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CHAPTER 1




The penthouse was deathly quiet except for the low hum of the city thirty-eight floors below and the frantic drum of Maxine’s heartbeat in her own ears. November rain streaked the floor-to-ceiling windows, blurring the lights of Manhattan into wet gold smears. Richard was in Tokyo for ten more days—plenty of time. Plenty of sin.

Maxine stood at the foot of her king bed in nothing but a blush-pink lace thong and a silk robe she hadn’t bothered to tie. Fifty-one years old, still gym-toned, still turning heads at charity galas, but none of those heads knew the truth: the society wife with the perfect marriage was a filthy, cock-starved dyke who dripped at the mere thought of a twenty-eight-year-old blonde’s pierced tongue.

The private elevator chimed.

Amanda stepped out like she owned the fucking place—because tonight, she did. Wet trench coat hanging open, blonde hair plastered to her cheeks, crop top soaked so sheer her nipple rings showed dark against the white fabric. She kicked off her boots, peeled the coat away, and stood there in tiny denim shorts and that wicked smile.

“Miss me, Mrs. Harrington?” Amanda purred, voice already husky with intent.

Maxine’s cunt clenched so hard she felt the wetness slide down her inner thigh. “Get over here before I die.”

They collided halfway across the marble floor. Amanda’s mouth crashed into hers—hungry, messy, no gentle reunion bullshit. Tongues fucked instantly, teeth clashing, Amanda’s silver tongue barbell cold and hard and perfect. Maxine moaned into it like a whore, hands already yanking at Amanda’s crop top, nails scraping over pierced nipples until the girl hissed.

Amanda’s Pov:

God, she tastes expensive—champagne and desperation. I bite her bottom lip hard enough to make her gasp, then soothe it with my tongue stud just to hear that slutty little whimper she tries to hide from the world. Her robe falls open and fuck, those tits—still impossibly firm, nipples dark rose and begging. I palm one roughly, pinch until she bucks against me.

“You’ve been thinking about my mouth on your married cunt for weeks, haven’t you?” I growl against her throat.

“Yes—fuck—yes,” Maxine pants, voice cracking like the proper lady she pretends to be.

I shove her backward toward the bedroom, kicking the door shut behind us. The neighbors in 38B are nosy cunts; we have to be careful. But careful can still be filthy.

Maxine’s Pov:

Amanda pushes me down onto the bed like I weigh nothing. The silk duvet is cool against my burning skin. She crawls over me, predatory, blue eyes glittering.

“Look at you,” she whispers, dragging one nail down my sternum, between my breasts, over my trembling stomach. “All that designer perfection and you’re soaking through your pretty pink panties for a girl half your husband’s age.”

I arch shamelessly. “Take them off. Please.”

She laughs low, dirty. “Beg properly, Maxie.”

“Please, baby—please eat my pussy. I’ve been aching for your tongue. I’m dripping for you.”

Amanda hooks her fingers in the delicate lace and peels the thong down my thighs slowly, deliberately, letting the wet fabric drag over my swollen lips. The cool air hits my cunt makes me gasp. She spreads my legs wide, knees over her shoulders, and just looks.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” she breathes. “Look at this gorgeous rich-lady cunt. Swollen, shiny—fuck, you’re creaming already.”

I am. Thick, clear strands of arousal cling to my folds, stretching as she spreads me open with her thumbs. My clit throbs visibly.

Amanda’s Pov:

I’ve dreamed about this pussy every night for weeks. Shaved smooth, flushed dark pink, dripping like a desperate slut. I lean in and drag my tongue from her asshole to her clit in one slow, filthy lick—tasting her tangy sweetness, feeling her whole body jolt.

“Fuck—Amanda!”

I pin her thighs wider. “Quiet, baby. Mrs. Goldstein next door will hear what a filthy lesbian whore you are.”

Then I dive in.

I bury my face in her cunt like I’m starving. Tongue-fucking her hole first, spearing deep, feeling her walls flutter around the intrusion. My nose grinds against her clit. I pull out and suck her labia into my mouth one after the other, tugging until she sobs. Then I flick that hard little clit with the tip of my pierced tongue—rapid flicks, the metal ball hitting it just right.

Maxine’s hips try to buck, but I hold her down. I spell filthy words against her pussy—C-U-N-T, D-Y-K-E, W-H-O-R-E—over and over until she’s shaking.

Maxine’s Pov:

I’m losing my fucking mind. Her tongue is everywhere—lapping, stabbing, that cold metal ball tormenting my clit until I see stars. Pressure coils low in my belly, terrifyingly fast.

“Amanda—I’m gonna—oh God—”

She shoves three fingers into me without warning, curling hard against my G-spot while her mouth seals over my clit and sucks like she wants to swallow my soul.

