
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sorority MILFS

Molly Pike

Ever spotless reputation hides a filthy secret.

The Times Square Ball won't be the only thing going down tonight.
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A Filthy Little Secrets Story

Manicured nails. Designer heels. Perfect smiles.

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

The perfect suburban mother with the spotless kitchen.

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

The sweet and innocent college student leading the prayer group.

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

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

There is no Hallmark romance here. No safe words.

Only the thrill of the fall.

Series Themes

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



Sorority MILFs

The Times Square Ball won't be the only thing going down tonight.

Helena has the perfect life—handsome wealthy husband, fine arts degree, penthouse with a view of both rivers—and she's bored out of her mind.

Plagued by an itch the champagne just can’t scratch.

So, this New Year’s Eve, Helena and her double-trouble sorority sisters won't watch the ball drop from a glass-walled VIP suite. They’ll descend into the madness of the Times Square pen.

Helena's plan is simple:

Three gorgeous wives.

Three trench coats.

Zero underwear.

One million strangers. So many hands and men.

Molly Pike

January 2026


Sorority MILFs

The mirror in the hotel bathroom was fogged to shit, but I didn't need a reflection to know I looked like trouble. I wiped a hand across the glass. Dark hair teased up, lips painted "cum-dumpster" red, and eyes dilated with the kind of adrenaline you usually get right before a car crash.

"Helena, are you sure about the leather?" Sarah asked from the bedroom. Her voice had a tremor in it. Good. Nerves made her wet.

I walked out, heels clicking sharply on the tile. I was wearing the black leather bralette and the matching high-waisted pants. That was it. No panties. No undershirt. My skin felt electric, hypersensitive to the shift in air pressure as I moved.

"The leather is the point, Sarah," I said, grabbing my heavy black trench from the bed. "It’s tight. It grips. When they grab me, I want to feel the squeak of it. I want to feel the heat trapped inside cooking my pussy."

Sarah and Chloe stood by the window, the lights of midtown Manhattan bleeding in behind them. My Theta sorority sisters. And my fellow sluts. They looked like actual sisters today in oversized black coats, blonde hair tousled, innocent faces masking the absolute filth rotting inside them. Together we looked like that 80s band, Banana-fucking-rama. We’d gone to a Halloween party as them, once.

"I didn't wear panties," Chloe said, a smirk playing on her lips. She was the easy one. She’d let a hobo finger her on the walk to the station if I didn't keep her on a leash. "Just like you said. I feel... breezy."

"Husbands?" I asked, shrugging into my coat but leaving it unbuttoned.

"Mark thinks we're at the Marriott Marquis rooftop party," Sarah said, checking her phone before tossing it into her clutch. "He thinks we're sipping champagne and watching the ball drop from behind glass."

"Boring," I muttered. "Sterile." I walked over to Sarah and grabbed her lapels, jerking her close. She smelled like expensive perfume and fear. "We don’t need any fucking glass tonight. Tonight has to be real. We want sweat. We want bruises. We want to be pressed so hard against a stranger's cock that you can tell if he’s cut or uncut through his jeans."

Sarah swallowed hard, her pupils blowing wide. "I know. I want it, Helena. I just... it's been a while since I handled anything... real."

"That's why we're doing this. To remind you what your hole is for." I released her and turned to the door. "Rules check."

Chloe recited them, bouncing on the balls of her feet. "No stopping them. No complaints. We go where the crowd pushes us. If a hand goes up my skirt, it stays there."

"And if two hands end up your skirt?" I asked.

"Then I guess I'm a lucky girl," Chloe laughed.

"Let's go," I said, hitting the lights. "The N train is going to be a fucking nightmare."

We hit the street and the cold slapped us instantly. It was bitter, the kind of New York winter air that flays the skin. But under the heavy wool of my coat, I was burning up. My nipples were hard little stones against the leather cups of my bra, aching for friction.

We bypassed the line of cabs. We didn't want comfort. We wanted the herd.

The entrance to the subway station was a gaping maw, swallowing tourists and locals alike. The smell hit me first—stale urine, roasted nuts, and body odor. Intoxicating.

"Stay close until we get to the platform," I ordered over the screech of a bus braking.

We descended the stairs, heels clacking on the grime-covered concrete. The platform was already shoulder-to-shoulder. A mix of drunk college kids, tired workers, and manic tourists trying to get to the center of the world before midnight.

I felt eyes on us immediately. Three women, dressed to the nines, standing in the muck. A guy in a Giants jersey looked me up and down, his gaze lingering on the curve of my leather-clad hip where the coat fell open.

I didn't pull the coat closed. I shifted my weight, letting the leather stretch tight over my ass.

Look at it, I thought. Take a good look at my ass. You could be all over it in a couple of mins.

The rumble of the train echoed from the tunnel, a low roar that vibrated through the soles of my shoes and straight up into my clit.

"Game time," I whispered.

The doors hissed open. The car was packed tight. There was no room, but the crowd surged forward anyway, forcing bodies into spaces that didn't exist.

"Split up," I said.

