearranging itself behind her eyes.

We should go check out the other rooms," she said. “The ones mentioned in Clue. Let’s start in the Ballroom.”

Lila arched a brow. Then smiled. And followed.


3.

The chandelier swayed. It caught the light and made the shadows dance across the polished floor of the ballroom. It felt as if the old hotel was holding its breath.

And then Isla saw it.

A wrench.

It sat casually atop an old radiator, its dull metal catching just the barest hint of candlelight. Not discarded, placed. Not hidden, left behind on purpose.

Her lips curled. "That movie was called Rope," she murmured, mostly to herself.

Behind her, Lila was watching. Leaning in, closer now, eyes gleaming with curiosity. The strap of her babydoll dress slipped from her shoulder, but she didn’t fix it. She just tilted her head, lips parting slightly. "And here’s a wrench," Isla said, picking it up.

Lila’s gaze dragged over Isla’s fingers on the metal. "I don’t understand," she said.

"Don’t you?" Isla turned to face her, slow and deliberate, the weight of the wrench warm in her palm.

Something passed between them—a knowing, a charge, a dare.

Lila wet her lips. "Tell me what I’m looking at, babe."

Isla grinned. "A rope and a wrench. Two of the weapons in Clue. We need to find the rest. I bet one is missing."

A pause. Then Lila’s pupils blew wide. "Ohhh," she exhaled, slow and wicked, the thrill creeping up her spine.

And then—they moved.

They slipped through the house like shadows, quick and careful, scanning every surface, every forgotten corner. The mansion was a game board, and they were playing to win.

They found Eve and Marcie in the Library.

Eve was frantically flipping through books, fingers skimming pages like she expected to find an answer hidden between the lines. Marcie was standing by the fireplace, staring at a poker like she expected it to start speaking.

"Anything?" Isla asked smoothly.

Eve startled. Marcie scowled. "We’re working on it."

Lila’s smirk was pure indulgence. "Oh, darlings. I don’t think you’re even close."

Marcie bristled. "And you are?"

Lila stepped forward, too close, close enough that Marcie had to tilt her head back to hold her gaze.

"We always are."

She let that sit, then turned, brushing past Isla on the way out. The touch was deliberate—her bare shoulder sliding against Isla’s arm, a whisper of heat, a slow drag of skin on skin.

Isla inhaled through her teeth. Kept walking.

They found the dagger in the Study. A sharp letter opener gleamed on the desk, catching the dim light. Isla picked it up, ran her fingertip along the blade, tested its edge.

"You like playing with knives?" Lila asked.

"Always." Isla turned it in her hand, let the light catch. Then she looked up. "You?"

Lila’s smile was slow, dangerous.

"I like knowing who’s holding them."

Isla pressed the knife into Lila’s palm, let her fingers linger a beat too long before stepping away. "Then let’s keep going."

The Conservatory—the lead pipe. Half-hidden beneath an abandoned planter, long-forgotten, streaked with rust. Lila crouched, fingers wrapping around the cool metal, testing the weight.

She lifted it to her shoulder, one-handed, and gave Isla a look so filthy it should have been illegal. "You think this would break a skull?"

Isla dragged her gaze over the length of her—the way her dress rode up as she balanced on her heels, the slow, playful roll of her wrist. "If you do it right."

Lila grinned. "God, I love when you talk violent."

Isla laughed.

In the lounge, a revolver sat, resting casually on a side table, as if someone had set it down mid-game and never returned.

Isla picked it up. Weighed it in her hand.

Lila watched her, slow-blinking, dragging her nails across the side of her throat like she was imagining the heat of gunmetal against skin. "Shame it’s not loaded," she said.

Isla tilted her head, ran her thumb over the trigger. "You don’t always need bullets to make someone beg."

Lila bit her lip. “The rope, the wrench, the lead pipe, the revolver … what else? Oh, yeah, the dagger. OK, so what’s missing.”

"The candlestick," Isla said.

Lila frowned—then something shifted. Her lips parted. Her breath hitched slightly. "Remember Kayla’s funeral?" she said.

Isla’s gaze snapped to hers. "Yes?"

Lila’s tongue flicked over her bottom lip. "There were candlesticks in the chapel."

A beat of charged silence. Then Isla grinned. Dark. Sharp. Victorious.

She turned on her heel, already moving. "Then that’s where we’re going."

Lila exhaled, low and throaty, then followed.

This wasn’t just a game anymore. This was a hunt. And they were so close to the kill.


4.

The library was too warm.

The fire in the hearth licked against the dark mahogany, throwing flickering shadows across the shelves, but it wasn’t what made Eve uncomfortable.

That was Marcie.

Eve could feel her behind her—watching, circling, hunting.

Her pulse hammered against her ribs, her palms damp as she gripped the edge of the desk, trying to steady herself. She needed to think, needed to stay sharp, needed to—

"You nervous, baby?"

Marcie’s voice—low, lazy, dangerous—right at her ear.

Eve sucked in a sharp breath. Didn’t turn around. "Why would I be nervous?"

Marcie laughed. Not soft, not sweet. Dark. Knowing. Mean. "Because you know what’s coming."

A touch. Barely there. Fingertips tracing down—from the curve of Eve’s throat, dragging slow over her collarbone, skating lower—down the slope of her chest. Not grabbing. Not taking.

Teasing.

Eve shivered.

"You're lying to me, aren't you?" Marcie said.

Her breath was warm against Eve’s cheek.

Eve swallowed hard.

"I don’t know what you’re talking about."

A mistake.

Because the second she said it, Marcie moved. Fast. Brutal. No escape.

A hand in Eve’s hair, yanking her head back, her spine arching as Marcie’s body pressed into her from behind, pinning her against the desk.

"Try again."

Eve gasped—fuck—Marcie was right there, body flush against her, one thigh between her legs, forcing her open.

Marcie breathed her in, lips hovering against Eve’s pulse, feeling it race, feeling her lose. "You want to keep playing dumb, little girl?" Marcie’s fingers tightened in her hair, tugging her head back further, forcing her to submit. "Or do you want to tell me the truth? You’re a murderer, aren’t you?"

Eve clenched her jaw. Refused to answer.

