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Becoming a Slut

She was the perfect wife. Until a stranger touched her on a crowded subway ride—and she didn’t say no.

Sarah Gale was polished, poised, and loyal. A redhead with a husband, a quiet life … and one filthy secret waiting to be set free.

One grope on a crowded subway train rewires her body—and her marriage—forever. Her husband doesn’t get angry when she tells him. He gets hard. And he wants to see just how far his beautiful wife can fall.

What starts with cam shows and dirty pictures quickly spirals into motel threesomes, gloryhole worship, public use, gangbangs, and double penetration and more. Every limit gets tested. Every hole gets used. Every secret part of Sarah gets stripped away. Until she’s not just a stunning hotwife—she’s his slut. A submissive, aching, cum-dripping wife who lives to obey, to perform, to beg for more.

Becoming a Slut is 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 hungry, obedient fucktoy she was always meant to be.

Series Themes

	Hotwife Corruption—From loyal trophy wife to filthy little fucktoy, Sarah’s descent comes hard and fast, and she's totally up for it.
	Exhibition and Voyeurism—Cam shows, sex tapes, and husband-led humiliation where she performs for strangers—and learns to crave their eyes.
	Hotwife and cuckold dynamics
	Double Penetration and Shared Use—Her holes aren’t just open, they’re available. Simultaneously. Frequently.
	Public Play and Chikan Fantasy—What starts with a single wandering hand on a subway ends with her soaked, stuffed, and on display in the real world.
	Psychological Submission—Greg doesn’t only open her legs. He rewires her brain. And Sarah loves it.
	Transformation Erotica—A spiral into obedience, hunger, and hot, shameless freedom.
	No return to “normal”. Not ever.



New Year's Eve Hotwife

New Year, Same Slutwife.

It’s New Year’s Eve on a private yacht in New York Harbor, and Sarah is both the entertainment and a teacher tonight.

Their billionaire host—her husband Greg's client—wants her to introduce his own trophy wife to the lifestyle she adores.

And Sarah, as usual, is happy and keen to oblige.

Her mission is submission to a group of big Black bulls there to destroy them both before the Times Square ball drops.

New Year’s Eve Hotwife (9,000 words) is the explosive Holiday Special sequel to Naughty List Hotwife. If you love wife-swapping, interracial gangbangs with painful size differences, and watching two gorgeous hotwives become sisters in slime, this might be your countdown to ecstasy.

Expect ruthless backdoor stretching, relentless double-teaming, and a messy grand finale under the light of the fireworks that bodes well for a very dirty new year.

Molly Pike

December 2025

PS. This will be the last story in the Becoming a Slut series. But do not despair. Sarah and Greg will return in Around the World in 80 Lays, a Hotwife Slut Travelogue.


New Year’s Eve Hotwife

The dress Greg laid out on the bed wasn't clothing. It was a suggestion.

Silver chainmail mesh, heavy and cold in my hands, designed to drape over my body like liquid metal. The back plunged to the base of my spine. The hemline was a rumor.

"No panties," Greg said from the bathroom doorway, watching me holding it up. "Obviously."

"Obviously," I echoed. My stomach gave that familiar, delicious lurch.

Greg walked over, naked except for a towel wrapped around his waist. He looked sharp tonight—freshly shaved, hair styled, eyes alight with the specific kind of hunger he only got when he was planning to give me away.

"Tonight isn't just a party, Sarah," he said, taking the dress from me and tossing it carelessly onto the duvet. "It's a favor."

"A favor?"

"For Ralph. You remember Ralph?"

"The property guy? The silver fox with the offices in Chelsea?"

"Yeah, that's him. He's bringing his wife, Erica."

Greg’s hand slid down my bare arm, his fingers trailing heat. "Erica is… new to the lifestyle. She’s played a little. Soft swap. A few hotel dates. A session with our old friends Hannah and Paul. But she’s never been pushed, not really."

He paused, looking me right in the eye.

"And she’s never taken with a big Black cock."

My breath hitched. "Oh."

"Yeah." My husband grinned. "So now Ralph wants to break Erica in properly. Start the new year with a wife who really knows her place. So, he hired some talent."

"Talent?" I whispered.

"Five of them. Professionals. Big men, Sarah. Really fucking big."

My inner thighs clenched instinctively. Five. Five big Black cocks.

"And that's where you come in," Greg continued. "Erica is going to be scared. She needs to see that it’s possible. She needs to see a woman take a cock the size of her forearm and beg for more."

He stepped closer, pressing his hips against mine.

"I need you to be the example, Sarah. I need you to show her how a real slut takes a pounding."

"I can do that," I said, my voice trembling slightly.

"I know you can," Greg smiled. "But don't think you're just there to teach. Ralph hired these men for you too. I want to see you stretched. I want to see you completely full. I want to see you wrecked."

He reached over to the nightstand and opened the drawer. He pulled out the large, black silicone dildo—the one we affectionately called 'The Monster.' It was thick. Veiny. Intimidating.

"Turn around," he commanded.

I turned. I braced my hands on the bedpost.

"Spread."

I widened my stance. I felt the cool air on my pussy.

"We need to make sure you're ready for tonight," Greg murmured against my ear. "I don't want you tight when the real thing arrives. I want you to make me proud."

He pushed the head of the toy against my slick entrance. It was cold silicone against my hot, wet flesh. There was no lube, just the evidence of how our conversation had already started me off. The tip nudged my pussy lips apart.

He didn't tease. He didn't prep me. He shoved.

"Fuck!" I gasped, my head falling forward, forehead pressing against the cool wood of the bedpost.

The toy entered me in one long, brutal, stretching thrust. It was too big. It was always too big at first. I felt my cunt protest, straining to accommodate the thick, veiny shaft. It filled me completely, bottoming out against my cervix with a dull, internal thud that made my teeth ache.

He held it there. He let me feel the sheer, overwhelming fullness of it. My body, which had been buzzing with nervous excitement, was now shocked into a state of hyper-awareness. I could feel every ridge of the silicone pressing into me, stretching me open from the inside out. My pussy pulsed around it, a frantic, helpless flutter.

"Breathe," Greg whispered.

I sucked in a ragged breath.

Then he started to pump.

He gripped the base of the dildo and began to drive it into me with a steady, punishing rhythm. He pulled almost all the way out, letting the head pop free of my swollen lips with a wet, sucking sound, and then slammed back in.

The sound of the silicone hitting my wetness echoed in the quiet bedroom. With every thrust, the silver chainmail dress I was wearing shivered against my skin, the tiny metal links cold and sharp against my nipples.