Sarah looked panicked for a second, then nodded. She pushed toward the rear doors. Chloe dove into the middle.

I stepped into the nearest car, turning my back to the door. A wall of humanity hit me. I was instantly pressed against a metal pole, and behind me, a solid, warm wall of a man.

The doors chimed and slammed shut, trapping us. The train lurched forward, throwing everyone off balance.

The man behind me didn't apologize when his hips slammed into my ass. He didn't pull back. I felt the hard ridge of a zipper pressing right into the crack of my leather pants.

I reached up and grabbed the overhead rail, opening my coat just an inch more.

Happy New Year, I thought, and pushed back against him.

The train screamed through the tunnel, swaying violently. Every lurch was an excuse. The guy behind me was faceless and nameless, just a heavy breathing presence and a rock-hard cock pressed into my lower back. I didn't know if he was handsome or hideous, and I didn't care. He was only a prop. A warm-up.

The car was stiflingly hot. Sweat pricked at my hairline. I kept my hand on the overhead rail, exposing the vulnerable line of my throat, my open coat revealing the slope of my cleavage.

We hit a curve. The momentum threw the entire car to the right.

I gasped as his hand shot out to steady himself—or maybe to steady me. It landed squarely on my hip, fingers digging into the leather. He didn't move it. Instead, his thumb began to stroke the material, a slow, rhythmic pressure. He knew. Of course he knew. You don't grab a woman like that unless she's asking for it, and my body was screaming invitations.

I ground back, subtle but firm. The leather pants were tight, riding up my crotch, slicing into my pussy lips. The friction was incredible. I felt him stiffen, his breath hitching against my ear.

"Tight fit," he mumbled. His voice was gravel.

"Very," I whispered back, not turning around.

His other hand drifted down. It wasn't an accident. He brushed the outside of my thigh, then bolder, sliding inward. I widened my stance as much as the crush allowed. His fingers grazed the seam of my pants, right over my clit. I bit my lip to keep from moaning. He pressed down, just once, hard, checking the goods.

The train screeched to a halt at Times Square. The spell broke—sort of.

The doors opened, and the pressure released like a popped valve. The crowd poured out. The hand vanished from my crotch, the cock left my ass. I turned to look, but he was already gone, swallowed by the sea of North Face jackets. I felt a pang of loss, then a surge of anticipation. That was just the appetizer.

I found Sarah and Chloe on the platform. Sarah’s face was flushed a deep crimson. Her coat was buttoned wrong.

"You okay?" I asked, grabbing her arm to keep us from being swept away.

"Some guy..." she stammered, eyes wide and glassy. "He... he put his hand right up my skirt. In the middle of the car. He touched bare skin, Helena."

"Good girl," I grinned. "Let's head upstairs. It can only get worse."

We fought our way up to the street. If the subway was a sardine can, Times Square was a trash compactor. The noise was deafening—horns, sirens, generic pop music, and the roar of a million people screaming for no reason. The barricades were everywhere, funneling the herd into metal pens.

"Checkpoint ahead," Chloe shouted over the noise.

Police were patting people down, checking bags. Most people were annoyed. I felt my nipples harden again.

We shuffled forward. The cop manning our lane was a big Black guy, bored, scanning the crowd with old dead eyes. He might have been nearing retirement. When I stepped up, he sighed. I thought he might be about to tell me that he was too old for this shit. Instead, he said, "Arms up, ma'am."

I lifted my arms. My coat fell open. He paused, his eyes dropping to the leather bra. He blinked.

"Just checking for weapons," he muttered, stepping in close.

His hands were gloved, rough leather on my smooth leather. He ran them down my sides, over my ribs. He was thorough. He patted my waist, then his hands went lower. He smacked the outside of my thighs, then cupped my ass. Not so much a search; more a fondling. He felt the lack of underwear lines. Felt the heat radiating off me.

He lingered for a second, his fingers pressing into the meat of my ass cheeks. I looked him dead in the eye and licked my lips.

"Clean?" I asked.

He cleared his throat, stepping back, his face flushing. "Yeah. Move along."

We were pushed through the gap and into the pen. We were aiming for the prime spot—44th and Broadway, right under the ball. It was packed so tight that breathing required effort.

"This is it!" I yelled to the girls.

We wedged ourselves into the center of the mass. There was no personal space. My back was against a stranger’s chest. My front was pressed into another man’s back. To my left, Sarah was sandwiched between two guys who looked like tourists—European maybe, grinning and drunk. Chloe had vanished into a cluster of frat boys in matching hats.

The air smelled of cheap beer, weed, and expensive desperation.

I couldn't move my arms. They were pinned to my sides. I was close to helpless. It was perfect.

The crowd shifted as the screens above lit up with some pop star lip-syncing. A wave of motion rippled through us. The man behind me settled his weight against me.

He was different from the subway guy. He was a fucking monolith. Taller. Much broader. I felt the heat coming off him through his clothes, a heavy, solid presence that made me feel small.