So, Marcie laughed again. "OK, have it your way."

And then—she moved. Fast. Turning Eve, slamming her back against the bookshelves, caging her in with one hand at her throat, the other sliding down—lower, lower—until—

Eve sucked in a sharp breath.

Contact.

Not hard. Not yet.

Just pressure.

Marcie’s palm pressed firmly between Eve’s thighs, pinning her against the shelves with deliberate, unyielding pressure. Marcie reveled in her control, her fingers splayed possessively over the flimsy fabric separating her from Eve’s pussy. She could feel every twitch, every subtle shift of Eve’s hips as they betrayed her composure, chasing more despite herself.

“Now,” Marcie said, the word a velvet thread laced with steel. She watched Eve unravel—her eyes fluttering shut, lashes trembling against her flushed cheeks, her breath splintering into uneven gasps. “Tell me the truth.”

A single, slow roll of her hand, just enough to stoke the fire without letting it blaze. Eve’s body jolted, her head tipping back to thud against the cluttered shelves behind her, a soft clatter of books or trinkets falling unnoticed. Her hands gripped the edges, knuckles whitening, as a shiver raced through her.

“Tell me,” Marcie said again, her tone a taunting caress. She dragged her lips along Eve’s jaw, not kissing—just grazing, her breath warm and maddeningly close, a hint of contact that promised everything and gave nothing. “Or ...”

Her fingers shifted, sliding with calculated precision, parting into a V to tease around Eve’s clit. Her fingertips lingered, tracing slow, deliberate circles, feeling Eve’s thighs tense under her touch. Another press, harder this time, but still restrained, still denying.

Eve choked on a sound—a half-swallowed moan that broke free despite her clenched jaw. Her chest heaved, her lips parting as she fought to hold onto her pride, her defiance. Marcie’s eyes gleamed, drinking in every faltering breath, every shudder.

“Say it,” Marcie said. Her fingers curled tighter, slipping inside her panties now, brushing bare skin with a featherlight touch, causing Eve’s hips buck involuntarily, chasing the pressure Marcie refused to fully grant.

Eve bit her lip hard, a last stand against the inevitable. “I—” Her voice cracked, barely audible, drowned by the pulse pounding in her ears.

Marcie’s hand stilled, hovering, torturing her with the absence of motion. Then, with a wicked glint in her eye, she pushed again—slow, firm, unrelenting—her finger easing its way inside Eve. “You can tell me anytime,” she said.

She fingered Eve with a rhythm that always stopped just short of satisfaction. Edging her closer, closer, but never over. “Tell me, baby,” she purred, her lips brushing Eve’s ear now, her free hand sliding up to pin Eve’s wrist against the shelf. “Tell me, or I’ll keep you like this all night.”

Eve’s resolve shattered. Her head lolled back, a raw, desperate sound tearing from her throat. “Yes—fuck—yes. All right, Marcie, I am. I’m a fucking murderer—” The words spilled out, jagged and pleading, her body arching into Marcie’s touch, surrendering completely.

Marcie chuckled, triumphant, and finally—finally—gave her what she’d been craving. Her fingers moved with purpose now, deft and unrelenting, sliding deeper, curling just right to hit that spot that made Eve’s breath catch and her legs tremble. She quickened the pace, her thumb brushing against Eve’s clit with precise, teasing strokes, building the pressure until it was unbearable. Eve’s body tightened, every muscle coiling like a spring, her nails digging into the shelf as she gasped for air.

Then it hit—Eve’s orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her vision whiting out as her hips jerked uncontrollably against Marcie’s hand. A loud, broken cry tore from her throat, raw and unrestrained, echoing off the walls as her entire body shuddered violently. Her thighs clamped around Marcie’s wrist, trapping her there as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her, leaving her dizzy and breathless. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes—not from pain, but from her overwhelming release, her vulnerability, the way that Marcie had turned her into a helpless little slut. Just like Isla had.

“Isla’s a murderer too.”

“I thought so.” Marcie didn’t pull away at once. She lingered, her fingers slowing but still inside, drawing out the aftershocks as Eve whimpered softly. “You’ve been a good girl,” she said, her words a soothing balm, her lips brushing Eve’s temple. She watched Eve come down, her expression softening to show she wasn’t entirely cruel—only in control.

She pulled back to look Eve in the eye, watching the last aftershocks ripple through her body. "That wasn’t so hard, was it?"

Eve’s whole body felt like it was burning. Her chest was still rising too fast. She was wrecked. Ruined.

And Marcie was ready to move on. "Then we need to get rid of Isla."

Eve’s brain short-circuited. "What?"

Marcie turned, tilted her head, and smiled sweet as sin. "She’s too dangerous." Her voice was cold as steel. She leaned down again, hands braced on the bookshelf, caging Eve in one last time. "She’s been running this game since day one. If we don’t blindside her at Conclave, she’ll pick us off next. You know it."

Eve’s heart slammed against her ribs. Her mind was still fogged from Marcie’s touch, from the heat still coiled low and aching between her legs. Could she betray Isla? Could she even survive if she didn’t?

Marcie reached for her hand again. Laced their fingers together. Squeezed. Just enough to remind Eve who was in control now. "It’s her or us, baby."

Eve closed her eyes. Exhaled slow. And when she opened them again, she knew what she had to do. "Yeah, okay."

A pause.

Then—a flash of steel in her gaze.

"But first let’s find this fucking treasure, eh?"


5.

Lila and Isla slipped out of the hotel, careful, quiet, moving like shadows through the dimly lit courtyard.

They didn’t speak. They didn’t need to.

The chapel loomed ahead, its dark silhouette cutting against the night sky. Wind howled through the cliffs, carrying salt and secrets, curling around Isla and Lila as they ran—fast, reckless, the thrill of the chase beating in their veins.

The old doors creaked open under Isla’s touch, and they slipped inside, breathless.

Candlelight flickered against stone walls, stretching shadows long and hungry. The air was thick—with wax, with dust, with something more. The weight of history. Of watching eyes.

Two golden candlesticks stood at the altar.

Isla moved first. Her fingers curled around the base of one—cool metal, solid weight, a weapon and a key all at once.