I moaned. The friction was incredible. My own juices coated the toy, but the sheer girth of it was creating a deep, burning ache that was rapidly turning into pleasure.

"That's it," Greg whispered in my ear. "Get loose for them. Get ready to be owned."

My hips started to move on their own, pushing back to meet him, greedy for the friction. My ass clenched and unclenched. I was no longer a wife getting dressed for a party; I was a hole being prepared for use.

The intensity started to build. A tight, coiling heat gathered low in my belly. My clit, slick and exposed, was rubbing against the fabric of my dress with every rock of my hips. It wasn't enough. I needed more.

I reached back between my legs. My fingers fumbled against the chainmail, then found the opening. I pushed the cold metal links aside and found my clit.

It was hard as a pebble, throbbing.

I started to rub.

The combination was electric. Greg pounding into me from behind with the massive dildo, stretching my pussy wide, while my own fingers worked my clit into a frenzy.

"Oh, you're touching yourself," Greg's voice was thick with approval. "Good girl. You know what you need, don't you?"

"Yes," I panted, straining. "Please, Daddy."

I arched my back, pushing up against the dildo, grinding my clit against my knuckles. My vision started to swim. The room blurred into a haze of lamplight and shadow. The only reality was the dual sensations—the deep, stretching fullness and the sharp, targeted pleasure.

"Come for me, Sarah," Greg commanded. "Before we even leave. I want you dripping when we get on that boat."

That was all the permission I needed.

I squeezed my eyes shut. I focused everything on that one point of friction. My fingers moved faster, slick with my own juices. Greg matched my rhythm, pumping the dildo harder, faster, battering my cunt.

I gasped and my back bowed. My thighs clamped down on nothing, my pussy pulsed violently around the thick silicone shaft, trying to milk it dry.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

Wave after wave of blinding pleasure ripped through me. I felt the hot gush of my release soaking my hand, dripping onto the expensive rug. I was shaking uncontrollably, every muscle locked and firing. I was loud. I was messy. I was a complete and utter slut, coming on a dildo, just to prepare myself for a gangbang.

When the spasms finally started to subside, Greg pulled the toy out with a long, wet, sucking sound.

I collapsed onto the bed, a boneless, trembling heap. My chest was heaving. My thighs were slick with sweat and pussy juices. The chainmail dress was cold against my overheated skin.

Greg stood over me, looking down at the wreckage. He was smiling.

"There," he said, tossing the wet dildo onto the nightstand. "Now you're ready."

**

The air on the pier was biting cold, but the interior of the yacht was tropical.

It was a sleek, aggressive thing—black hull, tinted glass, looking more like a floating nightclub than a boat. We boarded at 9:00 PM sharp. The skyline of Manhattan rose behind us, a glittering wall of lights against the winter dark.

Ralph was waiting in the main salon. He was a big man, broad-shouldered in a tuxedo that probably cost more than Greg’s car.

And clinging to his arm was Erica.

She was stunning. Blonde hair swept up in a loose chignon, green eyes wide and darting. She was wearing gold—a sequined mini-dress that shimmered with every breath she took. She looked expensive. And she looked terrified.

"Greg," Ralph boomed, shaking hands. "And the lovely Sarah."

He turned his gaze on me. He looked at the silver chainmail dress, at the way my nipples pushed against the cold metal mesh.

"You look ready for war," he said appreciatively.

"Ready for anything," I corrected, flashing him a smile.

I turned to Erica. She offered a hesitant hand. Her palm was damp.

"Hi," she whispered. "I'm Erica."

"Sarah," I said. I stepped in close, ignoring the handshake and kissing her cheek. I smelled her perfume—floral, delicate—and underneath it, the sharp tang of fear and sweat.

"I love the dress," I murmured into her ear. "Gold suits you."

"Thank you," she stammered. "I feel… naked."

"You should be naked," I whispered back, pulling away to look her in the eye. "That's what you’re here for, and that dress is going to look even better on the floor."

Her eyes widened. She looked at Ralph, then back at me. She realized then that I wasn't just another guest. I was an accomplice.

The yacht’s engines rumbled beneath our feet—a deep, throbbing vibration that traveled up through the soles of my heels. We cast off, the dark water widening between us and the safety of the shore.

We were trapped.

Waiters—young, discreet men in white jackets—circulated with champagne. We drank. We made small talk about the view, about the Statue of Liberty glowing green in the distance.

Erica downed two glasses of champagne in ten minutes. She kept looking at the stairs leading to the lower deck.

"Relax," I told her quietly, standing by the glass wall as the city drifted by. "It’s going to be fun."

"Fun?" she hissed. "Ralph told me… he told me they’re huge."

I smiled. My pussy throbbed against the cold metal of my dress.

"They are," I promised. "And they're going to ruin us."

"I don't know if I can take it," she confessed, her voice shaking.

"You can," I said. "You're built for it. Look at those hips. Look at that mouth. You were made to be filled."

I reached out and ran a finger down her bare arm. She shivered, a tiny, electric tremor that I felt in my own fingertips. Her skin was soft, cool from the river air drifting through the salon.

"Just follow my lead," I said. "Do what I do. And, most importantly, don't forget to breathe."

I saw the conflict in her eyes—fear warring with a desperate, burgeoning curiosity. She looked over my shoulder, seeking rescue from her husband. I followed her gaze.

Ralph was watching us, his expression unreadable. Beside him, Greg met my eyes. The look he gave me was sharp, questioning. I raised an eyebrow, a silent request. Can I?

Greg didn’t speak. He just gave a slow, deliberate nod to Ralph.

Ralph’s face broke into a wide, predatory grin. He nodded back at Greg, then at me.

Permission granted.

The air in the salon thickened, charged with the unspoken agreement. It was on.

I turned my full attention back to Erica. She’d seen the exchange. Her breath hitched, her green eyes wide and panicked.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, stepping into her space, crowding her against the cold glass wall of the yacht. I put one hand on her hip, feeling the sharp bone beneath the glittering gold sequins.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” I murmured, dropping my voice to a low, husky purr. “I’m just going to… warm you up.”

I didn’t give her time to protest. I leaned in, cupping her face with my free hand. Her skin was like velvet. For a heartbeat, I saw her reflection in the dark glass behind her head—the two of us, silver and gold, a tableau of corruption with the lights of the city bleeding past.

Then I kissed her.

She was stiff at first, her mouth a tight, scared line. I didn’t force her. I just held her there, letting her feel the warmth of my mouth, the scent of my champagne-laced breath.

I nipped her bottom lip—gently, a playful bite.

She gasped, and in that instant, I slid my tongue inside.