Then I felt it. The bulge. No, it was more than that. It wasn't just a hard-on; it was a fucking threat. A thick, heavy pipe of meat pressed right into the curve of my ass. Even through his jeans and my leather, the size was unmistakable. It felt dense. Dangerous.

He leaned forward, his mouth close to my ear. His voice was a deep, resonant bass that vibrated right through my sternum.

"Crowded tonight," he said.

"Yeah," I said, pitching my voice so only he could hear. "Can't even move."

"Shame," he said. "Nowhere to run."

I felt his hands slide around my waist. Under my coat.

When his hands emerged on my stomach, the visual hit me like a slap. They were huge—long, thick black fingers, the skin dark as night against my pale, exposed flesh. The contrast made my breath hitch.

He didn't stop. His massive hands moved up, cupping the leather of my bra, thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples. He engulfed me.

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back against his shoulder.

"Do whatever you want," I whispered. "I can't stop you."

He chuckled, a low, dark sound. "You think I need permission, white girl?"

His right hand slid down my stomach, hunting for a way in. He hit the waistband of my pants and shoved. Nothing happened. The leather was unforgiving, fused to my skin. He grunted, his fingers digging futilely against the tight seam.

"Fuck," he muttered against my neck. "Painted on?"

"Something like that," I gasped. The pressure of him trying to force his way in was bruising my hip bone, and it turned me on instantly.

He shifted his grip. I felt his hand move to the center, right over my navel. He found the metal snap.

The crowd surged again, a wave of bodies crushing us together. He used the momentum, his black fingers fumbling with the button. It was stiff, resistant. He had to dig his thumb in hard, pressing into my belly to get leverage. I held my breath, terrified and thrilled by the sheer size of him.

Pop.

The snap gave way. The sudden release of tension around my waist made me lightheaded. But he wasn't done. He found the tab of the zipper.

Zzzzzzt.

The sound was lost in the roar of the crowd, but I felt the vibration rattle through my clit. He didn't unzip it all the way—just enough. Two inches. Maybe three. Just enough to create a gap for him.

"That's better," he growled.

Now his hand had somewhere to go. But it was still a war. The leather didn't stretch. He had to force his hand into the opening, his knuckles scraping against the rough underside of the zipper teeth, his palm shoving my stomach in to make room.

He drove his fingers down, past the coarse pubic hair I’d trimmed just for tonight and hit the wet heat that was waiting for him.

I let out a broken sob that nobody heard. The leather waistband was cutting into his wrist, locking him inside me. He was trapped in my pants.

"Jesus," he hissed, realizing just how wet I was. "You’re fucking soaking."

He didn't delay. He curled his fingers, driving them down into my slit. There was no finesse, just raw power. He claimed the space, two thick, dark fingers plunging inside my cunt while the heel of his massive hand mashed down on my clit.

I bit my own knuckle to keep from crying out. The sensation was overwhelming—the biting cold of the air on my chest, the crushing weight of the crowd, and this stranger’s hot, rough hand working me open from inside my own clothes.

I looked to my left. Through the sea of bobbing heads, I saw Sarah. She was pinned against the metal barricade. Her eyes were rolled back, mouth hanging open. One of the tourists had his hand under her coat, his arm pumping rhythmically. She was getting finger-fucked in front of the NYPD, in front of the world.

I looked back at the screen, tears of pure smutty joy pricking my eyes. My guy twisted his hand, hooking his fingers deep inside me, scraping my g-spot, making my knees buckle.

"Yeah, that’s it," he rumbled in my ear. He ground his erection against my ass—a solid bar of iron that felt impossibly large even through the denim. "Take it, snow bunny."

And I did. I rode his hand right there in the pen, grinding my pussy onto his fingers, praying the countdown would never start.

The guy was relentless. The space inside my pants was non-existent, a vacuum-sealed zone of sweat and leather, but he treated it like he owned the deed. The metal teeth of the zipper must have been sawing into the back of his hand with every thrust, shredding his dark skin, but he didn't stop. If anything, the pain made him fuck me harder with his fingers.

"You like that, you dirty little cunt?" he hissed, his lips grazing the shell of my ear.

"Yes," I whimpered. "Please."

The crowd surged again, a massive heave toward the stage as the screens flashed a one-minute warning. The pressure was bone-crushing. My ribs groaned under the weight of the bodies around me. I was pinned flat against the back of a tall guy in a puffer jacket who had no idea what was happening to me.

I craned my neck, gasping for air, and caught a glimpse of Chloe. She was about twenty feet away, submerged in the frat cluster. It was a chaotic mess of baseball caps and cheap leather jackets.

I saw the flash of her thigh. From the way her coat was hitched up, it was clear she was wearing nothing underneath.

She was facing away from the stage, pressed up against a guy wearing a backward hat. He was kissing her, devouring her mouth, his hands tangled in her blonde hair. But the real action was behind her.

Another guy, big, broad-shouldered, had her pinned from the rear. I couldn't see his hands, but I saw Chloe's reaction. Her head was thrown back, her legs were shaking, and she was clawing at the jacket of the guy kissing her. Then, the crowd parted for a split second.