A deep breath.

A squeeze.

Then she pulled.

A low click broke the silence.

Stone ground against stone, groaning beneath their feet, sending vibrations up their legs, into their bones.

Lila’s breath hitched. She pressed a hand to her chest, wide-eyed, alive.

Isla turned to her, lips curling.

Then—the door opened.

A passageway.

The last secret.

The one that would lead them straight to victory.

They stepped inside.

The tunnel twisted downward, leading them deeper into the island’s veins. The air was heavy with dust and age, curling in their lungs, whispering against their skin.

Torches lined the walls, flickering, casting light and shadow over exposed thighs, sweat-slick collarbones, lips parted in exhilaration.

"This is insane," Lila said.

Isla didn’t answer. Didn’t hesitate. She was almost too sure. Too confident. Too aware of Lila at her back—of her body heat, of the way their fingers brushed as they moved, of how electric every step felt.

They reached the end of the passageway—a circular crypt, the air ancient and sacred, sconces throwing flickering golden light across carved walls and secrets buried too long.

And at the center—a coffin. Black. Ornate.

Isla exhaled. Then she pushed it open.

Gold.

Coins spilled over the edges in a gleaming cascade. The sight hit like a drug, pure adrenaline, the sharp bite of victory burning hot in Isla’s veins.

"Holy shit," Lila breathed, half laughing, half disbelieving.

Isla sighed, exhaling slowly, letting the moment settle over her like a crown. "We found it."

Lila turned to her, eyes bright, wild, alive. "We fucking won."

Then—

A slow, syrupy chuckle echoed through the chamber.

The sound sent a thrill up Isla’s spine. She spun toward the entrance—

And there she was.

Sophie.

Leaning lazily against the archway, watching them like she’d been waiting for them to catch up.

She was practically glowing—draped in black velvet, the robe slipping to show the bare curve of a shoulder, a glimpse of thigh, emerald eyes shining in the torchlight.

"Well, well." Her voice curled around Isla and Lila like silk, like a noose. "Look at my clever little survivors. One murderer and one heir. And now you’re both …"

Isla’s pulse slammed against her ribs. Lila went rigid, fingers still clutching the edge of the coffin.

Sophie pushed off the wall, taking one slow, deliberate step forward—then another, and another, until she was inside the crypt, standing too close, close enough to smell the vanilla and spice on her skin, close enough to ruin everything.

She smiled. Dark. Amused. Predatory. "Ladies..." she drawled. "You’re both winners. You just won Inheritance Island."

Silence. Thick, weighted, dripping with more than just victory.

Isla barely breathed.

Lila exhaled, shaky, uneven.

Isla looked at Sophie. The way her gaze dragged over them, slow and considering, taking in their flushed skin, the sweat at their temples, the sheer electricity still humming between them.

And Isla decided. This game wasn’t over. Not by a long way.


6.

The Conclave Chamber dripped with decadence. Golden light bled from flickering candelabras, their flames casting serpentine shadows across the polished marble floor. The air throbbed with the weight of finality, with the lingering scent of wax, wine, and bloodless execution.

At the head of the room, Sophie stood like a goddess carved from desire and ruin, draped in a gown that poured over her body like molten gold.

She lifted her crystal glass, slow, deliberate, swirling the dark red liquid inside. Letting the moment stretch. Letting the tension thicken.

Her emerald eyes gleamed with something wicked. Something victorious. Before her stood the final four.

Isla and Lila—predatory, triumphant, wolves in human skin.

Eve and Marcie—rigid, coiled, their betrayal curdling inside them like old wine.

Sophie took a sip, smirk deepening as the tannins bloomed on her tongue.

"You thought you had another vote, didn’t you?" Her voice rang through the chamber, rich with mockery, with amusement sharpened to a blade’s edge. "Another round of betrayals? Another execution? Another clever little scheme?"

She tilted her head, watching Eve’s crumbling composure with all the grace of a cat toying with a dying bird. "No, my darlings." Her grin sharpened. "The game is over."

Her eyes slid to Isla and Lila, satisfied, indulgent. "And these two have won."

Silence.

Then—Eve snapped. "You—" She lunged forward, breath coming hard and fast, hands trembling with rage, with grief, with something worse—realization. "You betrayed me."

The words cracked through the chamber, raw.

Isla arched a brow. Unbothered. Smug. Almost … amused. "Betrayed you?" she echoed, slowly, mocking, tilting her head like she was considering it for the first time. Then she smiled. Sharp. Satisfied. A knife slipping between ribs.

She stepped forward. "Oh, poor sweet little Eve. Sophie showed us the film of you and Marcie in the library."

Eve’s breath caught in her throat.

"You were all set to betray me,” Isla said. “But you got outplayed."

A soft, vicious laugh. "Yes, that’s the truth of it. Right from the start, all me and my partner did was play the game better than you."

Eve whirled toward Lila, eyes wild, panic creeping into the whites.

"And you—"

But Lila just laughed. Tossing her dark waves over one shoulder, she met Eve’s desperation with a grin wicked enough to burn. "Oh, honey." She took a slow step forward. "You never had a chance."

Eve staggered.

Marcie didn’t move. Arms folded, lips pressed tight, her expression cold, unreadable. But her jaw twitched. A crack in the mask. "You two were working together the entire time, weren’t you?"

Isla turned to Lila. "You hear that, baby?"

Lila grinned, closing the distance.

"They finally figured it out."

And then, with a sudden, wicked flourish, Isla fisted a hand in Lila’s hair and dragged her in. Their kiss hit like fire, like war, like a crown being set in place.

Lila moaned against her mouth, all heat and victory, nails dragging down Isla’s arms, pulling closer, deeper, letting the moment sear itself into history.

Eve gasped, horror flooding her face like she’d just woken up inside a nightmare.

Marcie looked away, disgust curling her lips, but—

Sophie?

Sophie laughed.

Delighted. Indulgent. So, so satisfied.

She lifted her glass in a lazy, mocking toast, eyes glinting like she’d been waiting for this exact moment all along.

"Marcie, Eve, your boat is waiting," she announced, each word dripping with finality.