I explode.

My pussy clamps down on her fingers in violent spasms, gushing cream all over her hand, her wrist, her chin. I hear the wet sounds of it, obscene and beautiful. She keeps licking through it, drinking every pulse, moaning like my cum is the best thing she’s ever tasted.

When I finally collapse, boneless and twitching, she crawls up my body, face slick and shining, and kisses me so I can taste myself on her pierced tongue.

Amanda’s Pov:

She’s still trembling when I straddle her thigh, grinding my own soaked cunt against her skin. I’m so wet it’s dripping down her leg.

“Your turn to be quiet,” I whisper, biting her earlobe. “Because now I’m going to ride your pretty face until I cream all over it.”

Maxine’s eyes go black with lust. “Yes. Please.”

I move up her body, knees on either side of her head. My shorts are long gone—ripped off somewhere between the hallway and here. I lower myself slowly, letting her watch my shaved pussy descend—glistening, swollen, pierced clit hood glinting.

The first touch of her tongue is reverent. Then it turns greedy. She grabs my ass with both hands and pulls me down hard, burying her face in me. Her tongue plunges deep, nose against my clit, and I start to ride.

“Fuck yes—eat me, Maxie—just like that—tongue-fuck my little dyke cunt—”

I grind shamelessly, smothering her, juices running down her cheeks, her neck. She moans into me and the vibration makes me insane. I reach back and shove two fingers into her still-spasming pussy, fucking her while she eats me.

We’re a mess of sweat and cum and expensive perfume.

Maxine’s Pov:

Her taste is addictive—sweeter than mine, younger, wilder. I tongue her deep, then suck her pierced clit into my mouth, flicking it the way she did mine. She screams into her own thigh to muffle it, hips jerking.

I feel her start to come—walls fluttering around nothing, then gushing over my chin as I keep sucking. I drink her down like I’m dying of thirst.

When she finally rolls off me, we’re both wrecked. She collapses half on top of me, blonde hair sticking to my breasts, our legs tangled and sticky.

We lie there panting, listening to the rain.

Amanda’s Pov:

I trace lazy circles around her nipple. “Ten more days until Richard comes home,” I murmur against her neck. “Think your poor neglected cunt can survive that long without my tongue?”

Maxine laughs breathlessly. “It’ll be tortured. I’ll be touching myself every night thinking about your pretty pierced mouth.”

I bite her shoulder. “Good. Save it all for me. Every drop.”

Maxine’s Pov:

We shower eventually—slow, filthy shower sex against Italian marble, fingers and tongues and muffled screams swallowed by steam. Then back to bed soaked and sated, wrapped around each other under 1200-thread-count sheets that now smell like pussy.

Just before dawn, Amanda dresses quietly. I watch from the bed, heart aching in that familiar way.

“Next time,” she whispers at the door, kissing me soft and sweet, “I’m bringing toys. Going to strap you down and make you squirt until you forget your own name.”

I pull her in for one last deep kiss, tasting us both on her tongue. “Promise?”

She grins, wicked. “Promise.”

The elevator doors close.

I stand there naked in the silent apartment, cum still drying on my thighs, already counting the hours until I can be her secret whore again.


CHAPTER 2




Three weeks. Twenty-one agonizing days of boardroom smiles, charity luncheons, and Richard’s oblivious hands on my hip at cocktail parties while my cunt throbbed with the memory of Amanda’s pierced tongue scooping my cum like it was caviar.

I’d been a good little closeted dyke. I’d smiled. I’d nodded. I’d even let Richard fuck me twice—missionary, lights off, his grunting in my ear while I stared at the ceiling and pictured Amanda’s wicked grin between my thighs. I came both times, but only because I bit my own wrist to stay quiet and pretended his cock was her fist.

Now it was December 5th, Richard was in Gstaad “for business” (which meant some 25-year-old ski instructor was currently choking on his AmEx Black Card). The penthouse was mine for four full nights.

Amanda texted at 8:02 p.m.

Amanda: Door. Now. I’m dripping in the hallway like a desperate slut.

I damn near ran.

She stood there in a black trench coat, knee-high patent boots, blonde hair in two high pigtails like the filthiest schoolgirl fantasy ever. A large Louis Vuitton weekender bag hung from her shoulder—our toy bag. My clit pulsed so hard I felt it in my teeth.

Amanda’s Pov:

Maxine opens the door looking like lust wrapped in silk—charcoal robe hanging open, tits spilling out, nipples already rock-hard. Her eyes drop to the bag and her thighs press together. I can literally see the wet spot forming on her lace thong from here.

“Evening, Mrs. Harrington,” I purr, stepping inside and kicking the door shut. “Your husband send his regards?”