The guy behind her had his jeans unbuttoned. He was grinding into her, his hips snapping forward with a violence that made my own knees weak. They were clothed, technically, but the way her coat was bunched up around her waist... he was dry-humping her bare ass, maybe even sliding between her cheeks.

And she was laughing. A manic, desperate laugh.

My guy saw me watching. He followed my gaze.

"Friends of yours?" he chuckled darkly.

"Sisters," I breathed. "Sorority. Alpha Omicron Pi."

He twisted his fingers inside me, hard. A sharp jolt of pleasure-pain shot straight up my spine.

"Looks like quite the tradition," he said, twisting his hand again, scraping my insides before grabbing the back of my neck with his free hand. His grip was enormous, his fingers spanning the entire width of my neck, thumb pressing into the pulse point. The crowd was a living thing, swaying and crushing us, and he used that momentum. He shoved me forward through a gap.

"Down," he ordered, dropping his tone an octave. "Over the fucking rail."

I stumbled, shins hitting the metal crossbar of the barricade. "I... I can't, it's too tight—"

"I said down."

He put his weight on my shoulders, forcing me to bend at the waist. The leather pants screamed in protest. As I bent over, the material tightened across my ass and thighs like a vice. The waistband gaped open at the back where the zipper was undone, but the crotch seam pulled up sharply, slicing into my cunt.

I was draped over the cold metal rail, my ass sticking out into the mass of people, my face pressed toward the legs of the cops standing in the buffer zone.

The position made it harder for him to work his hand inside my pants, which only made him rougher. He pulled his fingers away, deliberately dragging them against my cunt lips. A slick mess of juices gathered on my thighs.

He adjusted quickly. He jammed his massive hand down the back of my pants this time, sliding down the curve of my spine, forcing his way past the tight constriction of the waistband.

"Fuck, it's like a bank vault," he muttered, his wrist twisting as he fought the fabric. He yanked my pants down an inch or two, the black leather peeling back to expose the top of my pale, bare ass. Where there’s a will there’s a way.

He shoved his hand deep between my legs, scraping my tailbone, until his fingertips finally found my crack. He couldn't reach all the way around to my clit—the leather was still too tight—but he could reach the wetness dripping back.

"You're making a mess in there," he whispered.

He hooked two thick, dark fingers into my pussy from behind. It was an awkward, stretching angle. He was curling his fingers upward, dragging me open while the cold of the zipper sawed against his wrist.

He stepped in even closer. I felt it then—the true size of him. The hard, unforgiving ridge of his erection pressed through his jeans against my left butt cheek. It was terrifyingly thick, a heavy pipe of meat that felt like it could split me in half.

He started to grind. A jagged, desperate friction. He was dry-fucking my ass, his massive cock punishing my glutes, while his fingers worked inside me, pumping in short, sharp strokes that matched the chaotic rhythm of the crowd.

"Hey," a voice said from my right. "What have we got here?"

I couldn't turn my head. I was pinned. But I felt a new set of hands. Rough, calloused, white hands.

A guy in a heavy wool coat had been pressed against my side. Seeing me bent over, seeing the big Black guy claiming my hole, he decided he wanted a piece. He reached over the rail—or maybe he was squeezed against the side of it—and grabbed my hair.

He yanked my head back.

"Look at me," he commanded.

I stared up into a face flushed with cold and vodka. He wasn't asking. He looked at the man dominating me from behind. "You mind?"

"Plenty to go around," my guy grunted, not stopping his rhythm. He was focused on grinding his heavy meat against me.

The new guy grinned. He reached down with his other hand and grabbed my face, squeezing my cheeks until my lips puckered.

"Open up."

I opened my mouth, and he shoved two dirty, salty fingers past my lips. I sucked on them instinctively, my eyes rolling back. I was being spit-roasted by two strangers in the middle of 44th Street. One man fingering my cunt from behind, his hips battering my ass, another gagging me with his filthy hand.

It was too much. The smell of the wool coat, the taste of tobacco on the fingers in my mouth, the stinging pain of the leather pants cutting into me, and the relentless, invasive fingers stretching me open from behind.

"She likes it," the guy in front laughed, twisting his fingers against my tongue. "Look at her eyes. Fucking slut."

"She's a leaking faucet back here," the Black guy behind me growled, each word vibrating along the length of my spine.

He withdrew his hand from my pants suddenly. I gasped around the fingers in my mouth, feeling empty for a split second.

But he wasn't stopping. He grabbed my hip with one massive hand to anchor himself and moved his body to the center. He pressed his cock—still in his jeans—right into the cleavage of my ass cheeks. It felt like a rolling pin made of lead.

He grabbed the waistband of my leather pants with both hands now, hauling back on them as if trying to rip me in half, pulling my ass firmly against his crotch.

"Move," he barked at someone behind him. The authority in his tone was absolute.

I felt a shift. A third body.

"I want some too," a younger voice whispered near my ear.