Then she took a last sip of her wine—slow, savoring—watching Eve and Marcie shatter with the same indulgence she might reserve for a fine vintage.

Watching as they turned, defeated, broken, and walked toward the exit.

She smiled against the rim of her glass.

"You lose."


7.

The grand suite was a temple of excess—high ceilings, walls dripping in gold trim, a bar stocked with liquor so expensive it might as well have been bottled sin.

Floor-to-ceiling windows opened onto a balcony overlooking the island, the ocean rolling in the distance like a restless lover. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine and something deeper, darker—the ghosts of every indulgence, every wicked thing that had ever taken place within these walls.

And at the center of it all, Sophie lounged. She draped herself across her chair like a queen on her throne, a glass of something dangling between languid fingers. The slit of her gown cut high, dangerous, exposing the length of one long, perfect leg.

The game was over.

And now?

Now she got to enjoy the aftermath. She was looking forward to watching Isla fuck Lila. Or would it be the other way around?

She swirled her drink lazily, watching the way the light fractured against the glass, already anticipating the show Isla and Lila would put on for her. She had orchestrated their victory, after all. She owned it.

She lifted the glass to her lips—

And then—

A soft, almost imperceptible shift in the air.

The hair on the back of her neck prickled before she even realized why.

There had been no knock. No door opening.

Yet—movement.

She turned—sharp, alert—just in time to see the gilded frame to the left of the fireplace swinging open on hidden hinges.

A passageway.

And slipping soundlessly from the dark like something out of a fever dream, Isla and Lila.

Sophie went very, very still.

Isla stepped through first, her movements sleek, effortless, the prowl of a woman who didn’t ask permission—she took.

Her satin slip—black as ink—clung to her olive-toned skin, the thin straps barely hanging on to taut, sculpted shoulders. The fabric molded to her like a second skin.

Lila followed, deliberate contrast—soft where Isla was sharp, teasing where Isla was commanding. Her dress was scandalously sheer, nothing but a whisper of fabric draped over full breasts and hips, dark waves tumbling over one shoulder, lips painted something deep, almost sinful.

Their eyes—hungry. Knowing. Patient.

Sophie didn’t let it show, but a flicker of something warm coiled in her belly.

She tilted her head and set her drink down with deliberate ease. "Come to thank me?"

She was a queen humoring her subjects.

Lila’s lips parted just slightly, her gaze flicking downward, lingering on the way Sophie’s gown pooled around her like molten gold.

Isla smiled. "Not exactly," she said.

Sophie raised a brow, amusement laced through her features.

"Oh?"

A shift. A tension.

Isla stepped forward, disrupting the air between them.

Lila took her time crossing the room, every step measured, calculated, as if she was approaching something delicate and dangerous all at once.

"We learned a lot from watching you," Isla said. Her voice was low, rich, velvety, the kind of sound that wrapped around your throat and tightened—slowly, deliciously. "From watching everything. Lila here, she can hack."

Sophie stilled. The weight of it. The implication. Oh. They’d seen everything. All the films she’d saved. Maybe they’d seen her, enjoying her home movies? They weren’t here to thank her. They were here to collect. Or maybe punish her.

Sophie inhaled, slow, controlled. She straightened just slightly, eyes flicking between them. Assessing. Calculating. "Did you? Oh."

Lila hummed, stepping closer, just close enough for Sophie to catch the scent of jasmine warming on her skin. "Mmhmm," she whispered, tilting her head, gaze heavy-lidded.

"And now?"

A pause—a deliberate one.

Then, soft, syrupy: "We think it’s time for a little… role reversal."

The air crackled. Charged. Isla took another slow step forward.

Lila perched on the edge of the chaise, fingers trailing featherlight over Sophie’s arm. Testing. Watching. Savoring.

Sophie didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. But her pulse betrayed her.

Isla could see it in Sophie’s neck. She reached out, traced the edge of Sophie’s jaw with the back of her fingers. She leaned in, only a breath away, low and certain. "Did you really think you were untouchable?"

Sophie exhaled, slow, measured. But she felt it. The shift. The unraveling. A brand-new game was beginning.
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Sophie’s breath hitched, almost imperceptibly, as Isla loomed closer, the predator’s smirk never wavering. The air between them crackled, thick with unspoken challenges. Sophie tilted her chin defiantly, her emerald eyes locked on Isla’s, refusing to blink.

Isla let her hand drift closer, fingertips brushing the silk over Sophie’s hip—not grabbing, just skimming, a promise of what could come. “You’ve been untouchable for too long, Sophie. Let’s see how long that lasts.”

Before Sophie could retort, Lila showed her the phone in her hands. She was recording this. She looked up at Sophie through her lashes, her lips parting in a pout that was equal parts innocence and menace. “You’re so pretty, Mommy,” she trilled, dripping with syrupy sweetness. “All dressed up like you’re too good for us. But I bet you’re not. I bet you’re dying for somebody to take care of you.”

Sophie’s jaw tightened, a flicker of irritation—or was it something else?—crossing her face. “Don’t call me that,” she snapped, but her tone lacked its usual bite, undercut by the way her chest rose faster, the silk straining against her curves.

Lila giggled, undeterred, and set the phone down on the mantel above the fireplace, angling it to frame the scene—Sophie’s poised elegance flanked by Isla’s sleek menace and Lila’s teasing fragility. “Oh, Mommy, don’t be mad,” Lila cooed, as she returned to her side. “You’ve been watching us forever. Now it’s our turn. Let me make you feel good.”

Sophie’s lips parted, a sharp rebuke on the tip of her tongue, but Isla moved then. Her hand trailed up Sophie’s arm, slow and deliberate, until her fingers curled around Sophie’s wrist, lifting it and pinning it lightly above her head. “She’s right,” Isla murmured, her lips hovering near Sophie’s ear, breath hot against her skin. “You’ve been the queen up there, pulling strings. But queens fall too. Let them eat cake and all that.”

Sophie’s pulse jumped under Isla’s grip, visible in the delicate hollow of her throat. She swallowed, her composure fraying at the edges, but she still managed a smirk, clinging to her power. “You think a camera and some cheap flirting will break me? I’ve orchestrated worse than this.”