Her mouth was a revelation. Hot, wet, tasting of sweet champagne and fear. I explored her slowly at first, my tongue tracing the line of her teeth, then tangling with hers. It was a dominant kiss, a kiss that said, I own this now.

I felt the tension in her body begin to melt. A tiny, helpless moan vibrated from her throat into my mouth. Her hands, which had been pressed flat against the glass, came up to tentatively grip my arms.

My hand slid from her hip down to the lush curve of her ass. The gold sequins were rough, scratching my palm as I squeezed her. She was firm, toned. I hooked my fingers under the hem of her dress, my knuckles brushing the bare, surprisingly hot skin of her thigh.

She whimpered into the kiss, her tongue now actively meeting mine. She was a quick study.

I deepened the kiss, angling my head, sucking on her tongue, making it a wet, sloppy, audible thing. I wanted our husbands to hear. I wanted them to know I was breaking her in.

My other hand moved up from her face, sliding down the long, elegant column of her neck, over her collarbone, and finally settling on her breast. It was small, tight, her nipple a hard little nub beneath the fabric. I cupped her, my thumb stroking back and forth over the peak.

Erica arched into my touch, her body pressing flush against mine. The kiss turned hungry, desperate. She was kissing me back with the frantic energy of a drowning woman.

I broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to look at her. Her lips were swollen, red, and wet. Her eyes were dazed, pupils blown wide. A thin string of our mixed saliva connected us.

“See?” I whispered. “You’re a natural.”

I leaned in and gave her one last, hard kiss, squeezing her ass again before I let her go.

She sagged against the glass wall, chest heaving, looking at me with a mixture of terror and dawning, horrified pleasure.

Across the room, Ralph was smiling. And Greg… Greg looked like he was about to come in his pants.

**

At 10:00 PM, Ralph checked his watch.

"Right on schedule," he said. He walked over to a panel on the wall and pressed a button.

The lights in the salon dimmed, shifting from warm white to a sultry, deep purple. The music changed—heavy bass, slow rhythm.

The door to the lower deck opened.

And the entertainment arrived.

There were five of them.

They walked in single file, silent, imposing.

They were Black men. Beautifully, terrifyingly Black. Their skin gleamed under the club lights like obsidian. They weren't wearing tuxedos. They wore black dress slacks, low on their hips. No shirts. No shoes.

Just muscles. Broad chests, rippling abs, arms thick with veins.

And the bulges in their trousers were obscene.

My mouth went dry. My heart started to hammer against my ribs. Even knowing what was coming, seeing them in the flesh was a shock to the system. They filled the room with a raw, masculine energy that made the air feel thin.

Erica let out a small, choked sound. She gripped Ralph’s arm so hard her knuckles turned white.

The men lined up against the far wall. They stood with their hands behind their backs, legs spread, staring straight ahead. They looked like statues carved from night.

"Gentlemen," Ralph said, raising his glass. "Welcome."

He turned to us.

"Ladies," he said. "Inspect the goods."

Greg nudged me forward. "Go on, Sarah. Show Erica what we bought."

I stepped forward. My silver dress swished around my thighs. I walked up to the man in the center. He must have been six-four. His pecs jumped as I approached.

I reached out and laid my hand flat on his chest. His skin was hot. Hard. His heart was beating slow and steady.

"Hello," I purred.

He didn't speak. He just looked down at me with dark, heavy eyes.

My hand slid down his washboard stomach. Past his navel. To the waistband of his trousers.

And then lower.

I cupped him through the fabric.

He was massive. Thick as a soda can. Heavy. Just the weight of his semi-hard cock in my hand made my knees weak.

"Jesus," I whispered.

I looked back at Erica. She was frozen, staring at my hand on his crotch.

"Come here, Erica," I called softly.

She hesitated. Ralph gave her a little shove.

She walked over on trembling legs.

"Touch him," I commanded.

She reached out a shaking hand. She touched the bulge.

Her eyes went wide.

"It's… hard," she whispered.

"It's waiting," I said.

Her eyes were glued to my fingers, to the massive shape beneath the fabric. She was breathing in short, shallow pants.

“On your knees,” I told her, softly, but with an edge of steel that allowed no argument.

She didn’t look at Ralph for permission this time. Her eyes were locked on the bulge. She sank down onto the plush carpet, the gold sequins of her dress rustling around her.

I knelt beside her. “Now,” I whispered, my lips brushing her ear. “Unwrap your present.”

I took her trembling hand and guided it to the man’s zipper. Her fingers were cold, clumsy. I wrapped my own hand over hers, giving her the strength she lacked. Together, we pulled the zipper down. The rasp of the metal was the only sound in the room.

His cock sprang free.

It wasn’t just a cock. It was a threat, a weapon of mass destruction. Dark, thick, veined like marble, with a head the size of a baby’s fist holding an apple. It slapped against his thigh with a heavy, wet thud.

Erica let out a choked sound—a terrified squeak. She snatched her hand back as if she’d been burned. Her eyes were wide as saucers, a beautiful mix of horror and fascination.

“It’s… impossible,” she breathed.

“No,” I said, looking from the magnificent cock to her pretty, painted mouth. “It’s perfect.”

I reached out and cupped it. The skin was hot, velvety. It throbbed in my palm.

“We’ll do it together the first time,” I said.

I leaned in and licked a long, slow stripe up the shaft, from base to tip. It tasted of clean skin and raw power. He groaned, a low rumble in his chest, and his hips pushed forward slightly.

I looked at Erica. “Your turn.”

She hesitated, her eyes flicking between me and the monster in my hand. Then, slowly, she leaned forward. She stuck out the very tip of her tongue and gave the head a tentative, delicate lick, like a cat tasting cream.

His cock jumped in my hand.

“Good girl,” I praised. “Again.”

She licked him again, a little bolder this time.

“Now,” I instructed. “Open wide.”

I positioned the head of his cock at my lips. I opened my mouth and took him in, just the tip, sucking gently. Then I pulled back.

“Copy me,” I whispered to Erica.

She mirrored me. She parted her lips, her lipstick a perfect crimson O, and took just the head of his cock into her mouth. She pulled back, her eyes wide with the shock of the size, the texture.

“See?” I said. “It fits.”

We fell into a rhythm. I’d take him in, suck for a few seconds, then pull back. Then she’d take her turn. It was a shared lesson, a tag-team of initiation. With every turn, she grew more confident. Her tentative licks turned into hungry sucks. Her fear started to curdle into arousal.

I could see it in the flush on her cheeks, in the way her hips started to rock on her heels.

“Now,” I said, “at the same time.”