The big guy holding my pants didn't let go, he just kept grinding, using me as a cushion for his massive erection. The third guy, squeezed in at an impossible angle on my left, forced his hand inside my coat.

He found my tit instantly. The leather bra offered no protection from him. He pinched and squeezed my nipple so hard I cried out, the sound muffled by the fingers still in my mouth.

I was surrounded. A piece of meat on the rack.

"Keep her there," the guy humping me snarled. "I'm gonna blow."

He started bucking harder, faster, his zipper shredding the back of my leather pants, his breath coming in jagged gasps. The guy in front pumped his fingers in and out of my mouth in time with the thrusts against my ass. The guy on my left twisted my nipple like he was trying to tune an old radio.

Holy shit, the guy grinding against me was a fucking machine. His hips slammed into my ass with bruising force. The sheer weight of him was crushing me against the rail. I could tell he was close by the way his grip on my waist tightened, his dark fingers digging in so hard they’d leave purple bruises on my pale skin for days.

"Almost there," he grunted, his breath hot on my neck. "Don't you fucking move, white girl."

I couldn't move if I wanted to. I was pinned, bent, and occupied. The guy in front—let's call him Vodka—removed his fingers from my mouth just long enough to wipe the saliva on my coat, then jammed them back in, deeper this time, hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes, but he just laughed.

"Deep throat champion right here," he announced to no one in particular.

Through the tears, I tried to scan the crowd for Sarah. I found her. She was still pinned against the barricade, but her situation had escalated.

The two tourists were gone, replaced by a wall of blue. A cop—a real NYPD officer—was standing directly in front of her, supposedly for crowd control. But his back was to the pen, blocking the view. From my angle, I could see what was really happening. Sarah’s face was buried in the crook of his neck, her arms draped over his shoulders. His baton was wedged between them, but his hand... his hand was gone. It was under her coat. Under her skirt.

Sarah’s head was thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream. The cop was staring straight ahead, stone-faced, scanning the crowd as if he were just doing his job, while his hand worked furiously between her legs. She was shaking, her knees buckling, held up only by his sturdy frame and the press of bodies around them.

The sight of it sent a jolt of straight to my clit.

My guy groaned, abandoned his rhythmic humping, and just pressed himself hard against my ass, holding me in place. And then, he was shuddering against me, grinding his hips in small, tight circles. He was coming in his pants, unloading thick, heavy ropes right against my ass.

"Yeah... fuck..." he hissed, the sound guttural and deep.

The guy twisting my nipple let go, leaving a throbbing ache in my breast. He leaned in close. "I’m guessing she’s your friend?" he said, nodding toward the frat cluster.

I swiveled my eyes to the right. Chloe.

She had disappeared. Or so I thought. Then I saw the movement near the ground.

The frat boys had formed a tight circle, their backs to the world, creating a small, private pocket in the middle of Times Square. In the center, there was a gap. I saw the top of Chloe’s blonde head bobbing up and down.

She was on her knees. In this filth. In this crush.

One of the guys was leaning back, hands on his hips, a look of pure ecstasy on his face. Chloe was servicing him right there on the pavement, surrounded by thousands of people, hidden only by a wall of varsity jackets. As I watched, she pulled back, wiping her mouth, and turned to the next guy.

"Your pussy is mine," the nipple-twister whispered, his hand sliding down my side, aiming for the open zipper of my pants. "I’m going to make you cum like the dirty slut you are."

The guy behind me finally relaxed. He panted, his massive chest heaving against my spine. "Good girl," he muttered. He straightened up, pulling me with him, hauling me off the rail like a ragdoll, and yanking my pants back up.

I stumbled, my legs jelly. My pants were still unfastened, the zipper was still down. My ass and clit were throbbing. My mouth tasted of a stranger’s hand.

The screens flashed.

ONE MINUTE!

The countdown had begun for real this time. The energy in the pen shifted from sexual tension to manic anticipation.

Vodka guy grabbed my face again. "You ready for the big bang?"

He didn't wait for an answer. He grabbed my coat lapels and pulled them wide open. The cold air hit my flushed skin, but I barely felt it. He stared at my leather bra, at the red mark on my left breast.

"Nice tits," he said. "Let's see them bounce."

He started jumping with the crowd, chanting. "FIFTY NINE! FIFTY EIGHT!"

He wasn't letting go of my coat. I was exposed to everyone around us. The big Black guy who had just come on my ass was still behind me, his massive hands now resting casually on my hips, claiming me. The nipple-twister was on my left, his hand sneaking down inside my pants.

I looked around. Sarah was clinging to the cop, who had finally removed his hand but was now letting her grind against his leg. Chloe was standing up again, wiping her knees, her lipstick smeared, looking dazed and delighted.

We were surrounded. We were all being used. And we had sixty seconds left to squeeze every drop of degradation out of 2025.

"Show us those tits," the nipple-twister demanded, his hand finding the clasp of my bra.

"FORTY!"

I looked him in the eye and nodded. "Do it."

He popped the clasp. My breasts fell free, heavy and pale in the flashing neon lights of the square. A roar went up from the men immediately around us—not for the ball, but for me.