She whimpers.

I drop the bag with a heavy thud that makes her jump. “Strip. Crawl to the bedroom. I want that married cunt dripping on the marble the whole way.”

Maxine’s Pov:

I’ve never obeyed anyone so fast in my life.

The robe pools at my feet. I drop to my hands and knees, ass in the air, and crawl. The cold stone kisses my palms and knees; my heavy breasts sway beneath me. I feel the cool trail of my own arousal sliding down my inner thighs. I hear Amanda’s boots clicking behind me, slow and deliberate.

When I reach the bedroom, she’s already unzipped the bag.

Holy fuck.

Black leather cuffs. A thick, veiny 9-inch strap-on in midnight silicone. A wand vibrator the size of my forearm. A metal speculum. Nipple clamps with a chain. A bottle of high-end lube. And—Jesus Christ—a fucking syringe filled with lube for internal use.

“On the bed, whore,” Amanda says, voice low and dangerous. “Spread eagle. Wrists to the posts.”

I scramble up, heart hammering.

She buckles the cuffs around my wrists and ankles with practiced efficiency, stretching me wide until the silk sheets pull tight. My pussy is completely exposed, lips puffy and glistening under the chandelier light. She stands back and just looks, licking her lips.

Amanda’s Pov:

Christ, she’s beautiful like this—fifty-one years old, spread and helpless, expensive diamonds still in her ears while her cunt leaks like a broken faucet. I strip slowly, letting her watch. Crop top first—my nipple rings glint. Then the tiny pleated skirt—no panties, of course. My pussy is waxed bare except for a tiny landing strip, clit hood piercing shining with my own wetness.

I climb onto the bed and straddle her face, but I don’t lower myself yet.

“Beg.”

Maxine’s voice cracks. “Please sit on my face. Smother me with your perfect little cunt. I want to drown in you.”

I sink down slowly, letting her tongue spear me first. She groans like a dying woman the second she tastes me. I grind slowly, pigtails swinging, hands braced on the headboard.

“That’s it, rich girl. Lick my 28-year-old pussy while your husband pays for the sheets you’re about to ruin.”

She eats me like she’s starving—tongue plunging deep, nose grinding my clit, sucking my pierced hood until I’m shaking. I reach back and spread my ass cheeks so she can tongue my tight little hole too. She does, without hesitation, filthy rich wife rimming me like a porn star.

I come hard, gushing over her mouth, her chin, her fucking neck. She swallows everything I give her.

Maxine’s Pov:

Her cum is everywhere—hot, sweet, coating my face. I’m drunk on it. She slides down my body, biting a path—collarbone, nipple (hard), stomach, the sensitive spot just above my pubic bone that makes me jerk against the restraints.

Then she picks up the wand.

She doesn’t turn it on yet. She just drags the huge head up my slit, coating it in my slick, teasing my clit until I’m sobbing.

“please-please-please—”

She flips it on high.

The vibration hits my clit like a freight train. I scream. She pins my hips down and grinds it in circles, merciless.

“Count them, Maxie. Every orgasm belongs to me tonight.”

The first one rips through me in under thirty seconds, back arching off the bed, pussy clenching on nothing, juices squirting in shameful arcs that splatter her tits.

“One,” I gasp.

She doesn’t stop.

Two comes faster, harder. My voice breaks on the word.

Three—I’m crying, actually crying, tears streaming as my body convulses.

Four—she shoves the wand inside me, the massive head stretching my cunt while the handle vibrates my clit. I squirt so hard it soaks the sheets clear to the mattress pad.

Five—she pulls it out and slaps my pussy with her open palm, sharp and wet. Six follows instantly.

I lose count somewhere around eight. My voice is gone. I’m just a writhing, drooling, cumming mess.

Amanda’s Pov:

She’s fucking destroyed—face red, mascara running, body shaking with aftershocks. Perfect.

I unbuckle the strap-on and step into it. Nine thick inches of silicone cock bobbing heavily between my legs. I lube it generously, then squirt more directly into her gaping, abused cunt with the syringe until it’s oozing out.

I line up and slam home in one brutal thrust.

Maxine screams, back bowing. Her pussy flutters around the invasion like it’s trying to milk me.

I fuck her like I hate her.

Long, violent strokes that punch the air from her lungs. The bedframe slams against the wall—fuck the neighbors. I grab her throat, squeeze just enough to make her eyes roll.

“You like that, Mrs. Harrington? Like getting your rich cunt destroyed by a girl young enough to be your daughter?”

“Yes—fuck—harder—”

I flip her onto her stomach (cuffs twisting but holding), yank her hips up, and re-enter from behind. The angle is deeper, brutal. I spit on her asshole and push my thumb in to the knuckle.