I took the left side of his shaft. She took the right. We licked up and down in unison, our tongues meeting at the tip, slick and wet. We circled the thick column of flesh, our spit mixing, coating him in a glistening sheen.

He was rock hard now, twitching with need. The other four men were watching, their own cocks straining their pants.

Finally, I looked at Erica. Her eyes were glazed over. Her mouth was parted, lips wet and slightly swollen. She wasn’t scared anymore. She was hungry.

“You’ve got this,” I whispered.

I pulled back.

Erica didn’t stop. She crawled forward, gripped the base of his cock with both hands, looked up at him with pure, dazed adoration, and took him deep.

She gagged, her whole body convulsing, but she didn’t pull away. She pushed through it, her throat stretching, accommodating him. She started to bob her head, a clumsy but determined rhythm.

I watched for a moment, and then, I turned to the next man in line—the giant with the shoulders of a linebacker. He was already unzipped, his own massive cock waiting for me. It was a different beast from the first one—thicker at the base, with a pronounced upward curve that promised to hit all the right places inside me. “Mine,” I said, and shuffled across to him on my knees.

I didn’t waste time with preliminaries. He knew what I was here for. I knew what he had to give.

I looked up at him, letting my gaze travel from the heavy head of his cock, up the ridged expanse of his abs, over his broad chest, to his face. His expression was unreadable, his eyes heavy-lidded, watching me with an unnerving stillness.

Then, I opened my mouth and took him.

I went for depth immediately. I wanted to show him—and Erica—what a good slut could do. I relaxed my throat, tilted my head back, and swallowed him.

He sank past my lips, past my teeth, flooding my mouth. I took inch after inch, the sheer girth of him stretching my cheeks, pushing against the back of my throat. I hit my limit, gagging silently, my eyes watering, but I held him there. I wanted him to feel my surrender.

He groaned, a low, deep sound like shifting tectonic plates. His hands came down and fisted in my hair. He held my head in place, a human vise, and began to fuck my face, setting a rhythm that was slow, and deep, and utterly dominant. He pulled almost all the way out and then drove back in, burying himself to the root.

And I let him. I took his abuse. I closed my eyes and focused on the sensation of being used so completely. The silver chainmail of my dress felt cold against my heated skin. My pussy was throbbing, leaking a steady stream of fluid onto my legs.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Erica. She was still working on the first Bull, but her rhythm had changed. It was faster now, hungrier. She was fucking his cock with her mouth, her hips rocking, her gold dress hiked up around her thighs. She was lost in it.

The linebacker grunted, his pace quickening. He was getting close. I could feel the tension in his thighs, the way his balls drew up tight.

He pulled out.

I looked up, panting, ready for the facial, happy to take his load.

But he didn't give it to me.

"Turn around," he growled.

My heart hammered. He wanted more.

I scrambled around on my knees, turning my back to him, presenting my ass. The chainmail dress was so short it offered no coverage. I was completely exposed.

He didn't use lube. He didn't need to. He spat into his hand—a thick, generous amount—and slapped it against my asshole. The sound echoed in the quiet salon.

"Lift it," he commanded.

I arched my back, pushing my ass up into the air.

I felt the blunt, heavy head of his cock press against my asshole. It was absolutely fucking massive. Bigger than the toy Greg had used to prep me. Maybe bigger than anything I had ever taken in my ass.

"This is going to hurt," he said, not as a warning, but as a promise.

He pushed and I screamed.

The pain was blinding. A sharp, tearing sensation as he forced his way in. I felt my sphincter stretch to its absolute limit, then give way. He was a battering ram, and I was breached.

"Fuck! Oh, god!" I sobbed, my hands clawing at the carpet.

He didn't stop. He pushed deeper, inch by burning inch, filling me completely. I felt stretched, split, impaled.

Then he hit bottom.

He held still for a moment, letting me adjust to the sheer, overwhelming size of him. The pain began to subside, replaced by an incredible, aching fullness.

Then he started to move.

He fucked me. He fucked me with a slow, grinding power that rocked my entire body, my entire world. Every thrust was a lesson in submission. Every inch of him was a reminder of my place.

I looked over at Erica. She had stopped sucking. She was watching me, her mouth hanging open, her eyes wide with a mixture of horror and awe. She was watching me get broken in half.

The sight of her watching me, of our husbands watching me, of the other Bulls watching me—it fueled me. The shame was something else. My pussy gushed.

The linebacker groaned, his rhythm turning frantic. He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in, leaving bruises.

He started slamming into me, his balls slapping against my ass cheeks.

And then I was there. The friction, the fullness, the humiliation—it was all building to an unbearable peak.

My vision started to swim. The polished wood floor, the glittering city lights outside the glass, Erica’s shocked face—it all blurred into a kaleidoscope of shame and sensation. The linebacker’s rhythm became a relentless, pounding engine, and with every slam of his hips against my ass, a white-hot spark shot from the base of my spine straight to my clit. My own wetness was soaking the carpet beneath my knees, a useless offering from a hole that wasn't even in play.

I threw my head back and let out a keening sound. My pussy clamped down on nothing, spasming with a need so intense it felt like grief. My fingers clawed at the rug, trying to hold onto something, anything, as my body was hijacked.

It was the sight of Erica that pushed me over. She was staring at my ass, at the place where this monster disappeared inside me, and her mouth was hanging open.

"Oh, my fucking God, I'm coming!" I screamed, the sound raw and broken.

"Yeah, me too," he said.

My body arched violently, my hips bucking against his thrusts. My asshole, which had been stretched to the point of pain, suddenly convulsed around his massive cock, clenching and pulling him deeper in desperate, greedy spasms of agonizing pleasure. My vision went completely white. I was nothing but a ring of pulsing muscle, a slave to the friction and the cock buried in my guts.

He felt it. He felt my insides gripping him, squeezing the seed from his balls.

His entire body went rigid. He grabbed my hips with bruising force, pulling me back onto him, impaling me one last, soul-shattering time.

And then he erupted all the way inside me.

The first jet hit deep like a hot iron, a searing, shocking blast that made me cry out in a fresh wave of aftershocks. I felt my insides stretching even further, making room for the sheer volume of it.

Pulse. A thick, heavy spurt that felt like it was painting my colon.

Pulse. Another, and another, a relentless, rhythmic pumping of hot, thick life deep into my body. He was emptying himself. He was burning me from the inside out, filling every inch of my lower intestine with his seed.