Hands. Everywhere.

Grabbing. Twisting. Pinching. Rolling. Cupping. Groping me.

"THIRTY!"

I threw my head back and let the madness take me. This was it. The peak. The absolute bottom. And it was exactly where I wanted to be.

"TWENTY!"

The chant was a rhythmic hammer pounding against my chest. The air was freezing, but my skin was burning. I looked down at my own body—pale globes bouncing in the strobe lights, red fingerprints blossoming on the white skin.

Vodka guy was shaking them, treating me like a pair of maracas. The nipple-twister was digging his nails in trying to reach my clit.

"Look at those fucking things," a guy from the side yelled. A phone was thrust in my face. The flash blinded me. I was being recorded. I stared right into the lens, licked my lips, and shimmied for the internet.

"TEN!"

The massive Black guy behind me, the one who had filled his pants against my ass, leaned forward. He bit my neck. Hard. I felt teeth scraping the skin.

"NINE!"

"Open your mouth," Vodka guy commanded.

"EIGHT!"

I did. He didn't put his fingers in this time. He leaned in and spat. A warm glob of saliva hit my tongue. I swallowed it without flinching. “Fucking whore,” he said.

"SEVEN!"

The crowd compressed. We were one organism. I couldn't breathe. I didn't need air. I needed friction.

"SIX!"

I reached down and grabbed the Nipple-Twister's crotch through his jeans. He was rock hard. I squeezed. He groaned.

"FIVE!"

Every hand on me tightened. The anticipation was agonizing.

"FOUR!"

I saw Sarah. The cop had spun her around. He was kissing her, deep and hard, his hands openly groping her ass, pulling her skirt up so high her bare cheeks were exposed to the biting wind.

"THREE!"

I saw Chloe. She was jumping up and down, her blazer falling off one shoulder, flashing a nipple to the cheering frat boys.

"TWO!"

"Here it comes!" someone screamed.

"ONE!"

HAPPY NEW YEAR!

The world ended.

A wall of noise erupted that drowned out thought. Auld Lang Syne started playing over the speakers, but you couldn't hear it over the screaming. Confetti rained down—millions of pieces of colored paper.

It landed on my bare tits. It stuck to my sweat.

In the mayhem, the men around me went feral. Vodka guy grabbed the back of my head and mashed his mouth against mine. He tasted like cheap booze and rot. He kissed me so hard I thought he might draw blood.

The big guy behind me grabbed my hips with bruising force and ground his wet crotch against me one last time, screaming his New Year celebration into the hood of my coat.

The Nipple-Twister finally forced his hand into my pants. His knuckles scraped against my stomach. "Open up," he snarled, digging his fingers past the pubic hair.

He found my clit. It was swollen, throbbing, and hypersensitive from what felt like hours of edging. He just attacked it.

He pinned the little nub against my pubic bone with his thumb and forefinger and started to rub. Hard. Grinding down on it with a rough, calloused friction that teetered on the edge of pain. It felt like he was trying to sand it down.

I moaned into Vodka guy's mouth, my legs snapping straight.

"Take it," the Nipple-Twister hissed, his wrist working furiously inside my pants. "Cum for me, you fucking bitch. Just do it!"

The sensation was blinding. It was too much and not enough. Every jagged rub of his thumb sent a bolt of white-hot lightning straight up my spine. He was treating my clit like a button he could mash until he got the prize. He twisted his fingers, pinching the sensitive flesh, pulling at it, punishing it for being so wet.

I tried to buck my hips, to escape the intensity, but the giant behind me held me firm, still grinding against my ass. I was trapped between a rock and a hard hand.

"Please!" I sobbed, tearing my mouth away from Vodka guy to gasp for air. "Don’t be so rough, it's—"

"Shut up and take it, slut!" the Nipple-Twister told me. He increased the pressure, digging in with a cruelty that shattered my mind. He wanted to hurt me. He wanted me to suffer. He fucking hated me.

And that thought was all it took.

My body surrendered. The tension in my belly coiled tight, sharper than a knife blade, and then snapped.

My insides convulsed, clamping down on nothing.

I screamed into Vodka guy's mouth, my body shaking, adrenaline dumping into my system so hard I felt dizzy. I was the most popular ride in the park. I was the Times Square Whore.

My vision went white. I felt my knees give out, but the wall of bodies kept me upright. I was shaking violently, uncontrollably, while he kept rubbing, kept mashing that hypersensitive spot through the wetness and all the aftershocks.

He didn't stop until I was reduced to a whimpering, twitching mess, my head lolling down, confetti sticking to my sweat-drenched face, completely and utterly conquered by his thumb and forefinger.

Then, slowly, the screaming mob turned into a cheering crowd. The jumping stopped. The intense, crushing pressure of the bodies began to slacken just a fraction.

Frank Sinatra’s voice boomed: “Start spreading the news…”

The hands fell away.

Vodka guy pulled back, wiping his mouth. He looked at me, dazed, then grinned. "Hell of a year, sweetheart." He slapped my bare tit—a sharp, stinging smack—and turned to high-five his buddy.