“Two cameras,” Lila said, nodding at the phone Isla has just produced. Her hands moved then. She pressed her palm against Sophie’s chest, fingers splaying over the silk, tracing the outline of her breasts with a reverence that bordered on worship. “Mommy’s so perfect,” she said, a soft, teasing lilt. She pushed closer, her body molding to Sophie’s, her lips brushing the fabric as she nuzzled against her. “So full and soft. I’ve wanted to touch you like this for so long.” Her fingers circled, slow and deliberate, thumbs grazing the peaks through the silk until Sophie’s breath caught audibly.

“Stop it,” Sophie hissed, but her voice wavered, and her free hand twitched as if unsure whether to shove Lila away or pull her closer. Isla’s grip tightened on her wrist, a silent warning, and Sophie’s head tipped back slightly, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders like ink.

“Stop?” Isla echoed, her tone mocking. She leaned in, her lips grazing Sophie’s jaw, not kissing—just tasting the tension there. “You don’t mean that. Look at you—already trembling—and we’ve barely started.” Her free hand slid down Sophie’s side, fingers hooking into the silk and tugging it up.

Lila giggled again, her hands growing bolder. She slipped her fingers beneath the gown’s neckline, tugging it down to bare the tops of Sophie’s breasts, her touch lingering as she pressed soft, open-mouthed kisses against the exposed flesh. “Mommy likes it,” she said, her breath warm against Sophie’s skin. “I can tell. You’re all tight and needy here.” Her tongue flicked out, teasing the edge of a nipple through the silk, and Sophie’s body jerked involuntarily, a strangled sound escaping her throat.

The phone above the fireplace captured every flinch, every crack in Sophie’s facade. Her emerald eyes darted to it, then back to Isla, then down to Lila, who was now sucking gently through the fabric, her hands kneading with shameless intent. “You’re—filthy,” Sophie managed, but the word came out breathless, less an accusation and more a confession.

“Filthy?” Isla asked, her hand sliding higher under the gown, brushing the inside of Sophie’s thigh—going just far enough to make her squirm. “You’ve been filming filth for weeks. You’ve filmed both of us. Now it’s your turn to star.” She turned Sophie’s face towards her and claimed Sophie’s mouth—not softly, but with a hunger that demanded submission.

Sophie resisted for a heartbeat, her lips firm, then parted under the onslaught, a soft moan slipping free as Isla’s tongue swept in. Lila hummed happily, her mouth still working Sophie’s breasts, her fingers slipping beneath the silk now, finding bare skin and rolling a nipple between them. Sophie’s knees buckled slightly, her pinned wrist flexing in Isla’s grasp, her control slipping like sand through her fingers.

Sophie’s moan lingered in the air, a fragile thread of sound that betrayed her more than words ever could. Isla pulled back from the kiss, her lips glistening, her dark eyes glinting with triumph as she held Sophie’s gaze. The hand on Sophie’s thigh stayed firm, fingers brushing higher but not yet giving her what her trembling body clearly craved. Lila, still pressed against Sophie’s side, lifted her head from her worship of Sophie’s breasts, her lips wet and parted, a wicked little smile curling them.

“Mommy’s so pretty when she’s all flustered,” Lila said, her voice a sing-song taunt, dripping with delight. She rocked back on her heels, her small frame buzzing with energy, her fingers twitching with the urge to unravel Sophie completely. “You’re always so perfect, so put-together. I’ve dreamed about messing you up.” Her eyes flicked to Isla, a silent plea for permission, and Isla’s nod was subtle but clear—go ahead, take her apart.

Lila’s hands moved with a mix of reverence and mischief, sliding up Sophie’s torso again, lingering over the silk-clad curves of her breasts one last time before finding the delicate straps of the gown. She tugged the straps down, inch by agonizing inch, her knuckles grazing Sophie’s collarbone, then her shoulders, as the fabric slipped free. The emerald silk parted, revealing the black lace bra beneath—intricate, expensive, a perfect match for Sophie’s untouchable elegance. It cupped her full breasts, the sheer fabric hinting at the dark peaks underneath, and Lila’s breath hitched audibly with excitement.

Sophie’s free hand jerked, as if to stop her, but Isla’s grip on her pinned wrist tightened, and a low, warning hum from Isla’s throat kept her still. “Let her play,” Isla said, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear again. “She’s been dying to get her hands on you. You can feel it, can’t you? How much she wants this.”

Sophie’s chest heaved, her emerald eyes flashing with defiance and maybe something darker—arousal or the thrill of being cornered by them. “You’re both ridiculous,” she managed, but the words were shaky, undercut by the way her body arched slightly as Lila tugged again. The gown slid lower, catching briefly at her waist, leaving the bra fully exposed. Lila paused, her fingers tracing the lace edges with a reverence that bordered on obsession, her thumbs brushing the underside of Sophie’s breasts through the fabric.

“Oh, Mommy,” Lila breathed. “This is so pretty. Did you wear it just for us?” She giggled, pressing closer, her hands cupping Sophie’s breasts again, now over the lace. Her thumbs grazed the nipples, teasing them into stiff peaks beneath the sheer material, and Sophie’s sharp intake of breath was a victory Lila didn’t miss. She leaned in, her lips brushing the lace, kissing softly before sucking gently through it, her hands kneading with shameless intent.

“Stop it,” Sophie said again, but again her voice wavered.

Isla ignored her, tugging at Sophie’s dress to expose the matching lace panties beneath all that silk. And Lila didn’t relent—she pulled back from Sophie’s chest only long enough to find the bra’s front clasp, her fingers deft and eager. “Time to see all of you,” she said, undoing it with a soft click. The lace parted, falling open to bare Sophie’s breasts completely, and Lila let out a delighted gasp, her hands returning to cup the soft, warm flesh. “So perfect,” she said, her thumbs circling the nipples now free of any barrier, her mouth following to kiss and nip with unrestrained adoration. “I knew you’d feel like this. So full and soft.”


9.

“Look at the camera, Sophie,” Isla said. She tilted Sophie’s chin with her free hand again, forcing her to face the blinking red light on her phone, the silent witness. “Let’s see all that elegance, slipping away.” Her fingers slid higher up Sophie’s thigh, brushing the edge of her panties now, a deliberate tease that made Sophie’s hips twitch despite herself.