When he was done, he collapsed on top of me, taking me down with him, his full, heavy weight pinning me to the floor. I felt his cock twitching deep inside me, squeezing out the last dregs of his load. His ragged, panting breaths were hot against my sweat-slicked back. We stayed like that for a long moment, connected, me trembling and leaking, him shuddering with the last waves of his climax.

And then, finally, with a groan, he pulled out.

The moment he was free, the floodgates opened. A thick, hot torrent of his cum, mixed with my own fluids and a slick of lube, gushed from my gaping asshole. It ran down my inner thighs in milky rivers, pooling on the floor between my legs.

I lay there, a boneless, quivering heap. My mind was pure static, a blissful, empty void where thoughts used to be. Every nerve ending in my body was singing, frayed and alive. My ass was a throbbing, aching crime scene, irrefutable evidence of what I’d just taken.

The party had just begun.

And I was ruined already.

Totally. Completely. I was absolutely fucked.

Slowly, painfully, I pushed myself up onto my elbows. The movement sent a fresh gush of fluid out of me. The chainmail dress was cold and heavy against my skin, matted with sweat and God knows what else. My head was swimming.

And then, through the haze, I saw her.

Erica.

She was still kneeling where I had left her, by the first Bull, but she wasn't looking at him anymore. She was staring at me. At the wreckage of me.

Our eyes met.

The vast, luxurious salon shrank to the space between us. The sounds of the party, the noises made by men, faded to a dull hum. There was only her face, illuminated by the firelight.

Her perfect, coral-pink lipstick was slightly smeared. Her green eyes were wide, so wide I could see the whites all around them. They were shimmering with unshed tears. And she was looking at me with awe.

Like I had just walked away from a plane crash.

She saw the mess he’d made of me. Saw the smeared fluids, the gaping, ruined hole I had offered up, the dead-eyed bliss on my face. She was looking at the logical conclusion of the path she’d just stepped onto. She was looking at her own future. And she knew.

A slow, triumphant smile spread across my face. It was a feral thing, cracked and swollen, probably smeared with my own drool. I didn't care.

Erica was next.

And as I held her gaze, a single, perfect thought crystallized in my blissed-out, ruined mind.

I’m going to love watching you break.

The Bull she had been servicing was done waiting for her. He reached down and his massive hand, fingers thick as sausages, closed over the back of Erica’s head. He didn’t caress her. He didn’t guide her. He fisted her perfect blonde chignon, knuckles digging into her scalp, yanking her head back with a sharp, brutal tug.

Erica cried out—a small, startled yelp of pain. Her neck arched, exposing the long, delicate column of her throat. The cords stood out, stark and vulnerable. The fear was back in her eyes, eclipsing the awe in a split second.

“I didn’t say you could stop,” the Bull growled. His voice was a low, vibrating thing, full of gravel and absolute authority.

He held her there for a beat, letting her feel his grip, letting her understand that her little moment of connection with me was over. The men were in charge now. The game was back on.

“Get back to work,” he commanded.

He shoved her head towards his big black cock.

Erica stumbled, catching herself on her hands. She scrambled back into position at the base of his throne, her movements clumsy now, stripped of their earlier, hesitant grace. The polished trophy wife was gone. In her place was a terrified animal learning to obey.

She looked at his cock—still rock hard, still glistening with her spit.

And she went back to it.

Her lips trembled as she took him in, but there was no hesitation this time. She sucked with a frantic, desperate energy, her head bobbing quickly, her hands gripping his thighs. She was working for it now. Working to please. Working to avoid being hurt again.

I watched, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across my lips.

Yes. This was the lesson. This was the real education.

I settled myself more comfortably into the puddle of filth on the floor, propping myself up on one elbow to get a better view.

The show was just getting started.

**

The atmosphere in the salon shifted. This was no longer a party; it was a feeding frenzy. The polite veneer of the harbor cruise had evaporated the moment my orgasm tore through the silence. Now, the only sounds were the heavy bass of the music, the slap of skin, and the wet, rhythmic noises of mouths working on flesh.

I lay in my puddle for a moment longer, soaking in the view. Erica was a blur of gold sequins and desperate motion, her head bobbing between the first Bull's thighs. He had his hands resting casually on her shoulders now, guiding her rhythm, looking bored and powerful.

But I couldn't stay a spectator. Greg wouldn't allow it. And honestly? Neither would I.

The linebacker who had wrecked me stood up, adjusting his pants but leaving his fly open. He stepped over my prone body without a glance, moving toward the bar where Ralph was refilling his glass.

Another Bull stepped forward to take his place.

This one was leaner, wirier, with skin the color of polished mahogany. He had intricate tribal tattoos winding up his arms and disappearing under his collarbone. He looked fast. Mean.

He didn't speak. He just crooked a finger at me. Up.

I pushed myself off the floor. My legs were trembling so badly I had to grab the edge of a white leather ottoman for support. Cum dripped down my inner thighs, cold and sticky. My asshole felt permanently open, a drafty reminder of what I'd just taken.

I staggered toward him.

"Turn around," he said. His voice was lighter than the linebacker's, almost musical, but his eyes were flat.

I turned. I knew the drill.

He grabbed my hips and shoved me forward. I stumbled, my chest hitting the padded white leather of the ottoman. The position left my ass high in the air, legs spread, face pressed into the expensive upholstery.

"Nice view," he commented, tracing the line of my spine with a fingernail.

He didn't waste time. I felt him line himself up behind me and before I could even brace myself, he slid deep into my cunt.

"Ahhh," I sighed, the relief washing over me. After the monster in my ass, his cock felt… manageable. Still big, still filling me completely, but it was a familiar ache. He began to thrust with a quick, jerky rhythm that shook my whole body. My tits bounced against the leather, the chainmail dress riding up to my waist.

"Look at her go," Ralph called out from the bar. "She takes a pounding like it's her job."

"It is her job," Greg joked, raising his glass.

From my position on the ottoman, I had a perfect view of the rest of the room. I turned my head to the side, cheek pressing into the leather, and watched Erica.

She had finished with the first Bull. Or rather, he had finished with her mouth. He was leaning back against the wall, zipping up, looking satisfied.

Erica was wiping her mouth, looking dazed.

But Ralph wasn't letting her rest.

"Erica," Ralph barked. "Center stage."

He pointed to the middle of the room, right under the skylight where the city glowed above us.

Erica crawled. She was learning. She crawled to the center of the plush carpet.

Two Bulls approached her.

One was another giant with a monster cock. The other was a stocky man with a shaved head and a cruel smile.

"Double team," Ralph ordered. "Mouth and pussy."

Erica's eyes widened. She shook her head slightly. "I… I don't know if I can…"

"You can," Greg said smoothly. "Sarah does it all the time. You can do it too."