The big Black guy behind me released my hips. "Thanks," he muttered, adjusting his massive crotch.

The Nipple-Twister lingered the longest, staring at my chest, speckled with confetti, now gently caressing my abused clit. "Cover up," he said, moving from lust to sudden post-nut clarity. "Cops are gonna be clearing the pens."

I stood there for a moment, chest heaving, tits out, pants unzipped, surrounded by strangers who were suddenly just... strangers again. The magic of the mob was fading, leaving only the cold reality of January 1st.

I fumbled for my bra, hooking it with shaking fingers. I zipped my pants, wincing as the metal slid over sensitive, swollen skin. I pulled my coat closed, buttoning it all the way to my chin.

I felt wrecked. Used. Perfect.

I pushed through the dissipating crowd toward the barricade. "Sarah! Chloe!"

Sarah was leaning against the rail, looking shell-shocked. The cop was gone, vanished into the sea of blue uniforms. Her hair was a bird's nest. She was holding her coat closed with a death grip.

Chloe came stumbling out of the frat cluster. She was holding a plastic cup of something, grinning like a maniac. She had a smear of something white on her chin that definitely wasn't icing.

We convened in a small pocket of space near a pile of wet confetti.

"Oh my god," Sarah rasped. "That fucking cop... he... he didn't even ask."

"Did you want him to?" I asked, wiping the blood from my lip.

She shook her head, eyes wide. "No. God, no. He had his hand inside me for twenty minutes, Helena. I came three times standing up."

Chloe laughed, wiping her chin. "I lost count. Pretty sure I just blew the entire Sigma Chi rush class of 2018." She looked at me. "You look like you got run over."

"I feel like it," I said, a dark smile spreading across my face. "Let's get out of here before the adrenaline crashes."

We linked arms, a battered phalanx of black coats, and began the trudge toward the exit. The crowd was thinning, flowing toward the subway and the side streets. We were sore, sticky, and freezing.

But as we turned onto 46th Street, aiming for a quieter spot to call an Uber, I realized the night wasn't quite done with us.

The streets were still thick with people, but the herd mentality was gone. Now, it was just predators and prey.

"Hey," a voice called out from behind us.

The tone was flat, authoritative, and deep. The fucking police.

We froze. I turned slowly.

Two NYPD officers were striding toward us, cutting through the flow of dispersing tourists like sharks through water. One was younger, white, with an arrogant jawline.

The other was the older cop from the checkpoint. A towering Black man with shoulders that stretched the seams of his uniform and a neck as thick as my thigh. His skin was gleaming under the streetlights, his expression unreadable.

And behind them, lagging slightly but clearly with them, was the cop who had been with Sarah. He had the same stone face I had seen before, the same dead eyes that had scanned the crowd while he violated her. But now, away from the cameras and the pens, I caught a glimmer of something darker in his gaze.

My breath hitched. This wasn't an accident. They had tracked us down.

"Ladies," the older Black cop rumbled, stopping a few feet away. His eyes dropped to my leather pants, then flicked to Sarah’s disheveled coat. "You're straying a little far from the safe zone."

"Just looking for a cab, officer," I said, pitching my voice to be sweet, innocent. It was a lie, and he knew it.

"Cabs are suspended in the zone until 2 AM," the younger one said, stepping closer to Chloe. He loomed over her. "You know that."

"We... didn't know," Sarah stammered. Her face went pale as the third cop—her cop—stepped up beside the boss. He didn't say a word. He just stared at her, a grin playing on his lips, tapping his nightstick against his thigh.

"Ignorance of the law isn't an excuse," the Black cop growled. He looked around. The crowd on 46th was thinning, people moving fast, heads down. No one was looking at us. "We need to check you out. Make sure you're not carrying anything... illegal."

He jerked his massive head toward the construction tunnel on our left. It was a long, dark corridor under scaffolding, lined with plywood and orange netting. A dead zone.

"Step aside," he ordered.

We didn't argue. We walked into the shadows with them. The noise of the city muffled instantly, replaced by the drip of melting snow and the heavy thud of police boots on concrete.

They corralled us against the plywood wall. The Boss stood in front of me. The young one took Chloe. Sarah’s cop stood before her.

"On your knees," the Black cop said. His deep voice left no room for negotiation.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I sank to my knees on the cold, dirty concrete. The grit bit into my skin through the leather. Sarah and Chloe dropped beside me. Three women in expensive coats, kneeling in the filth like common criminals.

The cops stood over us, hands on their belts. A wall of blue power.

"You like causing trouble, don't you?" the Boss said, looking down at me with disdain. "Walking around half-naked. Starting riots with your little leather outfit."

"We just wanted to celebrate," I whispered, looking up at him through my lashes.

"And now you can celebrate with us," he said.

He unzipped his fly.

When he fished his cock out, the air left the tunnel. It was monstrous. Thick, heavy, and black, hanging halfway down his thigh even in a semi-soft state. It thickened rapidly in the cold air, turning into a weapon right in front of my face.