She comes again instantly, asshole clenching around my thumb, pussy gushing down her thighs.

I lose track of how many times I make her squirt. The sheets are destroyed. There’s a puddle on the marble floor where it’s dripped off the bed.

Maxine’s Pov:

I’m floating in subspace, every nerve ending on fire. She pulls out and I whine at the emptiness—until I feel the cold metal speculum sliding into me.

She cranks it open slowly, wider, wider, until I’m stretched obscenely open. Cool air kisses my cervix. I can feel myself gaping, exposed, humiliated, and so fucking turned on I could die.

She leans down and spits directly into my open cunt.

Then she shoves the wand inside the speculum and turns it on.

The vibration directly against my inner walls is unholy. I scream so hard my voice cracks permanently. My body convulses like I’m being electrocuted. I squirt in a continuous stream, like a broken fire hydrant, soaking Amanda from tits to knees.

She keeps it there until I’m begging—actually begging her to stop, I can’t take any more.

Only then does she remove it, unstrap, and crawl up to straddle my face again.

“Clean your mess off me, slut.”

I lick her clean—my own cum mixed with hers, tasting like shame and heaven.

Amanda’s Pov:

Hours later, we’re in the shower—her back against the marble, my fingers buried knuckle-deep in her cunt while the rainfall showerhead pours over us. She’s on her eleventh orgasm of the night (I kept count after all), legs shaking so hard I have to hold her up.

I curl my fingers hard against her G-spot and command, “One more. Give me one more huge squirt for the road, baby.”

She sobs my name and does—powerful jet that hits the shower wall three feet away.

We finally collapse into bed at 4:17 a.m. Sheets are gone—ruined beyond salvation. We’re naked on the bare mattress protector, limbs tangled, her head on my chest.

Maxine’s Pov:

I trace the hickeys across Amanda’s breasts—my teeth marks, her ownership.

“How many times did you make me come?” I whisper, voice hoarse.

She chuckles, low and satisfied. “Lost count after twenty-three. Think we hit thirty.”

I whimper.

She kisses my temple. “Richard’s back in nine days?”

“Eight,” I correct miserably.

“Then we’re doing this again tomorrow night,” she says. “And the night after. And the night after that. I’m going to ruin you so thoroughly that every time he touches you, you’ll feel my ghost in your cunt.”

I come again, just from her words, a small aftershock that leaves me trembling.

Amanda’s Pov:

Just before dawn, I dress. She watches from the bed, bruised, bitten, covered in dried cum and sweat, looking like the most expensively wrecked woman in Manhattan.

I lean down and kiss her—slow, filthy, possessive.

“Same time tomorrow, Maxie. Wear something I can rip off with my teeth.

The elevator doors close on her shattered, blissful smile.


CHAPTER 3




December 23rd. Two days before Christmas, and the only gift I wanted was already on her way up in the private elevator—wearing something naughty under her coat, if her texts were any indication.

Richard was in Aspen with his “business partners” (translation: coke and models young enough to be his nieces). The penthouse tree in the living room twinkled like it approved of my adultery. I’d dismissed the staff until New Year’s, locked the doors, killed the security cameras, and waited in nothing but a black satin robe and the diamond choker Amanda had made me wear last time—“So you remember who owns your married throat while your husband’s away.”

The elevator dinged.

Amanda stepped out looking like a walking felony: thigh-high red vinyl boots, tiny pleated skirt the size of a belt, cropped “Santa’s Little Slut” sweater with no bra—nipple rings pressing against the knit like they were trying to escape. Blonde pigtails again. Cheeks flushed from the cold. And that devil grin.

She dangled a small gift bag from one finger. “Ho-ho-ho, Mrs. Claus. Got something in my ass with your name on it.”

I snatched the bag, yanked her inside, and slammed her against the wall before the door even closed.

Amanda’s Pov:

Jesus Christ on a candy cane, the woman is feral tonight. Maxine kisses like she’s trying to suck my soul out through my mouth—teeth, tongue, that elegant throat growling like a goddamn animal. Her hands are everywhere, ripping at my sweater, pinching my nipples so hard I see stars.

“Been thinking about your ass all day,” she hisses against my lips. “You really wore it?”

I laugh breathlessly. “Since 9 a.m., baby. Had it in through brunch with my mom, SoulCycle, and a fucking job interview. Every time I sat down I thought about your tongue up my shithole.”

She groans like I just punched her in the clit.

Maxine’s Pov:

I drop to my knees right there in the foyer like a supplicant at church—except this church worships depravity. I shove Amanda’s tiny skirt up to her hips. No panties, of course. Just smooth shaved skin and the prettiest pink jeweled plug nestled between her perfect twenty-eight-year-old ass cheeks, winking at me like it knows exactly how filthy we’re about to get.