Lila’s hands slid lower, abandoning Sophie’s breasts for a moment to tug at the gown still clinging to her waist. She pulled it down with slow, deliberate care, her fingers grazing Sophie’s hips, then her thighs, as the silk pooled at her feet in a shimmering heap. Sophie sat there, stripped to her lace panties, the bra hanging uselessly from her shoulders until Lila peeled it off entirely, tossing it aside with a gleeful little laugh.

Sophie’s lips parted, a protest forming, but it died as Isla’s hand slipped beneath the lace of her panties, brushing against her heat with a touch that was both cruel and deliberate. “No more talking,” Isla growled, her fingers circling slowly, drawing a choked gasp from Sophie’s throat. “You’re ours now. Let’s make a movie.”

Lila dropped to her knees, her hands lingering on Sophie’s calves, then her thighs, as she looked up with that faux-innocent pout. “Don’t fight it, Mommy,” she said, soft and coaxing, her fingers tracing patterns on Sophie’s skin. “I’ll take such good care of you.”

Sophie’s skin prickled under the cool air of the suite, her body exposed and trembling, the last vestiges of her control slipping like the silk at her feet. Her dark hair clung to her neck, her emerald eyes dilated with fury and need, and her lips, still swollen from Isla’s kiss, parted as she fought to steady her breath.

Isla’s hand lingered beneath the lace of Sophie’s panties, her fingers moving with agonizing precision—slow circles that teased without satisfying, keeping Sophie teetering on the edge. “You’re so quiet now,” Isla purred into Sophie’s ear. “Where’s that sharp tongue gone?”

Sophie’s snapped response dissolved into a soft whimper as Isla’s fingers dipped lower, brushing her clit and making her thighs clench. “I don’t—” she started, but Lila cut her off with a delighted hum, still kneeling at her feet.

“Don’t lie, please,” Lila said, her tone playful but edged with something sharper. She rose slowly, her small hands trailing up Sophie’s legs, lingering at the tops of her thighs before sliding back to her bare breasts. “You’re all shaky and warm. I can feel how much you like it.” Her fingers splayed over Sophie’s chest again, cupping and squeezing with that same reverent mischief, her thumbs flicking the nipples until they hardened further under her touch. She pressed her lips to one, sucking softly, then harder, her tongue swirling as Sophie’s hips jerked involuntarily.

Sophie’s free hand flexed, hovering near Lila’s shoulder as if unsure whether to push or pull, but Isla’s grip on her pinned wrist tightened, anchoring her in place. “Let her,” Isla whispered, her breath hot against Sophie’s neck. “She’s obsessed with you—can’t you tell? Been dreaming about these—” Her hand left Sophie’s jaw to trace the curve of one breast, brushing Lila’s fingers aside for a moment before letting her resume. “And you’re letting her have them.”

Lila pulled back just enough to look up at Sophie, her dark eyes wide and gleaming, her lips wet from her ministrations. “Mommy’s so good to me,” she said, dripping with faux innocence. “Letting me play with you like this. I knew you’d be perfect.” She leaned in again, her mouth closing over the other nipple now, her hands kneading relentlessly, drawing a ragged gasp from Sophie’s throat. The sensation rippled through her, a direct line to the heat pooling where Isla’s fingers teased.

“Fuck,” Sophie breathed, the word slipping out unbidden, raw and unguarded. Her head tipped back, her composure fracturing under the dual assault. The camera caught it all—the flush creeping down her chest, the way her thighs trembled, the desperate little sounds she couldn’t stifle.

Isla grinned, her fingers slowing even further, dragging out the torment. “There it is,” she said. “That’s what we wanted to hear. Keep going, Lila—she’s close.” Her hand slid deeper, parting Sophie’s folds with a deliberate stroke, then retreating just as Sophie’s hips chased the pressure. “Oh, no, not yet. Not ‘til you beg for it.”

Lila giggled against Sophie’s skin, her mouth still working one breast while her hand pinched and rolled the other nipple, her movements growing bolder. “Come on, Sophie,” she teased, mimicking a plea as she nuzzled closer, her cheek pressed to Sophie’s chest. “Tell us you want it. I wanna hear you say it so bad.” Her teeth grazed lightly, a sharp contrast to the softness of her voice, and Sophie’s whole body tensed, a choked moan escaping her lips.

Sophie’s eyes fluttered shut, her pride warring with the fire licking through her veins. “You’re—insane,” she managed, but it came out weak, breathless, her defiance crumbling under the weight of her own arousal. Isla’s fingers pressed again, harder this time, circling with intent, and Lila’s mouth sucked greedily, her hands relentless, and Sophie’s resolve snapped like a taut wire.

“Oh, fuck, please,” she gasped, the word tearing free despite herself. “Please—just—do it.” Her hips rocked forward, seeking Isla’s hand, her body betraying every ounce of her former restraint.

Isla’s eyes flashed with victory, but she didn’t relent yet. “Louder,” she demanded, her fingers stilling just short of what Sophie needed. “Let the camera hear you.”

Lila pulled back, her lips glistening, her hands still cupping Sophie’s breasts as she looked up with that maddening pout. “Yeah, Mommy, louder,” she echoed, her fingers pinching lightly, coaxing another whimper. “Beg us. I wanna hear it so much.”

Sophie’s chest heaved, her dignity in shreds, and she broke. “Please!” she cried. “Please, I need it—fuck, just—please!”
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Sophie’s plea hung in the air, a broken, filthy cry that ricocheted off the art deco mirrors, her voice stripped bare of its usual polish. “Please! Please, I need it—fuck, just—please!” Her body trembled violently, pinned between Isla’s fingers and Lila’s relentless tongue, her thighs slick with want, her pride drowned in the flood of her own desperation.

Isla’s smile widened, a predator’s grin, her dark eyes glinting with savage satisfaction. “That’s it, Sophie, you slut.” Her hand moved beneath Sophie’s panties, no more teasing—fingers plunging deep, curling hard and laughing when Sophie’s spine arched like a bowstring. Isla pumped without mercy, her thumb grinding against Sophie’s clit, slick and swollen and wet.

