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Claire Bauman had it all: a 4,000 square foot apartment off of Madison Avenue in New York City, a very cushy job managing an art gallery in Chelsea, and, to top it all off, an incredible boyfriend with a perfectly chiseled jaw who catered to her every whim. She had everything she could ever ask for.

She tried to remind herself of these things as she stood in the back of her loft apartment, staring slack-jawed at the blonde woman who was carefully examining an art piece from Claire’s collection. Her chocolate brown eyes trailed down the woman’s long, silky legs that crept out of her short blue dress. Claire had always dated and been attracted to men, but for some reason this woman was causing something to stir within her. She could not keep her eyes off of her and it wasn’t helping that the woman kept eyeing her back.

“...the way that the artist handles color and line here is exquisite, don’t you think? The canvas practically pulsates here in the upper left. It’s like a dream...”

“Y-yes, Mrs. Prince.”

Mrs. Prince turned slowly away from the painting and faced Claire once again, her pale lips turned into a small smile. “Please, Claire, call me Madeline.”

“Madeline. Of course.” Claire agreed, laughing nervously. She swallowed down a growing lump in her throat as Madeline took a few steps closer to the younger woman.

If Claire had to guess, she would have thought Madeline was in her early fifties, but this incredibly wealthy woman had to have been having facials from the fountain of youth for most of her life because she looked much younger. Other than a few fine lines that showed beside her eyes and lips, she was just as attractive as any of the other wealthy New York City elite that roamed the streets of the Upper East Side. Her blonde hair was cropped just below her chin in a severe, neat cut. Her cheekbones were high and gave her cheeks large, elegant divots.

Madeline was just a couple of inches away from Claire now, her lips hovering somewhere near the younger woman’s ear. “Do you know how much money I have, Claire?”

Claire shut her dark eyes, her breath hitching in her throat. A warmth of wetness began to settle on top of her clit. She had never been attracted to a woman before, and the experience was overwhelming, not to mention a little embarrassing...

“Um... n-no, I don’t.” The sun was drenching the apartment and Claire felt it warming her back as she leaned forward slightly. She found herself wanting Madeline to kiss her.

“I am worth over a billion dollars.” Madeline whispered, “And that means I can buy anything I want...” She said. Her lips were tickling Claire’s earlobe gently.

Claire hissed in a breath. She wasn’t a lesbian. She loved her boyfriend. So, then why was she feeling attracted to this older wealthy woman?

“I could even buy you, if I wanted to.” Madeline insisted. As she spoke, her hands drifted slowly to Claire’s hips. One hand trailed up Claire’s bare leg. She was wearing her short black pencil skirt and a tight-fitting white top.

Claire turned her head to the side and released a soft moan of excitement and pleasure as Madeline kissed her neck. Claire had no idea why she didn’t turn away, why she didn’t deny the woman’s advances. She was growing wetter and wetter, her clit beginning to throb gently beneath her panties.

Madeline’s fingers reached up into Claire’s skirt. With torturous slowness, she pulled the black lace panties aside and began to slowly massage the younger girl’s labia. “My god, you’re so very wet, Claire...”

“I...I...” Claire could not bring herself to form words. She only whimpered into the quiet of the apartment, wanting desperately to feel Madeline’s fingers go deeper inside of her. But what about her boyfriend, Craig? She couldn’t do this to him... but Madeline was so very tantalizing. Why was she doing this to her?

“Have you ever been with a woman, Claire? Have you ever been fucked by a woman?” Madeline purred as she swiped over Claire’s clit.

“No,” Claire mumbled, her eyes sliding shut and her neck craning upwards. Her panties were getting soaked with her wetness. She would need to change before Craig came home. “I... I can’t do this... my boyfriend...this isn’t right...”

“Your boyfriend?” Madeline chuckled softly. “Has your boyfriend ever touched you like this? So slow and soft? Has he ever given you pleasure like this? Focused on you completely?”

Claire hated to admit it, even to herself, but Madeline was right. Craig always wanted her to suck his dick, to fuck her doggie style, or to sometimes fuck her in the ass. But rarely, if ever, had he fingered her just for her pleasure.

“I didn’t think so...” Madeline murmured when Claire didn’t respond.