“Merry fucking Christmas to me,” I whisper.

Amanda giggles, the little bitch, twerks. The plug sparkles as her ass jiggles. “You gonna unwrap your present or just stare at it like a pervert, Maxie?”

I slap her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “Turn around. Hands on the wall. Legs spread. I’m starving.”

Amanda’s Pov:

I obey like the greedy slut I am. Boots wide, back arched, face pressed to the cold marble wall. I’ve been clenching around this plug for twelve hours—my pussy is a swamp, my asshole throbbing in the best way.

Maxine’s manicured fingers spread my cheeks wide. She twists the plug slowly—fuuuuck—then pulls. There’s that obscene wet pop as it slides free, leaving me gaping and empty and desperate.

“Holy shit,” she breathes. “Look at this pretty little gape. Been training this hole for me, baby?”

“Every night with bigger toys,” I pant. “Wanted to be ready for your rich-lady tongue.”

She spits directly into my open asshole—hot, wet, perfect. Then her tongue is there, licking around the rim, slow and filthy, like she’s savoring caviar.

I moan like a porn star. “Eat my ass, Maxine. Eat my dirty little asshole like the closeted dyke whore you are.”

Maxine’s Pov:

Her taste is darker here—musky, forbidden, addictive. I tongue-fuck her ass like I’m possessed, spearing deep, feeling her ring flutter around my tongue. My nose buried in her wet pussy, inhaling her like cocaine.

I pull back just long enough to growl, “You’re such a nasty little girl, wearing a plug to brunch with your mother. Did you leak on the chair thinking about my tongue up your shitter?”

“Yes—fuck—almost came during mimosas—”

I shove two fingers into her cunt without warning, curling hard while my tongue goes back to rimming her. She screams, legs shaking in those ridiculous boots.

Amanda’s Pov:

I’m going to die. Actually die. Maxine Harrington—Park Avenue princess, Junior League chairwoman—is on her knees with her tongue up my asshole while three fingers now saw in and out of my pussy like a machine.

She pulls them out and sucks them clean with a moan. “God, your cunt tastes like desperation.”

Then—oh fuck—she slides one slick finger into my ass. Then two. Scissoring, stretching, tongue still licking around them.

“You ever let anyone else do this, baby?” she asks, voice dangerous.

“Never,” I gasp. “Only you. Only my married sugar mama gets to tongue-fuck my twenty-eight-year-old shithole.”

She adds a third finger and I see God.

Maxine’s Pov:

Her ass is so tight, so hot, clenching around my fingers like it’s trying to keep them forever. I’m humping the air like a dog, my own cunt dripping down my thighs.

I stand up suddenly, grab her pigtails, and march her to the bedroom like a prisoner. She stumbles in those boots, plug still in my other hand.

“On the bed. Face down, ass up. I’m not done feasting.”

She scrambles to obey, skirt still around her waist, boots on, presenting like a bitch in heat. Her hole is still gaping slightly, pink and glistening with my spit.

I dive in like a woman possessed.

Amanda’s Pov:

Maxine eats ass like it’s her job—like she was born for it. Tongue everywhere, licking, sucking, fucking my hole while her fingers rub my clit in brutal circles. I’m babbling nonsense.

“Yes—Mommy—eat my dirty ass—tongue my shithole—make me cum with your face buried in my crack—”

She slaps my clit hard. “Who’s Mommy?”

“You—you’re Mommy—rich Mommy with the magic tongue—please—”

I come so hard I squirt all over the duvet, asshole spasming around nothing now, pussy gushing like a broken faucet.

But she doesn’t stop.

She flips me over, spreads my legs obscenely wide, and shoves the plug back in—hard.

“Keep that in,” she orders. “I’m eating your pussy now.”

Maxine’s Pov:

Amanda’s cunt is destroyed—swollen, red, dripping. I spread her lips with my thumbs and just look.

“Such a pretty young pussy,” I coo. “All shaved and pierced, and desperate for an old lady’s mouth.”

She whimpers. “I’m not that young. I’m twenty-eight.”

“I’m twenty-eight, you cradle-robbing whore.”

I laugh and bite her clit—not hard, just enough. “You’re twelve years younger than my youngest stepdaughter, you filthy little homewrecker.”

Then I devour her.

Long, slow licks from plug to clit. Sucking her piercing into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue until she screams. Three fingers in her cunt, thumb pressing the plug deeper into her ass.

She comes again in under two minutes, back arching off the bed, boots kicking.

I keep going.

Amanda’s Pov:

I lose track of orgasms. Four? Six? Ten? Maxine is relentless—sucking my soul out through my clit, fingers pistoning, occasionally pulling the plug out to tongue my ass again before shoving it back in.