The challenge hung in the air.

The giant stepped behind her. He grabbed her hips and pulled her up, so she was on her knees, ass facing him. He didn't ask. He just shoved.

Erica screamed.

It was a high, thin sound of genuine pain.

"FUCK!"

He buried himself in her pussy. She was tight. Unused to this size. He had to force his way in, his hips grinding against her buttocks.

"Take it," he grunted. "Open up for me."

At the same time, the stocky man stepped in front of her. He grabbed her hair, pulling her head back.

"Open," he commanded.

Erica, sobbing, tears streaming down her face, opened her mouth.

He pushed his cock in.

She choked. Her eyes bulged.

She was being spit-roasted. One big Black cock in her pussy, stretching her wide. Another in her mouth, filling her throat. She was a bridge between two massive men.

I watched, mesmerized, as the man behind me pounded into my cunt. The friction was building again. The sight of Erica being broken in—really broken in—was one of the hottest things I had ever seen.

She was struggling. Her hands flailed, trying to push the man in front away, but he held her firm. She gagged on every thrust. Her muffled cries were music.

"That's it!" Ralph cheered. "Look at my hot little slutwife taking it!"

"Stretch her out!" Greg yelled.

The man inside me leaned down, biting my shoulder hard enough to draw blood.

"You like watching that, bitch?" he hissed in my ear. "You like watching the fresh meat get ruined?"

"Yes!" I moaned, grinding back against him. "Yes, I fucking do."

"Turn your head," he ordered. "Look at me."

I turned my head as far as I could.

"Stick out your tongue."

I stuck it out.

He leaned over and spat into my mouth.

I swallowed it.

"Good slut," he growled.

Then he grabbed my hip and flipped me over.

I was on my back on the ottoman now. My legs were spread wide in the air. He was looming over me.

"I'm not done with you," he said.

He grabbed my ankles and pushed them back until my knees were by my ears and then he drove into me again. This angle went straight to my spine. I cried out, grabbing his forearms, digging my nails into his dark skin.

But I kept my eyes on Erica.

She was starting to find a rhythm. The pain was fading into something else. Her eyes were rolling back. Her hands had stopped pushing and started gripping the man's thighs.

She was taking it. She fucking wanted it.

And as I watched her surrender, as I watched her soul leave her body and be replaced by the pure instinct of a slut, I felt my own climax building again.

"Harder!" I begged the man above me. "Fuck me harder!"

He grinned, a flash of white teeth in the dim light, and accepted the challenge. He didn't just fuck me harder. He punished me. He started piston-fucking me, driving his hips down with the force of a pile driver. My back slammed into the white leather ottoman with every thrust—thud, thud, thud—jarring my teeth, knocking the wind out of me.

"You want it rough, bitch?" he growled, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my exposed chest. "You want me to hurt you?"

"Yes!" I sobbed, my legs pinned back so far that my hamstrings burned. "Hurt me, you bastard. Please!"

Every thrust hit my cervix, a deep, bruising impact that sent shockwaves through my entire nervous system. It hurt. It hurt beautifully. It was the kind of pain that erased everything else—every worry, every inhibition, every shred of the woman I used to be. There was only the cock, the impact, and the desperate need for release.

I looked over at Erica through a haze of tears.

She was evolving right before my eyes. The initial shock had passed, replaced by a glazed, primal endurance. Her dress was bunched around her waist, ripped at the seam. Her hair was a wild halo around her face.

The man behind her—the giant—had found his groove. He was pounding into her pussy with a relentless, mechanical efficiency. Erica’s body rocked with every impact, her tits bouncing freely, nipples hard and red.

But it was the man in front of her who fascinated me.

He wasn't just fucking her face. He was using her mouth like a sex toy. He held her head steady with both hands and pumped in and out, ignoring her gags, ignoring her streaming eyes. He was focused entirely on his own pleasure.

And then, I saw Erica move. Her hips... her hips started to move. Just a little. A subtle, rhythmic grind back against the giant behind her.

She was fighting back. She was chasing the friction.

A jolt of pure, vicarious arousal shot through me. She’s turning.

The man above me laughed—a dark, cruel sound—and shifted his grip, moving his big black hands from my ankles to my throat. His fingers were thick, callous-rough against my sweating skin. He didn't squeeze hard enough to choke me, just enough to let me know he could, to make the edges of my vision blur, to remind me that my next breath was a gift he hadn't decided to give yet. The panic flared instantly—sharp and primal—but it was immediately swallowed by a rush of dark, suffocating lust.

“I’m gonna fill your cunt,” he promised me, his voice a low vibration that I felt in my chest. “Right to the fucking brim.”

The threat—the promise of being bred like livestock—sent me over the edge.

My world narrowed down to the pressure on my throat and the battering ram between my legs. He was pounding my cervix now, relentless, bruising strokes that sent jolts of electricity shooting up my spine. My tits were bouncing wildly, slapping against my own ribs, nipples screaming for friction.

I looked at Erica one last time through the tunnel vision. She was a mess of blonde hair and gold sequins, her mouth stretched wide around a black cock, her eyes rolling back in her head. She was drowning, and she wasn't fighting it anymore. She was letting the wave take her. Seeing her surrender—seeing the exact moment the trophy wife died and the slut was born—broke something inside me.

I clamped down.

“YES! DO IT!” I tried to scream, but his hand on my throat turned it into a strangled, desperate gurgle.

My orgasm started deep down, a cramping, seizing pleasure that twisted my insides into knots. My toes curled so hard they cramped. My hips bucked off the ottoman, trying to impale myself further on him. My pussy went into spasms, rippling around his shaft, squeezing him with a strength I didn't know I had. I was trying to milk him. I was trying to tear him apart with my insides.

“Fucking slut!” he spat, his control snapping.

He drove deep—one final, pile-driving thrust that buried him to the hilt—and held me there, pinned against the leather.

I felt him explode.

I gasped, my back arching, eyes flying wide open as his heat flooded me, jet after jet after jet. He pumped load after load of thick, heavy cum into me. It felt permanent.

I sobbed, the pleasure bordering on agony, my body too overwhelmed to process the sensation. I was being filled. I was being claimed. I was fucking owned. He had made me a bucket for his cum. And I loved it.

I was fucking floating. Drifting in a white haze of endorphins and exhaustion.

And then, through the fog, I saw the flash.

Across the room, the man in Erica's mouth pulled out.

Erica gasped, sucking in air, her mouth hanging open, red and swollen.

"Open your fucking eyes!" he shouted.

He started jerking off, furiously. Erica blinked up at him, dazed, her chest heaving.