A noise suddenly startled Claire–

Was that–?

The front door shut loudly. “Hey babe, I’m ho–what the fuck?” Craig’s voice pierced the silence of the apartment like a gunshot.

Madeline turned slowly towards Craig, though she never removed her fingers from where they rest against Claire’s dripping pussy.

“C-Craig...” Claire moaned, unable to stop herself.

“What the hell is this? Are you fucking my girlfriend?!” Craig demanded, starting towards the two women.

Madeline held her free hand up and the man suddenly stopped advancing. “Sit down, you pathetic cuck. Here,” She reached down to her purse lying on the floor against the wall and retrieved her pocketbook. She withdrew a couple of bills and tossed two hundred dollars at him. “You’re going to shut the hell up and sit quietly while I fuck your beautiful girlfriend.”

Craig scrambled for the money, looking up at Madeline with his mouth hanging open. “Claire...? What’s goin–?”

“You heard her.” Claire heard herself suddenly insisting. “Sit down and shut up. I want you to watch me get fucked by someone who knows how to give me pleasure.” She shivered at her own words, taking delight in the look of shock on Craig’s face. He slowly backed a couple of feet away, dropping down into a nearby armchair and watching attentively.

Claire moaned appreciatively as Madeline turned her around and unzipped her tight skirt. She pulled the thing to the ground. “Craig, your girlfriend is sopping wet. Have you seen her this wet before? Ever made her cum like this?”

Craig shook his head, slowly unbuttoning his black pants.

Madeline bent Claire over, forcing her hands down onto the arm of the couch. She pushed two fingers into the woman’s cunt, sliding them in and out, pressing up against her g-spot with torturous slowness. Claire moaned, crying out with pleasure as her pussy was filled with Madeline’s long, slender fingers.

Craig unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out and beginning to tug on it hard.

Madeline’s laugh, strong and sultry, suddenly pierced the air. She stared down at Craig and shook her head, scowling at him with pity. “What a pathetic little dick you have, Craig. No wonder Claire needs to be fucked by a woman. She must hardly even feel that tiny cock inside of her.” Madeline muttered, not bothering to even look the cuckold in the eyes.

“Oh, oh god,” Claire begged, “Please, please Madeline, please, don’t stop, god, that feels so good–”

“Don’t worry, baby, I’m not going to stop.” Madeline said, pumping her hand in and out of Claire with care and attention. She pulled her fingers out of Claire’s warm pussy and directed the woman down to the soft rug below their feet. She began to unbutton Claire’s shirt, gently pulling off the blouse and tossing it to the floor. Claire’s breasts were full and perky, a solid C-cup, and her nipples were erect.

Madeline bent down beside Claire and began to tweak and pinch the young woman’s nipples. Claire whimpered and moaned gratefully.

“Do you like that?” Madeline murmured, “You like the way that feels? Does Craig ever do this to you?”

“No,” Claire sighed, “n-no, he doesn’t. He... he has no idea how to please me...”

Madeline looked over to the seated man, smirking as he pulled harder and harder on his cock. “Craig, do you want some of this?” Madeline asked, nodding down at the prone brunette beneath her.

“Yes, god yes, I want to fu–”

“Well, that’s too fucking bad, isn’t it? Because she doesn’t want to be fucked my a worthless, useless man like you. She wants to be fucked by me, isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

Claire nodded vigorously as her nipple was rolled between Madeline’s fingers. “Yes, yes, Mrs. Prince, please, please fuck me. I want you inside of me. I-I want him to see how wet you make me...”

Madeline was quick to re-insert her fingers into Claire’s wet cunt. Her pussy was so wet and dripping that she was staining the rug beneath them. Madeline pumped her hand in and out of Claire, going harder and faster than before, causing the brunette to cry out in pleasure with every thrust.

Claire’s moans were becoming more and more frequent, louder, and more uncontrollable. Madeline slowed her thrusting, “Oh, I don’t want you to come yet, darling. I’m not finished with you.” The wealthy older woman got to her feet and returned to her purse against the wall. She retrieved a large black dildo attached to a harness. “I always keep this in my bag, just in case someone’s girlfriend needs to be fucked.” She said with a wink towards Craig.