At one point she straddles my face backward—69 but with her ass in my mouth—and rides my tongue while eating me. We’re both moaning into each other’s holes like animals.

She comes twice on my face, grinding her sophisticated cunt against my pierced tongue until I’m drowning.

Then she flips around, pulls the plug out with her teeth—fucking show-off—and spits it onto the floor.

“My turn to gape,” she says, eyes wild.

Maxine’s Pov:

I’ve never done this before. Never wanted to. But watching Amanda’s hole wink at me, knowing I did that—knowing I own that—something snaps.

I spread my own cheeks. “Do it. Tongue my fifty-one-year-old asshole, you nasty little girl.”

She does. Enthusiastically. Sloppily. Like she’s making up for every year I spent pretending to be straight.

Her tongue is everywhere—rimming, spearing, sucking. Fingers in my pussy, thumb in my ass, plug now in my cunt vibrating on low because she’s a sadist.

I come screaming her name so hard I go temporarily deaf.

Amanda’s Pov:

We’re a disaster. Covered in sweat, squirt, spit. The bed looks like a crime scene.

Maxine is on her back, legs over my shoulders, while I fist her slowly—four fingers, thumb tucked, working in and out while sucking her clit like a pacifier.

She’s babbling. “Your hand—your whole hand—please—Amanda—wreck me—”

I tuck my thumb and push.

Her eyes roll back. She comes so hard she squirts around my wrist, a geyser that hits my tits, my neck, my open mouth.

I keep fisting her through it, slow and deep, until she’s sobbing from overstimulation.

Then I pull out gently, lick my hand clean while she watches, and collapse beside her.

Maxine’s Pov:

We lie there panting, sticky, ruined.

Amanda traces a finger through the mess on my stomach. “So. How was officially eating your first asshole?”

“Best Christmas present ever,” I croak.

She laughs, then winces. “Think my hole’s permanently gaped.”

“Good,” I say. “Means you’ll feel me every time you sit down tomorrow.”

She grins wickedly. “Tomorrow I’m bringing the double-ended dildo. We’re going to scissor with both holes plugged until we pass out.”

I come again just thinking about it.

Amanda’s Perspective:

Later—much later—we’re in the kitchen naked, eating cold lobster and champagne straight from the bottle because we’re classy like that.

Maxine has plug back in my ass “for dessert.” I’m bent over the marble island while she drizzles chilled champagne over my hole and licks it up.

“You know,” I gasp between licks, “if Richard ever finds out, he’ll probably want to watch.”

She bites my ass cheek. “He couldn’t handle it. He’d come in his pants and cry.”

We laugh until we’re wheezing, then fuck again on the kitchen floor.

Maxine’s Pov:

Dawn finds us in the bathtub—huge marble tub filled with bubbles and our filth. Amanda is in my lap, back to my chest, my fingers lazily circling her clit while she plays with my nipples.

“How many times did I come?” she asks sleepily.

“Lost count after eighteen,” I murmur into her hair. “Think we hit twenty-five.”

She turns her head, kisses me slow and sweet. “You’re getting bold, Mrs. Harrington. Next thing you know you’ll be leaving him.”

I freeze.

She feels it, softens. “Hey. I’m kidding. I like being your dirty secret.”

I hold her tighter. “You’re not a secret. You’re the only real thing in my life.”

We don’t say anything else. We don’t have to.

Amanda’s Pov:

I leave at 6 a.m., boots in one hand, plug in my pocket as a souvenir. Maxine stands at the elevator naked, covered in bites and bruises and my cum, looking like a goddess who just discovered Sapphic delights.

“Tomorrow,” I say, kissing her one last time. “I’m bringing rope. Going to tie you to the balcony railing and eat your ass while Manhattan watches.”

She whimpers. “Promise?”

“Promise, Mommy.”

The doors close.

I walk out into the freezing Christmas Eve morning with a permanent smile and a deliciously sore asshole.

Best. Holiday. Ever.


CHAPTER 4




December 24th—Christmas Eve, 8:17 p.m. The city glittered thirty-eight floors below like a jewelry box some giant had kicked over. Central Park was a black hole in the middle of all those lights, snow starting to fall in fat and lazy. And I was naked, wrists tied to the balcony railing with soft black shibari rope, ankles spread and lashed to the lower rail, bent over like an offering to Manhattan.

Amanda stepped back to admire her work, phone in one hand, champagne flute in the other.

“Goddamn, Maxie. You look like the world’s most expensive lawn ornament. ‘Park Avenue Trophy Wife—Now Available for Public Use.’”