Splat.

A thick, white rope of cum hit her right in the eye.

She flinched, but she didn’t turn away. She took it.

Another rope hit her cheek. Then her lips. He coated her face in a brutal, messy display of dominance. And behind her, the giant roared, as he flooded her pussy with his own load.

She looked stunned. Cream-pied. Covered in white slime. One eye wide. The other painted shut.

And then, she licked her lips.

She tasted it.

My own bull collapsed on top of me, his dead weight crushing the air from my lungs. I lay there, pinned, leaking, throbbing, watching my new sister taste the life.

I was wrecked. I was full. And I was already jealous that she got to taste it and I didn't.

My bull muttered something and pulled out, wiping his cock on my ass, leaving me gaping and dripping. I lay in the puddle, shivering.

But we weren't done.

Not even close.

Ralph checked his watch, muttering about midnight, but the Bulls didn’t seem to care about the time. They were fueled by adrenaline, by the scent of our surrender, and by the endless supply of champagne Greg kept pouring.

The linebacker—the one who had split my ass open earlier—stepped back into the center of the room. He was hard again. Or maybe he’d never gone soft.

“Get them up,” he rumbled. “I want to see them work.”

I pushed myself off the ottoman, my legs shaking violently. Cum ran down my thighs in steady, humiliating rivulets, soaking the tattered remains of my silver dress. I looked over at Erica. She was still on her knees, wiping cum from her eye, looking dazed.

“Up, fresh meat,” the stocky Bull grunted, hauling her to her feet by her arm.

We were herded into the middle of the salon. The five men circled us. A wall of black muscle and throbbing cocks.

The next hour blurred into a haze of flesh and fluid.

I was down on my knees, crawling between two of them. I was passed back and forth like a joint—two puffs, pass. My jaw ached. My throat was raw. I lost track of whose cock was in my mouth. They all tasted of musk and power.

I remember seeing Erica bent over the bar counter. Her gold dress was gone, stripped away entirely. She was naked except for her heels. Two men were using her like a piece of gym equipment. One held her arms, whispering filth into her ear, while the other drilled her from behind. She was sobbing, but her hips were pushing back, meeting every thrust. She was learning the rhythm of survival.

I remember being lifted.

The giant—the one who had broken Erica in—grabbed me by the waist. He lifted me effortlessly, pressing my back against the cold glass wall of the salon. My feet dangled inches off the floor.

He impaled me.

“Wrap your legs,” he growled.

I wrapped my legs around his massive waist, locking my ankles. He fucked me standing up, slamming me against the glass with every thrust. Thud. Thud. Thud. The city lights blurred behind me. The cold seeped into my back, warring with the inferno between my legs. I was a pinned butterfly, displayed against the New York skyline for anyone with a telescope to see.

“Look at her,” Greg’s voice floated through the haze. He was filming, the red light of his camera a constant, unblinking eye. “She loves an audience.”

I did. God help me, I did.

I remember the floor.

We ended up in a pile on the plush carpet. A tangle of limbs. I was lying on my back, legs spread wide. Erica was kneeling between my thighs, eating my pussy with a hunger that made me scream. Her tongue lapped at the mess inside me, cleaning me out only to make me wet all over again.

Above me, another man straddled my chest. He lowered his balls onto my face, smothering me. I licked his sack, I sucked the underside of his cock, I worshipped him while Erica devoured me from below.

And then Erica was on her back next to me. She was in the 69 position with the wiry Bull. She was sucking him with a frantic intensity, her head bobbing, while he buried his face in her crotch. I reached out and took her hand. Our fingers interlaced, slick with sweat and lube. We squeezed hard—a lifeline in the storm.

I remember the taste.

I remember tasting Erica on a man’s cock. He moved from her cunt directly to my mouth, not wiping, not pausing. We were sharing everything tonight.

And I remember the sound.

The wet, slapping sound of skin on skin. The groans of the men. The high, keen mewling of Erica as she was stretched open again and again. And my own voice—a stranger’s voice—begging, pleading, demanding more.

By the time Ralph shouted the five-minute warning, I didn’t know where I ended and the semen began. I was coated. My hair was matted. My skin was tacky. My holes were gaping, throbbing, sensitized to the point of pain.

I was just a collection of wet, well-used parts.

“Alright, gentlemen!” Ralph’s voice cut through the fog. “Finish them off! Midnight in five!”

The men pulled back. The loss of contact was a physical ache.

“Line them up,” Greg ordered. “Against the glass. Asses out.”

We scrambled to obey. I crawled to the window. Erica crawled beside me. We pressed our hands and faces against the cold glass, looking out at the dark water, presenting our ravished backsides to the room.

Behind us, the sound of five zippers. The sound of heavy breathing. The sound of Ralph’s grand finale.

My face was pressed against the cold glass, condensation from my frantic breath fogging the view of the Statue of Liberty. My knees ached on the carpet. My ass felt enormous, swollen, and impossibly open. Beside me, Erica was shivering violently, her naked hip brushing mine. She smelled of sex—raw, pungent, undeniable.

“Ready?” Greg asked.

“Ready,” the Bulls rumbled in unison.

“Ten!” Ralph shouted, starting the countdown.

“Nine!”

I squeezed my eyes shut. I could feel the heat radiating from the men standing behind us. I could hear the wet, slick sound of them stroking themselves, preparing to paint us.

“Eight!”

“Seven!”

“Open your eyes, Sarah,” Greg commanded. “Watch the sky.”

I forced my eyes open. The harbor was pitch black, save for the twinkling lights of Jersey and the green glow of Lady Liberty.

“Six!”

“Five!”

I braced myself. My hands clawed at the window sill.

“Four!”

“Three!”

“Two!”

“ONE!”

BOOM.

The sky exploded.

A massive red chrysanthemum of fire burst over the harbor, illuminating the yacht in a sudden, strobe-light flash of crimson.

At the exact same instant, the first of the men erupted.

Splat.

A heavy, hot rope of cum hit my lower back. I gasped, arching my spine.

Splat. Splat.

Another hit my ass cheek. Another landed in the crack, hot lava running down towards my pussy.

Beside me, Erica cried out. I turned my head just enough to see.

A thick jet of white fluid hit her shoulder blade. Then another caught her in the hair. She was shaking, taking it, letting them cover her.

BOOM.

A blue starburst shattered the darkness outside. In the flash, I saw the reflection in the glass. Five massive men, standing in a line, pumping their cocks, coating us with their cum.

One man aimed high. His load hit the back of my neck, sliding down my spine in a warm, sticky trail. Another aimed low, covering my thighs, painting the tattered remains of my silver dress.