Craig watched in awe as Madeline stepped into the harness and tightened it around her hips. He looked down at Claire and his dick hardened at the sight of the cum stain on the rug. He had never heard his girlfriend moan so loudly before. He was completely left out, forced to watch as his girlfriend was pleasured by a middle-aged billionaire lesbian.

Madeline stood over Claire and held a hand out for the woman to take. She pulled her up to her knees, then took a step closer.

“Watch carefully, cuck.” She said, grabbing a fistful of Claire’s hair and guiding her mouth towards the cock hanging from the harness. “Take it, sweetheart. Take my cock into your mouth.”

Claire immediately wrapped her lips around the large dildo, sucking and licking at it energetically.

“She gets so much more pleasure from my cock than yours. Why do you think that is, pathetic cuck?” Madeline asked.

Craig shook his head, moaning beneath his breath as the tip of his penis began to spill pre-cum. “I-I don’t know.”

“Because I actually know how to fuck her. Because my cock knows what she wants and how to give it to her.” Madeline said. She smiled down at Claire, “Good girl. Just like that. Keep going.”

Claire continued her enthusiastic sucking of Madeline’s dick. It made her incredibly wet to suck this silicone cock. She chanced a glance over at Craig and was happy to see how awe-struck he looked.

Finally, Madeline pulled the cock away and wiped it across Claire’s face. “Now, on your hands and knees.” She instructed.

Claire immediately complied, turning over and lowering herself to the ground. Madeline lowered herself to her knees as well and very smoothly inserted the cock inside Claire from behind.

She rode her hard, thrusting into and out of her with a speed and fervor that Claire had never felt before. Madeline reached around and grabbed a handful of Claire’s breast, tweaking her nipples very hard as she fucked her. She pulled Claire up so that they were both on their knees and used her free hand to rub the young woman’s clit.

“This is how you pleasure a woman, cuck. This is how you make her cum.”

Claire was practically screaming now. She had never been penetrated and fingered at the same time and it was almost too much to take. Not to mention having her nipples played with at the same time. She grabbed onto Madeline’s thighs, her own hips bucking forward with every thrust of Madeline’s cock.

“Oh god, oh-oh Jesus-oh my god-fuck-fuck me, Mrs. Prince-I-I think I’m-I’m-going to-I’m going to–”

“Are you going to cum?” Madeline whispered, “Cum for me, Claire. Go ahead, cum for me.”

“Mrs. Prince-! God, Mrs. Prince, I-I-I’m cumming-! I’m cumming!” Claire screamed as her pleasure crescendoed into a body-wracking climax. Her whole body shuddered and trembled as her orgasm took over. She sighed contently as she pulled away from the cock inside of her and lay back down onto the rug, staring up at Madeline.

“I... I’ve never had an orgasm like that before...” She murmured. She looked over at Craig who was very close to climaxing now, his hand swiping up and down endlessly on his wet cock. “In fact... Craig has never made me orgasm...”

Madeline reached over and swiped her hand through the creamy cum still leaking from Claire’s ravaged pussy. With the viscous material coating her hand, she walked over to Craig and held her hand up to his face. “Do you see this, Craig? Do you smell it? That’s your girlfriend’s precious cum. And you were not the one who made this come squirting out of her. I was. You will never pleasure her like I do.”

Claire laughed from where she lay, looking up at Craig with a smirk. “You’ve never fucked me like that. I can’t wait to be fucked again by Mrs. Prince, with or without you watching.”

Craig screwed his eyes shut tightly, moaning as his climax took hold. He came with a few unrelenting jerks of his hips, staining the front of his shirt with an unusually large amount of cum. Rarely did he ever produce this much. Even as he finished, he was still extremely turned on.

Madeline walked to the kitchen and washed her hands. When she returned, she moved to stand in front of the painting again. She examined it, just as she was doing before she had begun fucking Claire. Finally, she nodded. “I think I’ll take it. It’ll look wonderful next to my Cézanne.”

She lifted her purse up from the ground and began to write a check. She left it on the windowsill. “I’ll have my art handlers come by tomorrow to pick it up. Claire,” She said as she reached the front door, “call me.”
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