I whimpered, the cold air kissing every inch of exposed skin. My nipples could cut glass. My cunt was already dripping down my thighs in full view of anyone with binoculars in the next ten blocks.

“People can see,” I hissed, half terrified, half so turned on I was shaking.

Amanda leaned in, breath hot against my ear. “That’s the fucking point, Mommy. Let the hedge-fund bros jerk off to the society lady getting her asshole eaten on her own balcony. Maybe Page Six will run it: ‘Billionaire’s Wife Caught in Compromising Position With Mystery Blonde—Film at Eleven.’”

She slapped my ass so hard the crack echoed off the glass towers. I yelped.

“Shut up and arch that back. Present that fifty-one-year-old married shithole like you mean it.”

I did. God help me, I did.

Amanda’s Pov:

Jesus fucking Christ on a candy cane, she is perfection. Bent over, legs trembling in the cold, pussy lips swollen and glistening, asshole winking at me like it’s begging. Snowflakes melt the second they touch her skin. I drop to my knees behind her—red vinyl coat open, nothing underneath but boots and a strap-on harness I haven’t put to use yet.

I spread her cheeks wide and just breathe on her hole. She jolts like I shocked her.

“Smell that?” I purr. “That’s the smell of a closeted Park Avenue dyke who’s about to get tongue-fucked in public.”

I lick one long, wet stripe from clit to tailbone. She screams into her own arm to muffle it.

I laugh. “Scream louder, baby. Let the doorman hear what a filthy slut his boss’s wife is.”

Then I bury my face.

Maxine’s Pov:

Her tongue is hot against the freezing air—shocking, perfect. She licks around my rim in slow circles, teasing, then spears inside like she owns it. Which she does. My legs shake so hard the ropes creak.

“Amanda—fuck—someone’s going to see—”

She pulls back just long enough to spit on my hole. “Good. Let them. Let them watch Mrs. Richard Harrington get her asshole eaten like supermarket sushi. Maybe they’ll send Richard the video for Christmas.”

She shoves her tongue back in, fucking me with it, nose grinding my pussy. I’m moaning like a cheap whore, drool dripping off my chin onto the balcony floor.

A light flicks on in the building across the park. Someone’s on their terrace.

“Oh God they’re watching—”

Amanda moans into my ass, the vibration making me see stars. “Wave at them, Maxine.”

I can’t help it—I lift one bound hand as far as the rope allows and flip them the bird. Amanda loses it laughing into my crack.

Amanda’s Pov:

I’m dying. Actually dying. The woman just flipped off half of Manhattan with her wrists tied to her own balcony while I’m balls-deep in her asshole with my tongue. I add two fingers to her cunt, curl them viciously, and suck on her rim like I’m trying to leave a hickey on her actual butthole.

She comes instantly—screaming, gushing down my wrist, squirting so hard it splashes my boots. The wind carries her cry across the park.

“Merry Christmas, Central Park!” I yell, face still buried in her ass. “Free show!”

Another light comes on. Then another. Phones are definitely out.

Maxine is sobbing, laughing, coming again already.

I stand up, wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, and lean over the railing to wave at our audience like a goddamn queen.

“Thank you, thank you! She’s available for bookings—rates double on holidays!”

Maxine’s Pov:

I’m going to hell. Straight to hell. On a first-class ticket Amanda paid for with my husband’s AmEx.

She unties my ankles but leaves my wrists bound, marches me inside like a prisoner. My legs are jelly. There’s spit and pussy juice freezing on my thighs.

She throws me face-down on the bed, re-ties my wrists to the headboard, ankles to the corners—spread-eagle, ass up.

From the toy bag she pulls the double-ended dildo—eighteen inches of thick, veiny black silicone, two fat heads. And two stainless steel plugs, one medium, one fucking huge.

“Time for the main event, Mommy. Both holes plugged, then we scissor until we black out. You ready to ruin your marriage bed?”

I’m drooling into the pillow. “Please.”

Amanda’s Pov:

I lube the plugs generously. First the medium one—slide it into Maxine’s greedy cunt. She moans like a dying animal.

Then the monster for her ass. I press the tip against her spit-slick hole.

“Breathe, rich girl.”

I push. Slowly. Relentlessly. The widest part stretches her obscenely—her rim goes white, then blooms open as it pops in. She screams into the mattress, whole body convulsing.

“Fuck-fuck-fuck… it’s too big—”

“You took my fist last week, you dramatic bitch. Push back.”

She does. It seats with a wet pop. She comes again just from the stretch, pussy clenching around the smaller plug.

I roll her onto her side, plug my own ass with the medium one (I’ve been training too—we match now), then my cunt with the smaller one. Then I lube the double dildo like it’s my job.

I straddle her top leg, scissor our bodies together, and feed one end into my pussy. The stretch is perfect —I sink down with a groan.