Sophie’s mouth fell open, a raw, moan tearing free as Isla fucked her with brutal intent, her hips bucking helplessly against the onslaught. Her free hand clawed at the leather beneath her, nails scraping, desperate for something to hold onto as her body betrayed her completely. The lace of her panties stretched tight, soaked through, clinging to Isla’s wrist as she drove deeper, faster, her rhythm unrelenting.

Lila let out a delighted squeal, her hands clawing at Sophie’s breasts with renewed hunger. She latched onto one nipple with her mouth, sucking hard, teeth grazing the sensitive flesh as her tongue flicked wildly. Her fingers dug into the other breast, pinching and twisting the nipple until it was red and throbbing, her nails leaving faint crescents in Sophie’s perfect skin. “You’re so fucking wet for us—look at you, all sloppy and needy!”

Sophie’s head thrashed, her dark hair whipping against her shoulders, her emerald eyes wide and glassy with overwhelm. “Fuck—oh God—” she choked out, her voice cracking as the pressure built, a tight, coiling heat that threatened to split her open. Isla’s fingers twisted inside her, her thumb relentless, and Lila’s mouth sucked harder, a lewd, wet sound that mingled with Sophie’s own gasps. Her thighs shook, her knees buckling, but Isla’s grip and the back of the chair kept her upright, more or less, and forced her to take it all.

The camera caught every filthy detail—the sweat beading on Sophie’s chest, the way her breasts bounced under Lila’s greedy hands, the glistening mess between her thighs as Isla worked her.

“Come on, you slut,” Isla said, her breath hot against Sophie’s neck as she bit down lightly, marking her. “Come for us—show the world what a needy little bitch you are.” Her fingers slammed deeper, curling and thrusting, her thumb pressing down hard, and Sophie shattered.

She screamed. The noise—high and broken—echoed around the suite. Her body convulsed, hips jerking wildly against Isla’s hand, a gush of wet heat soaking her panties and dripping down her thighs, pooling on the leather beneath her. Her breasts heaved under Lila’s mouth, her nipples raw and oversensitive as Lila kept sucking, kept pinching, drawing out every shuddering aftershock. Tears streaked down Sophie’s face—not from pain, but from the sheer, filthy intensity of it, the humiliation and ecstasy crashing together and leaving her gasping, sobbing, and undone.

Lila pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening, her hands still kneading Sophie’s breasts as she looked up at her with adoring eyes. “Mommy came so hard,” she said, her words full of glee. She dragged a finger through the wetness on Sophie’s thigh, bringing it to her mouth and sucking it clean with a lewd pop. “So messy. So good.”

Isla slowed her movements, her fingers still buried deep, coaxing out the last trembling spasms as Sophie slumped against back of her chair, her breath coming in jagged, hiccupping sobs. “Look at you,” Isla said, her tone softer now but no less cruel. She pulled her hand free, slick and shining, and smeared it across Sophie’s stomach, leaving a glistening trail. “Fucking wrecked. And we’ve got it all on tape.”

Sophie’s eyes fluttered open, dazed and unfocused, landing on the camera. The reality of it hit her like a punch: she’d begged, she’d screamed, she’d come apart for them, and it was all recorded. Shame burned through her, sharp and searing, but beneath it, a darker current pulsed—relief, release, a twisted thrill at being so utterly claimed. She tried to speak, to reclaim some shred of dignity, but all that came out was a weak, shuddering whimper.

Lila giggled, pressing a soft kiss to Sophie’s abused breast, her hands still roaming possessively. “Don’t cry, Mommy,” she urged, her tone mocking yet tender. “You know, we’re not done yet.”

Isla plucked the phone from the mantel and handed it to Lila, whose nimble hands worked magic, casting the recording to the widescreen TV. her smirk wicked as she tapped the screen, the camera app flickering to life. “You’re gonna love this,” she said. The screen lit up, replaying Sophie’s collapse—her screams, her thrashing, the wet mess of her climax—all in high definition, the sound tinny but unmistakable.

Sophie’s eyes widened, a fresh wave of shame crashing over her as her own voice filled the room, begging and breaking. “No—turn it off,” she rasped, her hands clutching the armrests, but her protest was weak, her body too spent to fight.

Lila giggled, dropping to her knees between Sophie’s thighs. “Oh, Mommy, you don’t mean that,” she teased, her hands prying Sophie’s legs apart with eager insistence. She spread them wide, hooking Sophie’s knees over the armrests, leaving her splayed open, her soaked panties clinging obscenely to her swollen folds. “You’re still so pretty down here,” Lila murmured, her fingers tracing the damp lace before hooking it aside, exposing Sophie’s glistening pussy to the cool air and the lens of Isla’s phone.

Isla stepped closer, phone in hand, zooming in on Sophie’s face first—capturing the flush of her cheeks, the tear-streaked mascara, the way her lips trembled as she watched herself on the screen. “Look at that,” Isla said. “The Queen of Voyeurs, all fucked out and crying. Smile for me.” She tilted the phone lower, the camera dipping to focus on Sophie’s spread thighs, the wet, pink mess Lila had revealed, every detail sharp and unforgiving.

Sophie’s head jerked, trying to turn away, but Lila’s hands clamped down on her thighs, holding her in place. “Watch, Mommy,” she said, her breath hot against Sophie’s skin as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste the slickness there. Sophie jolted, a choked moan escaping her lips, her eyes darting back to the screen despite herself.

Lila dove in, her mouth latching onto Sophie’s pussy with greedy hunger, tongue lapping messily at her clit, then plunging lower to suck at her folds. She moaned into Sophie’s flesh, the sound vibrating through her, her hands gripping Sophie’s hips to pull her closer. “So fucking good,” Lila mumbled, her words muffled as she feasted, lips and chin glistening with Sophie’s pussy juices. She sucked harder, her tongue swirling, then thrusting inside, sloppy and shameless, her nose pressed against Sophie’s clit.

Isla zoomed in tighter, the phone’s lens catching every twitch of Sophie’s pussy, every smear of wetness on Lila’s face. “You hear that?” she said, as she swung the camera back to Sophie’s expression—eyes half-lidded, mouth slack, a fresh tear slipping down her cheek. “She’s eating you alive, and you’re loving it. Say it.”