“Happy New Year, sluts!” one of them said.

Gold sparks rained down outside. Inside, a thick white rain fell on us.

I felt a load hit my ear. It dripped down my jawline. I licked my lips, tasting the salt in the air.

It went on and on. Like they had been saving themselves. I felt like I was being buried in it. The heat. That smell. It was everywhere.

Finally, it stopped. The men groaned and moaned, shaking out the last drops.

Outside, the fireworks reached their crescendo—a rapid-fire finale of white and gold explosions that turned the night into day.

Inside, silence fell.

I slumped against the glass, sliding down until I was sitting on my heels. I was coated. My back, my ass, my hair. I was encased in a second skin of cum.

Erica collapsed beside me. She looked like a glazed statue. Her back was a canvas of white streaks. Her hair was matted.

We turned to face the room.

The five Bulls stood there, zipping up, chests heaving, grinning.

Greg and Ralph stood by the bar, clinking champagne flutes.

Greg walked over to us. He crouched down, camera in hand.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, zooming in on the mess dripping from my chin. “Fucking beautiful.”

I looked at Erica. She was staring at her own hands, which were covered in cum from where she’d wiped her face. She looked up at me. Her eyes were wild.

Then, she smiled.

It was a small, broken, triumphant smile.

She leaned in.

“Happy New Year, Sarah,” she whispered.

And she kissed me.

Her lips were slick with semen. Her tongue tasted of the men who had just used us. I kissed her back, tasting the night on her tongue, sealing our bond in the fluids of five strangers.

We broke the kiss, panting.

Greg snapped the photo.

Click.

Two wives. Covered with cum at the start of the New Year. Kissing on the floor of a yacht while their husbands watched.

The perfect start to a very dirty year.


Epilogue

The silence on the yacht was sudden and intense.

The Bulls were gone, ushered below deck by a discreet nod from Ralph. The music had been turned down to a low, ambient thrum. The fireworks were over, leaving the sky dark and empty.

It was just the four of us again.

Greg gestured toward the master suite. "Go get cleaned up."

Erica and I walked hand-in-hand to the bathroom. We looked like war refugees—hair matted, skin streaked with drying fluids, legs trembling. But we walked tall.

The master bathroom was bigger than my first apartment. Marble floors, gold fixtures, and a shower large enough for a party.

I turned on the water. Three massive rain heads poured steaming hot water down from the ceiling. Steam filled the room instantly.

We stepped inside.

The water hit us like a blessing. It was hot, scalding almost, melting the crust of cum and sweat from our skin.

I picked up a sponge and a bottle of expensive body wash. I lathered it up.

"Turn around," I whispered to Erica.

She turned. Her back was a map of the night. Handprints red on her hips. A bruise forming on her shoulder blade. And the white streaks of the New Year running down her spine.

I washed her. Gently. Reverently. I scrubbed the evidence of the Bulls from her skin, watching the milky water swirl down the drain.

"You were amazing," I told her, running the sponge over her ass cheeks, which were bright red from the impact.

She looked back over her shoulder. Her mascara was gone, washed away to reveal clean, fresh skin.

"I feel..." she hesitated. "I feel empty."

"I know," I said. "It's the best feeling in the world."

She took the sponge from me. "My turn."

She washed me. Her touch was tentative at first, then firmer. she scrubbed my chest, cleaning the dried load from between my breasts. She washed my thighs, her fingers brushing the sensitive skin near my pussy.

We didn't have sex. We just cleaned each other. We stood under the hot water, two women who had been broken and put back together, sharing the silent intimacy of survivors.

When we were finally clean, we dried off with thick, plush towels. We wrapped ourselves in matching white robes found hanging on the heated rack.

We looked fresh. Innocent. Like we hadn't just been the centerpiece of a gangbang.

But our eyes gave us away.

We walked back out to the salon.

Greg and Ralph were waiting. They were sitting on the white leather sofas, nursing tumblers of amber liquid. They looked relaxed, satisfied, like kings surveying their domain.

"Better," Ralph said, nodding at our scrubbed faces.

"Come here," Greg said softly.

But he didn't point to the space next to him. He pointed to Ralph.

And Ralph pointed to Greg.

Of course they were going to swap.

I walked over to Ralph. Erica walked to Greg.

We didn't need instructions. We dropped to our knees.

Ralph’s legs were spread. He was still semi-hard, the afterglow of the voyeurism keeping him buzzing.

"I’ve been waiting for this," he murmured to me.

I opened his robe. I took him into my mouth. He tasted of soap and skin—cleaner than the Bulls, but just as commanding.

Next to me, I heard the soft sounds of Erica servicing my husband.

Ralph sighed, his hand resting heavy on my head. He looked over at Greg.

"You know, Greg," he said conversationally, while I bobbed my head on his cock. "Erica did well tonight. Better than I expected."

"She's a quick learner," Greg replied, his voice tight as Erica worked her magic.

"She is. But this was just a private party. A controlled environment."

Ralph paused. I felt his hips twitch.

"I think she's ready for the next level. And Sarah... well, Sarah is ready for the Olympics."

I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock, looking up at him through my lashes.

"I've booked a villa," Ralph said. "For February. In Jamaica."

Greg chuckled. "Indulgence?"

"Indulgence," Ralph confirmed. "The nude side. Public play. No rules. Just sun, rum, pure hedonism and cocks."

My heart skipped a beat. Indulgence. The stories I’d heard...

"I think Sarah would like that," Greg said. "Wouldn't you, Sarah?"

I pulled off Ralph’s cock and looked across at Greg. Erica’s head was bobbing up and down. My husband’s eyes were burning.

"Yes, Daddy," I whispered. "I'd love that."

"Then it's settled," Ralph said, smiling down at me. "Pack your bikinis, ladies. Or don't bother."

He pushed my head back down.

"Now get back to work."

And I did just that, sucking hard, and dreaming of Jamaica. Of beaches. Of strangers. Of being naked under the sun with everyone watching me.

It was going to be a very busy, very dirty new year.


New Series Coming in 2026

Around the World in 80 Lays

The further erotic adventures of Sarah and Greg. Now a fully formed hotwife slut, Sarah travels the world in search of brand new thrills.

Filthy Little Secrets

The secret lives of trophy wives. They don’t want love or respect. They want to be broken and used.

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 http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike

Molly Pike has been both 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.

molly on the web



Also Available

Series

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

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

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

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcSM.jpg
moll





cover.jpeg
BECOMING A SLUT

oéuiny g{pccmﬂ






OEBPS/image_rsrcSN.jpg