Then the other end into her plugged cunt.

We both scream.

Maxine’s Pov:

It’s too much. Too full. The plug in my ass, the smaller one in my pussy, and now this huge cock splitting me open. Amanda starts rocking—slow at first, grinding, the dildo sliding between us, our clits mashed together.

“Look at us,” she pants. “Two filthy dykes tribbing with both holes stuffed like Christmas turkeys. Your husband’s probably balls-deep in some ski bunny right now while his wife gets double-penetrated by a girl who wasn’t even born when he made his first million.”

I laugh—actually laugh—then moan as she slams harder.

“Tell me,” she growls, grabbing my throat. “Tell me who owns this married cunt.”

“You do—fuck—you own it—you own my asshole—my mouth—my soul—”

She kisses me filthy, all teeth and tongue, hips snapping. The plugs shift with every thrust, pressing against the dildo through the thin wall inside us. It’s insane. Obscene. Perfect.

Amanda’s Pov:

We’re sweating, shaking, cursing. The headboard is destroying the wall—bang-bang-bang like a porn set. I reach down and twist her anal plug. She howls.

“Gonna make you squirt with your ass full, Mommy. Gonna make you ruin these fifteen-thousand-dollar sheets again.”

I angle my hips so the dildo drags across her G-spot with every thrust. Her eyes roll back.

“Count them,” I snarl. “Every orgasm is mine.”

She can’t even speak anymore—just guttural noises as she starts coming in waves. One. Two. Three— squirting around the dildo, soaking my thighs, the bed, everything.

I’m not far behind. The plug in my ass plus the cock plus her clit grinding mine—I’m seeing God in 4K.

Maxine’s Pov:

I lose count after twelve. Or twenty. Time stops making sense.

We’re a mess of limbs and fluids and ropes. Amanda unties my wrists at some point so I can claw at her back, pull her pigtails, slap her ass. We roll, switching who’s on top, dildo never leaving our cunts, plugs shifting deliciously.

At one point she’s riding me reverse cowgirl style, both of us facing the mirrored closet doors, watching ourselves—plugs glinting, dildo disappearing between us, tits bouncing, faces wrecked.

“Look,” she pants. “Look how fucking nasty we are.”

I come so hard I black out for a second.

When I come to, she’s flipped us again, scissoring brutal and fast, clit to clit, dildo pistoning.

“I’m gonna come—fuck—come with me—”

We explode together—screaming, squirting, bodies seizing. I feel her cunt spasm around the dildo the same time mine does. The plugs make it intense, unbearable, perfect.

Another orgasm.

Another.

I think I actually pass out first—vision tunneling, body convulsing, Amanda’s voice far-away voice saying “that’s it baby give me one more—”

Black.

Amanda’s Pov:

She goes limp under me, mouth open, eyes rolled back, drool on the pillow. I’m two thrusts behind her —come so hard I squirt straight up like a fountain, then collapse on top of her, dildo still connecting us like some obscene umbilical cord.

I don’t know how long we’re out. Minutes? An hour?

I wake up first—head pounding, body aching in the best way. Maxine is still passed the fuck out, plugs still in, dildo half out of her, pussy fluttering in aftershocks.

I pull out gently, remove all the toys. She whimpers in her sleep.

I untie the ropes, massage the marks on her wrists—beautiful red patterns. Carry her to the bathroom (somehow), run a bath, clean us both up like she’s my baby.

She comes to while I’m washing her hair.

“Hey, Sleeping Beauty,” I whisper. “You okay?”

She blinks up at me, dazed. “Did we die?”

“Pretty sure we invented a new religion.”

She laughs—hoarse, broken, perfect. “Merry Christmas to us.”

Maxine’s Pov:

Later—much later—we’re in fresh sheets (the others are in a biohazard bag), naked, tangled, eating stolen caviar off each other’s bodies with our fingers because we’re animals.

Amanda feeds me a spoonful from between her tits.

“So,” she says, licking beluga off my nipple. “Richard’s home in six days.”

I go still.

She kisses my forehead. “Hey. I know. But we still have five nights.”

I pull her closer. “Then we’re using every second.”

She grins, wicked. “Tomorrow I’m bringing the fucking machine. And the camera. Gonna film you riding it with both holes plugged while you tell the lens how much you love dyke cock better than your husband’s.”

I come just from the words, grinding against her thigh like a teenager.

She laughs. “Insatiable whore.”

“Your whore,” I whisper.

She kisses me slow, deep, tasting like caviar and us.

“Yeah,” she says. “Mine.”

Outside, snow falls over Manhattan, covering the city in white like it’s trying to hide our sins.

It’s not working one bit, and never will.
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