Sophie’s chest heaved, her breasts still red and marked from Lila’s earlier attention, her body shuddering as Lila’s tongue worked her relentlessly. “I—I can’t—” she gasped, but the lie dissolved into a keening wail as Lila’s lips closed around her clit, sucking hard, her fingers digging into Sophie’s thighs to keep her spread wide. Her earlier screams, replayed on the TV, synced with the wet, filthy sounds of Lila’s mouth, and Sophie’s resolve crumbled again.

“I love it,” she sobbed, her voice breaking, raw and wrecked. “Fuck—I love it—please don’t stop—” Her hips bucked, grinding against Lila’s face, her hands clawing at the armrests as the pleasure built again, sharp and unbearable.

Isla held the phone steady as she filmed Sophie’s face contorting, then panned down to Lila’s eager, sloppy work—tongue lashing, lips sucking, Sophie’s pussy dripping onto the leather below. “That’s our girl,” Isla growled. “Come again. Show us how fucking dirty you can get.”

Lila hummed happily, her mouth relentless, and Sophie broke a second time—her scream louder, hoarser, her body seizing as she came hard against Lila’s tongue, a fresh gush soaking Lila’s chin and the chair. Her thighs quaked, her head thrown back, tears streaming as the orgasm ripped through her, filthy and unrestrained, every spasm caught on Isla’s phone.


Epilogue.

“OK, Sophie,” Isla said. “Remember when I fisted poor Eve? I bet you loved watching that … well, now, it’s your turn.”
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Episode One

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

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

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

Let the games begin.

Episode Two

A blowjob so good it should’ve earned immunity.

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

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

Episode Three

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

They "murdered" Tom last night.

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

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

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

Episode Four

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

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

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

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

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

Episode Five

A Good Girl Broken. A Bad Girl in Control.

The Murderers wanted Luke dead, but Kayla got in the way. So now, she must die.

A drink is poisoned. A coffin lid slammed shut. And sweet, foolish Kayla—so desperate to please, so easy to use—is gone for good. Buried alive in the game she swore she could win.

And Luke? He should have been untouchable. An iron fist. An Alpha among sheep. A king among pawns.

But the women of Inheritance Island? They’re done playing fair.

That night, bratty Lila kneels for "Daddy" Greg again, and Isla ruins Eve with her mouth and fingers and fist.

While Sophie watches it all.

Episode Six

Two Women. One Game. Zero Mercy.

One woman thought she had a plan. Another thought she had control.

Neither of them saw the knife coming.

And when the deed is done and the game is won, the victors celebrate by turning the tables on Sophie, Queen of Voyeurs. First, they seduce her. Then they wreck and ruin her. And they film it all.

What a finale!


Yachties

Maiden Voyage

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

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

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

Knots

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

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

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

Stern

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

Primary

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

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

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

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

Tender

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

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


Between Charters

Rachel Unleashed

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

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

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

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

Margot Unleashed

Her body. Their playground.

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

Two brothers. Two cocks. No limits.

Alice Unleashed

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

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

Nothing will ever be the same again

Rosie Unleashed

Lights. Camera. Carnage.

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

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

While Fabiola zooms in for the money shots.


Also Available

Casting Call

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

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

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

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

Open House

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

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

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

Counteroffer

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

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

Private Showing

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

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

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

Water Rights

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

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

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

Bidding War

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

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

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

One winner. No shame. And no backing down.

Who's coming out on top?

Property

Miranda wanted Power. She got owned.

Miranda Blake had it all—power, money, men wrapped around her little finger. She didn’t kneel for anyone.

Then Kendra broke her.

Now, the woman who once ruled the property game has become Kendra's plaything, down on her knees, punished and stretched, humiliated beyond reason or rhyme.

Miranda should fight back. Should run. Should claw her way out of this mess.

But when Kendra tightens the leash, grabs her by the hair, and whispers, Good girl … Miranda melts.

Breaking Ground

In real estate, everything is negotiable—including Adam's new protege, Olivia Deighton.

The property game is all about leverage. Olivia knows that better than most. But when Daddy's little princess turns her back on the billion-dollar family business to build a career of her own in high-end real estate, she finds she's the one being leveraged.

Her new boss, Adam Westbrook, is every bit as ruthless as he is successful. And he’s building an empire where hunger is rewarded and submission is required.

Olivia always knew what it would take to win. Now she’s learning how much she’s willing to lose.


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.

MASSACRED

A Hot Wife Valentine's Day Adventure

One night. Every hole. No mercy.

Hotwife Hannah is no stranger to her husband Paul’s filthy fantasies, but this time he’s raising the stakes. Surrounded by men ready to take her rough and hard, Hannah is stretched, and used, and filled in every way. She doesn’t resist—she can’t. With Paul recording every gasp and scream, Hannah takes more than she ever thought possible.

EGGED

A Hot Wife Easter Adventure

This Valentine’s Day, Hannah becomes the ultimate fucktoy.

This Easter, Hannah is hiding the eggs, and getting wrecked by them.

Paul didn’t buy his wife flowers or chocolates. He bought her a pair of remote control vibrating eggs and personally ensured they were fitted properly.

At brunch, Hannah can barely hold it together because Paul is playing with his remote, pushing her to the edge again and again while she tries to hold conversations with neighbors and friends.

After brunch, a walk in the park quickly turns filthy. Vibrations absolutely hammer Hannah's G-spot, leaving her dripping and gasping for breath.

And then, an older couple realize what's happening. And Paul? He hands the man Hannah's remote.

Now she has no control, no mercy, and no escape. Now Hannah's on display, compelled to maintain eye contact with this elderly stranger while he plays her like a filthy little instrument, making her shake and moan. Hannah's husband and the stranger's wife watch the show together, enjoying her suffering. And when Hannah breaks, when she comes so fucking hard she nearly collapses, all they do is laugh. And tell her to thank the nice man.

Forget the bunnies and chocolates—this year, Hannah’s the real Easter treat.

An explicit slutwife exhibitionist fantasy.


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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