Next to him, the young cop had also pulled his out—long, pale, already rock hard. He grabbed the back of Chloe’s head without asking.

Sarah’s cop was already pushing his into her face. She opened her mouth eagerly, her tongue darting out to wet the head.

I looked at the massive black cock in front of me. It smelled of musk, power, and absolute authority. The sheer scale of it made the other two look like toys.

"What are you waiting for?" the Boss snapped, his words booming off the concrete walls.

I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.

I swirled my tongue around the massive mushroom head, hearing him let out a sharp, hissing breath. I bobbed my head, trying to take him deeper, but it was a physical impossibility. He was too thick, too long. He hit the back of my throat immediately, triggering a violent gag reflex that I had to fight down with every ounce of willpower I had left.

To my right, the sound of wet, sloppy sucking filled the tunnel. Chloe was going to town on the rookie cop, her head bobbing furiously, hands gripping his thighs. Sarah was taking slow, deep strokes, her eyes closed, lost in the rhythm.

The huge Black cop put his hand on top of my head. His palm covered my entire skull. It was heavy, hot, and controlling. He started to guide me, setting the pace.

"That's it," he grunted, his hips snapping forward. "Open that throat, white girl."

He started to thrust. I had to unhinge my jaw to accommodate the girth. My nose was buried in his dark uniform trousers, inhaling the scent of gun oil and sweaty balls.

It was degrading. Filthy. It was exactly what we had come for.

"You sluts come to our city," he growled, the head of his cock bludgeoning my tonsils, "thinking you can just tease every man on the block?"

I felt his cock slap against the back of my throat like a baton.

"Yes, sir," I tried to choke out around the meat in my mouth.

"Shut up and suck," he ordered.

He grabbed my hair, twisting it, pulling my head back off his cock for a second just to slam it back down. I gagged, tears streaming down my face, my makeup running in black streaks. He was fucking my face with a lethal weapon.

To my left, I heard Chloe choke as the rookie face-fucked her.

"Yeah, take it all," the rookie hissed. "You like a uniform, huh?"

Sarah let out a moan as her cop grabbed her ears, using them as handles to drive himself deeper.

We were a row of kneeling dolls, three privileged wives serving the law in the darkest, dirtiest way possible. My jaw ached. My knees were screaming against the frozen slush. But the heat pooling in my belly was molten.

The Boss was getting close. I could feel his massive thighs tense against my cheeks. His breathing became jagged, a deep rattle in his chest.

"Don't stop," he warned. "Don't you fucking dare stop."

He started piston-pumping into my mouth, reckless now. He didn't care about me. I was just a wet, warm hole for him to use.

"Here it comes," he roared.

I opened wider, relaxing my throat muscles, letting him in. I wanted it all. All the evidence.

He groaned, his entire body going rigid as he shoved himself as deep as he could go and held it there. I felt the pulse, powerful and rhythmic, then the hot spurts hitting the back of my throat. Thick. Copious. It flooded my mouth, coating my tongue, filling my throat faster than I could swallow.

I gulped. I had to. He wasn't letting me pull away. His hand clamped the back of my neck, forcing me to drain him dry.

Beside me, the rookie groaned, "Fuck!" and I glanced across to see him erupting onto Chloe’s face. She didn't wipe it away. She just licked her lips.

Sarah’s cop was the last. He pulled out at the last second and shot ropes of cum across her chest and neck, splattering her expensive coat like abstract art.

The Boss finally pulled out. The sound of his wet cock leaving my throat was a loud pop. He tucked himself back in and zipped up, all business.

"Get up," he said, wiping a hand across his mouth.

We scrambled to our feet, wiping our mouths, dizzy. My knees were soaked with slush. My chin was sore. My throat felt bruised.

He looked us over, a look of utter contempt and satisfaction on his broad face.

"Happy New Year, ladies," he said. "Now get the fuck out of here before I arrest you for loitering."

They turned and walked away, back toward the lights of Times Square, leaving us standing in the dark, shivering, violated, and grinning like idiots.

We didn't speak. We stumbled out of the tunnel and flagged down a yellow cab. We piled into the back seat, collapsing against the leather.

The driver looked in the rearview mirror, his eyes widening. "Where to?"

My voice was ruined. All I could do was croak out the name of our hotel.

I looked at Sarah. Cum drying on her cleavage and neck.

Chloe. Cum all over her face.

I tasted the law on my tongue. Thick and bitter, full of contempt.

Halfway back to the hotel, my phone pinged. A text from my husband: Happy New Year, honey! Hope the party was fun.

I typed back: Best night ever. Can't wait to tell you everything.

I hit send on my lie and let my head fall back, closing my eyes as the city lights blurred past.

Sarah patted my knee and spoke. "Best. New. Year's. Ever."

I laughed. A hollow, exhausted, satisfied laugh.

"Maybe," I rasped, rubbing my aching throat. "Maybe we should set off the fire alarm when we get back to our hotel. Give a little back to the Fire Department as well."
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